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SHAKESPEARE 

A REPRINT OF THE "FAMOUS FOLIO OF 1623." 




ADVERTISEMENT. 

I HE taflc undertaken by the Publiflier more than four years ago, of reproducing 
in a portable form the Firft Folio Edition of the Plays of Shakefpeare, 
without the flighteft alteration or attempt at correftion, is now accompliflied, 
and the ftudents of the works of our " gentle Shakefpeare ** are enabled, 
at a moderate coft, to obtain a volume identical -with that iffued by the poet's friends 
Heminge and Condell, in 1623 — a work held now fo highly in repute by colleftors that 
a copy fold lately for the large fum of 716/. 

The Firft Folio Edition, publiihed feven years after the poet's death, contained 
nineteen plays never before printed. The fmall quarto editions of the feventeen various 
plays printed anterior to the Folio were not ifTued by authority, nor are they anywhere 
alTerted to have had the ineftimable benefit of the poet's revifion or corredlions ; but, 
on the contrary, they are ftated by Heminge and Condell to have been " diuerfe ftolne, 
and furreptitious copies, maimed and deformed by the frauds and ftealthes of iniurious 
impoftors." The Firft Folio is therefore, it has been well obferved, " the moft 
important edition extant" Its reproduction in the exadl words and letters of the 
original will, it is confidently hoped, prove acceptable to all ftudents of his writings, 
and (hould find a place in every Englifhman's library. 

The favour with which Parts I. (containing the Comedies) and H. (containing the 
Hiftories) have been received will, it is trufted, be ftill accorded to the completed work. 
No pains have been fpared to render this third Part, containing the Tragedies, worthy 
of its predecefTors. 

It is no fmall matter for congratulation that, neither in Part L, which was publifhcd 
December 1861, nor in Part II., which followed in November 1863, have any errors 



( 4 ) 

been pointed out that have not, on examination, proved to have been errors or mif- 
conceptions on the part of the critics. The book hitherto has pafled the ordeal of adverfe 
interefts unfcathed, and the learned editors of the Cambridge edition, now in progrefs 
of publication, have pronounced it ^^ the moft correA reprint ever iflued.*' 

Neverthelefs, as ftated in the introduction to Part I., it has always been borne in 
mind that the chances of error in paffing an elaborate work through the prefs, are 
fo varied and unaccountable, that anjr pretence to infallibility would be more than 
prefumptuous ; the communication, therefore, of any — the moft trifling — departure from 
the original, which may be difcovered, will be moft thankfully acknowledged, and the 
required correSion effefted by a cancel. 

The Firft Folio contained all the known plays excepting ** Pericles, Prince of Tyre,** 
which was firft publifhed in folio in the third impreffion, 1664 (previoufly in quarto, 
1609, 161 1, and 1619). It is propofed to print this play feparately, to be bound up 
with this edition, bringing together in one volume the whole acknowledged plays of 
Shakefpeare in the exadt language of the originals. 

The Verfes oppojite the Title to Part III. are reprinted from the fecond iditi^n of 
Shakefpeare (1632), and are f aid by Warton^ and by Godwin y in his life of Edward 4ind 
John PhilipSy nephews and pupils of Milton^ to have been the Jirfi lines of poitry 4Ver 
printed of our immortal Milton ; they are iffued as an appropriate completion of the various 
panegyrics pullijhedin the Jirfi and fecond folios. 

Rbgent Street, 

November 1864. 




SHAKESPEARE. 

Collation of the Edition of 1623, 

(Continued.') 



THE TRAGEDIES. 



♦^» The Collation is given with each Part^ to prevent the chance of thi errors and 
peculiarities of the Original Edition^ herein faithfully reproduced^ being mijlaken as 
erron of this Reprint, 



The Prologue, and firft page of Troylus and Creffida (unpaged) — then pages 79 and 80, 
then twenty-five pages without pagination, and the laft page blank. 

Coriolanus — pages i to 30. 

Titus Andronicus — pages 31 to 52 (page 51 copies vary). 

Romeo and Juliet — pages 53 to 79 (pages 77 and 78 wanting). 

Tymon of Athens — pages 80, 81, 82, then again commencing pages 81 to 98. 

The Adors' Names — one page, the next page blank. 

Julius Cae(ar — pages 109 to 130. 

Macbeth — pages 131 to 151. 

Hamlet — pages 152 to 156, then one hundred pages omitted, and continuing pages 257 
to 282 (pages 279 and 282 are mifprinted 259 and 280), page 278 copies vary. 

King Lear— pages 283 to 309 (page 308 mifprinted 38). 

Othello — pages 310 to 339. 

Anthonie and Cleopatra — pages 340 to 368. 

Cymbcline— pages 369 to 399 (pages 379 and 399 mifprinted 389 and 993). 

The 
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The Signatures in the Original Volume arc as follows :— ^ 

A, containing dtle, vcrics, and introdudbry matter, 9 leaves. 

The Tempeft to the Winter's Talc — A to C c 2, in fixes (V is mifprinted V v). 

King John to Troylus and Creffida — a to g, in fixes (a 3 is mifprinted A a 3); gg, 8 leaves ; 
h to J, and %, and % ^, in fixes ; IT IT ^ one leaf (m 3 is mifprinted 1 3 ; x 3 is not marked). 

Coriolanus to Cymbeline — a a to ff, in fixcB (b b 2 is mifprinted 6 b 2); g g has 8 leaves 
{Eve of which are marked g g, g g 2, G g, g g 2, g g 3); h h, k k to v v, x, y y to 
b b b, in fixes (n n and n n 2 are mifprinted N n and N n 2 ; 00 is mifprinted O o ; 
002 has no fignature ; 1 1 2 is mifprmted 1 1 3 ; x x, x x 2, x x 3, are mifprinted x, x 2, 
and X 3 ; y y 2 and y y 3 are mifprinted y 2 and y 3). The volume ends rfms:-— 

Printed at the Charges of W. Jaggard, Ed. Blount, I. Smithweeke, and W. Afpley, 1623. 



The fignatures in the reprint arc from A to 5 U (i lcaf)> in fours, commencing with 
the Tempefl , the preliminary leaves being the fame as in the original 

A diftin£tr and confecutive pagination throughout the volume, at the bottom of each page, 
has alfb been added, to facilitate reference, from the Tempefl to Cymbeline, pages 
I to 889. 





iHat neede my Shakefpearey^r his honored bones ^ 
The labour of an Age^in piled Ji ones 

^ Or that his halloVQ^d %eliques jhould be hid 
Vnder a Jiarre^ypointing pyramid? 
*Deare Sonne of Memory ^reat Heire g/^Fame, 
What needjl thoufuch dull "^itnejfe of thy Name ? 
Thou in our wonder and ajionijhment 
Hafl built thyfelfe a lajiing Monument : 
For whir ft to tVjhame of ftow-endecTpouring Art 
Thy eafte numbers ftcfW^and that each party 
Hath from the lectpes of thy uri^alued Booke^ 
Thofe Delphicke Lines with deepe imprefsion tooke 
Then thou our fancy of her Jelfe bere(i)>ingj 
Doft make us Marble "With too much concehing^ 
Andfo Sepulcher'd infuch pompe doft lie 
That Kings for fuch a Tombe would wift^ to die. 
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Printed by Isaac laggard, and Ed. Blount, 1623 ; and Re- Printed 
for Lionel Booth, 307 Regent Street, 1864. 



The Prologue. 

IHTroy there lyes the Scene : From Iks of Greece 
The Princes Orgillom , their high blood chafd 
Haue to the Port of Athens fent their Jhippes 
Fraught with the minijiers and injlruments 
OfcruellWarre : Sixty and nine that wore 
Their Qrownets %egallfrom th' Athenian bay 
Put forth tcn^ard Phrygia^and their nxffip is made 
To ranfacke Troy^ TPithin whofe Jirong emures 
The raui(Hd Helen, Menelaus Queene^ 
With wanton P^ris Jleepes^ and that's the Quarrell. 
To Tenedos they come^ 
And the deepe-drO^ing Barke do there difgorge 
Their "Warlike fraut age : now on Dardan Plaines 
The frejh and yet 'vnbruifed Greekes do pitch 
Their braue Pauillions. F ri^uncis fx^gatea Qi^y, 
Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 
And Antenonidus TPith mafsie Staples 
And correjponfiue and fulfilling Bolts 
Stirre^vp the Sonnes of Troy. 
Pi(AP ExpeSlation tickling sRittiJh fpiritSy 
On one and other Jide^ Troian and Greeh, 
Sets all on hazard. And hither am J come, 
A Prologue arm'd, but not in confidence 
Of Authors pen^ or ABors Ipoyce ; butfuited 
Jn like conditions J a/s our Argument ; 
To tell you (faire Beholders^ that our Play 
Leapes ore the Daunt and frji lings ofthofe broyks^ 
Beginning in the middle ijiarting thence OiPay, 
To what may be digejied in a Play : 
LtkCy or finde faulty do as your pleafures are, 
Nffwgoodyor bad, 'tis but the chance ofWarre. 
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THE TRAGEDIEOF 

Troylus and Creisida. 



A£ius Primus. Scoena ^rima. 




Enter Pandarm and Troylus, 

Troylus . 
i All here my Variety He vnarme againe. 
. Why fhould I warre without the wals of Troy 
' That finde fuch cruell battell here within ? 
' Each Troian that is mafter of his heart, 
Let him to field, Troylus alas hath none. 
Pan, Will this geerc nere be mended ? 
Tro^.The Greeks are ftrong,& skilful to their ftrength, 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceneiTe Valiant: 
But I am weaker then a womans teare ; 
Tamer then fleepe, fonder then ignorance $ 
Leflc valiant then the Virgin in the night. 
And skillefTe as vnpra£tis*d Infancie. 

Pan. Well, I haue told you enough of this : For my 
part. He not meddle nor make no farther. Hee that will 
haue a Cake out of the Wheate, muft needes tarry the 
grinding. 

Troy. Haue I not tarried ? 

~~ I the grinding ; but you muft tarry the bolting. 
Haue I not tarried ? 

I the boulting ; but you muft tarry the leau*ing. 
Still haue I tarried. 
Pan, I, to the leauening : but heeres yet in the word 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake , the 
heating of the Ouen, and the Baking; nay, you muft ftay 
the cooling too, or you may chance to burne your lips. 
Troy. Patience her felfe, what GoddefTe ere flie be. 
Doth leflfer blench at fuftera nee, then I doe : 
At Priams Royall Table doe I fit ; 
And when faire Creffid comes into my thoughts. 
So (Traitor) then ftie comes, when ftie is thence. 

Pan. Well : 
She lookM yeftrrnight fairer,then euer I faw her looke^ 
Or any woman elfe. 

Troy. I was about to tell thee, when my heart, 
As wedged with a figh, would riue in twaine, 
Leaft HeSior^or my Father ftiould perceiue me : 
I haue (as when the Sunne doth light a-fcorne) 
Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a fmile: 
But rorrow,that is couch*d in feeming gladnefTe, 
Is like that mirth. Fate turnes to fudden fadnefie. 

Pan. And her haire were not fomewhat darker then 
//r/<iri,well go too, there were no more comparifon be- 
tweene the Women. But for my part fhe is my KJnrwo- 
man, I would not (as they tearme it) praife it, but I wold 



Pan. 
Troy. 

Pan, 
Troy. 



fome-body had heard her talke yefterday as I did : 1 will 
not difpraife your fifter Cajfandra^t wit, but . 

Troy. Oh Pandarus \ I tell thee Pandarus ; 
When I doe tell thee,there my hopes lye drownM : 
Reply not in how many Fadomes deepe 
They lye indrench*d. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Crejids loue. Thou anfwer'ft fhe is Faire, 
Powr*ft in the open Vlcer of my heart. 
Her Eyes, her Haire, her Cheeke,her Gate, her Voice, 
Handleft in thy difcourfe. O that her Hand 
(In whofe comparifon, all whites are Inke) 
Writing their owne reproach j to whofe foft feizurc, 
The Cignets Downe is har{h,and fpirit of Senfe 
Hard as the palme of Plough-man. This thou tePft me ; 
As true thou tePft me, when I fay I loue her : 
But faying thus,inftead of Oyle and Balme, 
Thou lai'ft in euery gafh that loue hath giuen me, 
The Knife that made it. 

Pan. I fpeake no more then truth. 

Troy, Thou do*ft not fpeake fo much. 

Pan. Faith, He not meddle in*t : Let her be as fhee is, 
if fhe be faire, *tis the better for her : and fhe be not, fbe 
ha*s the mends in her owne hands. 

Troy. Good Pandarus : How now Pandarm t 

Pan. I haue had my Labour for my trauell,ill thought 
on of her, and ill thought on of you : Gone betweene and 
betweene,but fmall thankes for my labour. 

Troy, What art thou angry Pandarut^ what with me? 

Pan. Becaufe fhe*s Kinne to me, therefore fhee*s not 
fo fiiire as HeUn^ and fhe were not kin to me, fhe would 
be as faire on Friday, as Heltn is on Sunday. But what 
care HI care not and fhe were a Black-a^ Moore, *tis all 
one to me. 

Troy. Say I fhe is not faire ? 

Troy. I doe not care whether you doe or no. Shee's a 
Foole to fby behinde her Father : Let her to the Greeks, 
and fo He tell her the next time I fee her : for my part. He 
meddle nor make no more i*th*matter. 

Troy, Pandarus J Pan, Not I. 

Troy. Sweete fandarus. 

fan. Pray you fpeake no more to me, I will leaue all 
as I found it, and there an end. Exit Pond. 

Sound Alarum, 
Tro.Peace you vngracious Clamors, peace rude founds, 
Fooles on both ^dei^ Helen muft needs be faire, 
When with your bloud you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight vpon this Argument : 

It 
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^is too ftaruM a fubied for my Sword, 
Bat PoMdarus : O Gods I How do you plague me ? 
1 cannot come to Creffid but by Pandar^ 
And he*i as teachy to be woo*d to woe. 
At ihe is ftubborne, chaft,againft all fuite. 
Tell me j^llo for thy Daphnes i.oue 
What Creffid is, what Pandar ^znd what we : 
Her bed is India , there (he lies^a Pearle, 
Betveen our Ibum,and where ihee recides 
Let it be cald the wild and wandring flood , 
Oarfelie the Merchaiit,and this fayhng Pandar^ 
Oor doubtiiill hope, our conuoy and our Barke. 
Alarum, Snttr c/£niM. 

t^Ht. How now Prince Troyim ? 
Wherefore not a field ? 

7roy, Beciufe not there ; this womans anfwer forts. 
For womaniih it is to be from thence: 
What newes oEneas from the field to day ? 

e/£«r. That Pant is returned home, and hurt. 

7r9j. By whom c^neoi ? 

v&u, Troyiui by Menelaui, 

7r^. Let Parii bleed /tis but a fear to fcorne, 
P«rar is gor*d with Mtmlam home. jilarum, 

t^e. Harke what good fport is out of Towne to day. 

Trty, Better at home, if would I might were may : 
But to the fport abroad, are you bound thither ? 

tj£ae. In all fwift haft. 

7r«y. Come goe wee then togither. Exeunt, 

Enter Crejpdand her man, 

Cre, Who were thofe went by ? 

Man, Queene iUeuhayZnd Heilen, 
Cre, And whether go they ? 
Man. Vp to the Eafterne Tower, 
Whofe height commands as fubied all the vaile, 
To fee the battell : HeShr whofe pacience. 
It as a Vertue fixt, to day was mou*d ; 
He chides jtndnmacbt and ftrooke his Armorer, 
And like as there were husbandry in Warre 
Before the Sunne rofe,hee was harneft lyte. 
And to the field goe*s he; where euery nower 
Did as a Prophet weepe what it fbr&w, 
InHeSors wrath. 

Cre. What was his caufe of anger ? 

Man. The noife goe*s this ; 
There is among the Greekes, 
A Lord of Troian blood. Nephew to Heffor^ 
They call him Aiax. 

Cre. Good; and what of him ? 

Ainr.They fay he is a very man ferfe and ftands alone. 

Cre. So do all men, vnleiTe they are drunke, ficke,or 
haue no legges. 

Man. This man Lady, hath rob*d many beafts of their 
particular additions, he is as valiant as the Lyon,churlifh 
U the Beare, flow as the Elephant : a man into whom 
nature hath fo crowded humors, that his valour is cruflit 
into folly, his folly iauced with difcredon : there is no 
man hath a vertue, that he hath not a glimpfe of, nor a- 
Qy man an attaint, but he carries fome ftiine of it. He is 
melancholy without cauie, and merry againft the haire, 
hce hath the ioynts of euery thing, but euery thing fo 
out ot ioynt, that hee is a gowtie Briareuty many hands 
and no vfe ; or purblinded ^r^,all eyes and no fight. 

Or. But how fliould this man that makes me fmile, 
make Hefhr angry? 

Man. They fay he yefterday cop*d HeSor in the bat- 
tell and ftroke him downe,the difdaind & flume where- 
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of, hath euer fince kept HeBor fafting and waking. 
Enter Pandarm. 

Ore, Who comes here 7 

Man. Madam your Vncle Pandarm, 

Cre. HeSiors a gallant man. 

Man. As may be in the world Lady. 

Pan. What*s thatf what's that ? 

Cre. Good morrow Vncle Pandarm, 

Pan. Good morrow Cozen Crejpdx what do you ulke 
of? good morrow Alexander', how do you Cozen ? when 
were you at lUiura # 

Cre, This morning Vncle. 

Pan, What were you talking ofwhenlcame? Was 
He6hr arm'd and gon ere yea came to Ulium? Heilen was 
not vp ? was flie ? 

Cre, HeBor was gone but Heilen was not vp ? 

Pan, £*ene £o\He£hr was ftirring early. 

Qre. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry ? 

Cre. So he faies here. 

Pan. True he was fo; I know the caufe too, heele lay 
about him to day I can tell them that, and there's Troylm 
will not come farre behind him , let them take heede of 
Trtylm ; I can tell them that too. 

Cre. What is he angry too ? 

Pan. Who Troylmi 
Treylm is the better man of the two. 

Cre, Oh /ii^//tfr; there's no comparifon. 

Pan. What not betweene Treylm and Heffor ? do you 
know a man if you fee him ^ 

Cre. I, if I euer (aw him before and knew him. 

Pan, Well I fay Troylm is Troyim, 

Cre, Then you fay as I fay. 
For I am fure he is not Heffor, 

fan. No not Hecior is not Troylm in fome degrees. 

Cre. *Tts iuft,to each of them he is himfelfe. 

Pan. Himfelfe ?alas poore Troylm 1 would he were. 

Cre, So he is. 

Pan, Condition I had gone bare-foote to India. 

Cre, He is not HeBor. 

Pan. Himfelfe ? nof hee's not himfelfe, would a were 
himfelfe : well, the Gods are aboue, ume muft friend or 
end: well Troylm well, 1 would my heart were io her bo- 
dy; no y HeBor is not a better man then Troylm, 

Cre, Excufe me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan, Th'others not come too*t, you fliall tell me ano- 
ther Ule when th'others come too*t: HeBor flull not 
haue his will this yeare. 

Cre. He fliall not neede it if he haue his owne. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cre. No matter. 

Pan, Nor his beautie. 

Cre. *Twould not become him , his own*s better. 

Pan, You haue no iudgement Neece; Heilen her felfe 
fwore th 'other day that Troylm for a browne fauour (for 
fo *t]s I muft confeflTe ) not browne neither. 

Cre, No , but browne. 

Pan, Faith to fay truth, browne and not browne. 

Cre, To fay the truth, true and not true. 

Pan, She prais'd his complexion aboue Pant. 

Cre. Why Park hath colour inough. 

Pan. So, he has. 

Cre. Then Troylm fliould haue too much, if flie prasiM 
him aboue, his complexion is higher then his, he hauing 

colour 
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colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a 
praife for a good complexion , I had as lieue Helkm gol- 
den tongue had commended Troylut for a copper nole. 

Pan, I fweare to you, 
I thinke Hellen loues him better then Parii* 

Ore, Thert ihee*s a merry Greeke indeed. 

jan. Nay I am fure (he does, (he came to him th*other 
day into the compaft window, and you know he has not 
paft three or foure haires on his chinnc. 

Cref, Indeed a Tapfters Arithmedque may foone 
bring his particulars therein, to a totall. 

Pond. Why he is very yong, and yet will he within 
three pound lift as much as his brother Heiior. 

Cref, Is he is fo young a man, and fo old a lifter ? 

Pan. But to prooue to you that Hellen loues him, (he 
came and puts me her white hand to his clouen chin* 

CreJ. luno haue mercy, how came it clouen ? 

Pan, Wlw,you know *tis dimpled, 
I thinke his unyling becomes him better then any man 
in all Phrigia. 

Cre. Oh he fmiles valiantly. 

Pan, Dooes hee not ? 

Cre, Oh yes, and 'twere a dowM in jlutumne. 

Pan. Why go to then, but to proue to you that Hellen 
loues Troylui. 

Cre. Troylui wil (bnd to thee 
Proofe,if youle prooue it fo. 

Pan, Troylusf why he efteemes her no more then I e- 
fteeme an addle egge. 

Cre. If you loue an addle egge as well as you loue an 
idle head, you would eate chickens i*th*(hell. 

Pan, I cannot chufe but laugh to thinke how (he tick- 
led his chin, indeed (hee has a maruel*s white hand I muft 
needs confe(re« 

Cre, Without the rack'e. 

Pan. And (hee takes vpon her to fpie a white haire on 
his chinne. 

Cre. Alas poore chin ? many a wart is richer. 

Pand. But there was fuch laughing, Queene Hecuba 
laught that her eyes ran ore. 

Cre, With Mil(h>nes. 

Pan. And Cajfandra laught. 

Cre. But there was more temperate fire vnder the pot 
of her eyes : did her eyes run ore too? 

Pan, And HeElar laught. 

Cre, At what was all this laughing ? 

Pand. lAzxvj at the white haire that Hellen fpied on 
trvjlm chin. 

CreJ, And t*had beene a greene haire, I (hould haue 
laught too. 

Pand, They laught not fo much at the haire, as at his 
pretty anfwere. 

Ore, What was his anfwere ^ 

Pan, Quoth (hee,heere*s but two and fifty haires on 
your chinnejand one of thein is white. 

Ore, This is her queftion. 

Vand That's true, make no quc(Uon of that, two and 
fiftie haires quoth hee, and one white, that white haire is 
my Father, and all the reft are his Sonnes. lupiter quoth 
(he, which of thefe haires is Pant my hukband ? The for^ 
ked one quoth he, pluckt out and giue it him : but there 
MTU fuch laughing, and Hellen fo blu(ht, and Pari fo 
chaft,and all the reft fo laught, that it paft. 

Cre. So let it now. 
For is has beene a great while going by. 

Pan, Well Cozen, 



I told you a thing yefterday, think on't. 

Ore. So I does. 

Pand. He be fworne 'tis true, he will weepe you 
an'twere a man borne in Aprill. Sound a retreate. 

Cref. And lie fpring vp in his teares,an'twere a nettle 
againftMay. 

Pan. Harke they are comming from the field , (hal vrt 
ftand vp here and fee them, as they pa(re toward Ulium, 
good Ncece do,fweet Neece Crejfida. 

Cre. At your pleafure. 

Pan. Heere,heere, here's an excellent place, heere we 
may fee moft brauely,lle tel you them all by their names, 
as they pa(re by , but marke Troylm aboue the reft. 
Enter z^eas. 

Cre, Speake not fo low'd. 

Pan. That's c/£neas,i» not that a braue man,hee's one 
of the flowers of Troy I can you, but mtrke Troy/itf, yon 
(hal fee anon. 

Cre. Who's that f 

Enter lienor. 

Pan. That's Antenor^ he has a (hrow'd wit I can tell 
you, and hee's a man good inough, hee's one o'th (bun- 
deft iudgement in Troy whofoeuer, and a proper man of 
perfbn : when comes Troylut ? He (hew you Troylm anon, 
if hee fee me, you (hall fee him him nod at me. 

Cre. Will he giue you the nod ? 

Pan. You (hall fee. 

Ore* If he do, the rich (hall haue, more. 
Enter Heffor. 

Pan, That's /f<p<??or, that, that,lookc you, that there's a 
fellow. Goe thy way HeSlor, there'tz braue man Neece, 
O braue He^or ! Looke how hee lookes ^there's a coun- 
tenance; ift not a braue man ? 

Cre. O brane man ! 

Pan. Is a not ? It dooes a mans heart good, looke you 
what hacks are on his Helmet, looke you yonder, do you 
fee / Looke you there ? There's no iefting, laying on,tak't 
oft', who ill as they fay, there be hacks. 

Cre. Be thofe with Swords ? 

Snter Paris, 

Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the dioell 
come to him, it's all one, by Gods lid it dooes ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Parity yonder comes Varisi looke 
yee yonder Neece, ift not a gallant man to, ift not ? Why 
this is braue now : who faid he came hurt home to day ? 
Hee's not hurt, why this will do Hellens heart good 
now, ha? Would I could fee Troylus now, you (hall Troy- 
lm anon. 

Cre, Whofethate 

Enter Htllenm . 

Pan. That's Hellenm^ I maruell where Troylm is, that's 
Helenm, I thinke he went not forth to day : that's Hel- 
lenrn. 

Cre, Can Hellenm fight Vncle i 

Pan. Hellenm no : yes heele fight indifl^rent, well, I 
maruell where Troylm i< ; harke, do you not haere the 
people crie Trovlm i Hellenm is a Prieft. 

Cre, What fneaking fellow comes yonder ? 
Enter Tryhu. 

Pan, Where ^ Yonder ? That's Deepbobm, * Tis Troy- 
lm I Ther's a man Neece, hem i Braue Tr»y/iii,the Prince 
of Chiualrie. 

Cre. Peace, for (hame peace. 

Pand. Marke him, not him : O bniue Treylm : looke 
well vpon him Neece, looke you how his Sword is blou- 
died, and hisHelme more hackt then Hrdori,and how be 
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kwkes, and how he goes. O admirable youth ! he ne*re 
faw three and twenty. Go thy way TVo^/itf ,go thy way» 
had 1 a fifter were a Qrace^ or a daughter a Goddeife, hee 
(bould take his choice. O admirable man ! Paris } Paris 
is durt to him, and I warrant, HeUn to change, would 
gioe money to boot. 

Enter cemwum Swldiers, 

Cref, Heere come more. 

Pan. AiTet, foolet, dolts, chafie and bran, chafTe and 
bnn ; porredge after meat. I could liue and dye i'th'eyes 
of Trcylm, Ne*re loolce, ne*re looke \ the Eagles are gon, 
Crowes and Dawes, Crowes and Dawes : I bad rather be 
fuch a man as Trtyhu, then ulgamemnon find all Greece. 

Cref, There is among the Greekes AcbilUty a better 
man then Troylus. 

fan. •Achilles} a Dray-man, a Porter, a very Camell. 

Cref. Well.wdl. 

Pan. Well, well? Why haue you any difcretionPhaue 
you any eyes? Do you know what a man is? Is not birth, 
brauty, good fhape, difcourfe, manhood, learning, gen- 
tleneife, vertue, youth, liberality, and fo forth : the Spice, 
and iialt that feafons a man ? 

Cref. l,a minc*d man. and then to be bak'd with no Date 
in the pye, for then the mans dates out. 

Pan. You are fuch another woman, one knowes not 
at what ward you lye. 

Qrtf. Vpon my backe, to defend my belly ; vpon my 
vrit, to defend my wiles ; vppon my I'ecrecy, to defend 
nine hooefty; my Maske, to defend my beauty, and you 
to defend all thefe : and at all thefe wardes I lye at, at a 
thouiand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cref. Nay He watch you for that, and that's one of 
the cheefeft of them too : If I cannot ward what 1 would 
not haue hit, I can watch you for telling how I took the 
blow, vnleflTe it fwell paft hiding, and then it*s paft wat- 
ching. 

Enter Boy. 

Pan. You are Tuch another. ' 

^Bej, Sir, my Lord would inflantly fpeake with you. 

Pan. Where? 

Bey. At your owne houfe. 

Pan. Good Boy tell him I come, 1 doubt he bee hurt, 
fare ye well good Neece. 

Cref Adieu Vnkle. 

Pan. He be with you Neece by and by. 

Cref To bring Vnkle. 

Pan. I, a token firom Troylus. 

Cref. By the fame token,you are a Bawd. Exit Pond,' 
^ords, vowes, gifts, teares, & loues full facrifice, 
}ie Dffers in anothers enterprife : 
£ut more in Troylus thoufand fold I fee, 
Then in the glaflc of Pandar\ praife may be j 
^et hold I off. Women are Angels wooing, 
Things won are done, ioyes foule lyes in the dooing : 
That ihe belou*d, knowes nought, that knowes not this; 
^en prize the thing vngainM, more then it is. 
That (he was neuer yet, that euer knew 
I.oue got fo fweet, as when defire did-fue : 
Therefore this maxime out of loue I teach ; 
** Atcbhuement , if command \ vngain* d^ hejeecb. 
That though my hearts Contents firme loue doth beare, 
Nothing of that (hall from mine eyes appeare. Exit. 
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Senet, Enter Agamemnon^ Ne/hr^ ^iyff^h Diome- 

deSf MenehuSy vitb others. 
Agam. Princes : 
What greefe hath fet the laundies on your cheekes f 
The ample propofition that hope makes 
In all defignes, begun on e arch below 
Fayles in the promifl largenefTe : cheekes and difafters 
Grow in the veines of a^ons higheft rearM. 
As knots by the conflux oi meeting Tap, 
Infe^ the found Pine, and diuerts his Graine 
Tortiue and erant from his courfe of growth. 
Nor Princes, is it matter new to vs, 
That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo farre, 
That after feuen yeares fiege, yet Troy walles ftand, 
Sith euery a^on that hath gone before. 
Whereof we haue Record, Triall did draw 
Bias and thwart, not anfwtring the ayme s 
And that vnbodied figure of the thought 
That gaue*t furmifed flxape. Why then( you Princes) 
Do you with cheekes abafhM, behold our workes. 
And thinke them fhame, which are (indeed )nought elfe 
But the protradiue trials of great loue. 
To finde periiftiue confbncie in men ? 
The fineneffe of which Mettall is not found 
In Fortunes loue : for then, the Bold and Coward, 
The Wife and Foole, the Artift and vn-read. 
The hard and foft, feeme allaffin*d,and kin. 
But in the Winde and Temped of her frowne, 
Diftin^on with a lowd and powrefull £in, 
Puffing at all, winnowes the light away ; 
And what hath malTe, or matter by it ielfe. 
Lies rich in Vertue, and vnmingled. 

NeBor. With due Obferuance of thy godly feat, 
Great Agamemnon^ Nefior (hall apply^ 
Thy latefl words. 
In the reproofe of Chance, 

Lies the true proofe of men : The Sea being fmooth. 
How many (hallow bauble Boates dare faile 
Vpon her patient brefl, making their way 
With thofe of Nobler buike ? 
But let the Ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and anon behold 
The ftrong ribb'd Barke through liquid Mountaines cut. 
Bounding betweene the two moyft Elements 
Like ferfeus Horfe. Where's then the fawcy Bo ate, 
Whofe weake vntimber'd fides but euen now 
Co-riuaPd GreatnelTe / Either to harbour fled. 
Or made aTofte for Neptune. Euen fo. 
Doth valours (hew,and valours worth diuide 
In ftormes of Fortune. 
For, in her ray and brightneiTe, 
The Heard hach more annoyance by the Brieze 
Then by the Tygcr : But, when the fplitting winde 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oakes, 
And Flies fled vnder (hide, why then 
The thing of Courage, 

As rowzM with rage, with rage doth (ympathize. 
And with an accent tun*d in felfe-fame key, 
Retyres to chiding Fortune. 

^lyf* Agamemnon: 
Thou great Commander, Nerue, and Bone of Greece, 
Heart of our Numbers, foule, and onely fpirit. 
In whom the tempers, and the mindes of all 
Should be (hut vp : Heare whar yiyjffes fpeakes, 
Befides the applaufe and approbation 
The which moft mighty for thy place and fway, 
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And thou moft rcuerend for thy ftretcht-out life, 
I giue to both your fpeeches ; which were fuch, 
A% j^amemnomnd the hand of Greece 
Should hold vp high in BralTe : and fuch againe 
As venerable Neftor (hatchM in Siluer) 
Should with a bond of ayre, ftrongai the Axletree 
In which the Heauens ride, knit all Greekei eares 
To his experienced tongue : yet let it pleafe both 
(Thou Great, and Wife) to heare yiytfet fpeake. 

Aga, Speak Prince of Itbaca^znd be*t of leiTe expe^ : 
That matter needleiTe of importlefTe burthen 
Diuide thy lips ; then we are confident 
When ranke 'Tbirptes opes his Mafticke iawes, 
We ihall heare Muficke,Wit,and Oracle. 

Vlyf. Troy yet vpon his bafis had bene downe, 
And the great HeSiors fword had lacked a Mafter 
But for the(e inftances. 
The fpecialty of Rule hath beene neglected ; 
And looke how many Grecian Tents do ftand 
Hollow vpon this Plaine, fo many hollow Faxons. 
When that the Generall is not like the Hiue, 
To whom the Forragers (hall all repaire, 
What Hony is expe^ed? Degree being vizarded, 
Th*vnworthieft ihewes as fairely in the Maske. 
The Heauens themfelues, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obferue degree, priority, and place, 
Infifture, courfe, proportion, feafon, forme. 
Office, and cuftome,in all line of Order : 
And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol 
In noble eminence, enthroned and fphearM 
Amid*ft the other, whofe med*cinable eye 
Corre^s the ill Afpe^ of Planets euill, 
And poftes like the Command*ment of a King, 
Sans checke, to good and bad. But when the Planets 
In euill mixture to diforder wander, 
What Plagues, and what portents, what mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? Aaking of Earth ? 
Commotion in the Windes? Frights, changes, horrors, 
Diuert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 
The vnfty, and married calme of States 
Quite firom their fixure ? O, when Degree is (hak*d, 
(Which is the Ladder to all high defignes) 
The enterprize is Hcke. How could Communities, 
Degrees in Schooles, and Brother-hoods in Cities, 
Peacefiill Commerce from diuidable fhores, 
The primogenitiue, and due of Byrth, 
Prerogatiue of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrels, 
(But by Degree) ftand in Authentique place? 
Take but Degree away, vn-tune that ftring. 
And hearke what Difcord followes : each thing meetes 
In meere oppugnancie. The bounded Waters, 
Should lift their bofomes higher then the Shores, 
And make a foppe of all this folid Globe : 
Strength fliould be Lord of imbecility. 
And the rude Sonne fliould ftrike his Father dead : 
Force fhould be right, or rather, right and wrong, 
(Betweene whofe endleffe iarre, luftice recides) 
Should loofe her names, and fo ihould luftice too. 
Then euery thing includes it felfe in Power, 
Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 
And Appetite(an vniuerfall Wolfe, 
So doubly feconded with Will, and Power) 
Muft make perforce an vniuerfall prey. 
And laft, eate vp himfelfe. 
Great Agamemnon : 
This Chaos, when Degree is fuflbcate. 



Followes the choaking : 

And this negle^ion of Degree, is it 

That by a pace goes backward in a purpofe 

It hath to climbe. The GeneralPs difdain*d 

By him one ftep below ; he, by the next, 

That next, by him beneath : lb euery ftep 

Exam pled by the firft pace that is ficke 

Of his Superiour, growes to an enuious Feauer 

Of pale, and bloodleft'e Emulation. 

And*tis this Feauer that keepesTroy on fbote. 

Not her owne finewes. To end a tale of length, 

Troy in our weakneflTe Hues, not in her ftrength. 

Nejl, Moft wifely hath y/yjfes heere difcouer'd 
The Feauer, whereof all our power is ficke. 

Ago. The Nature of the fickneffe found (Vixffis) 
What is the remedie ? 

yiyj. The great AcbilUiy whom Opinion crownes. 
The unew, and the fore-hand of our Hofte, 
Hauing his eare full of his ayery Fame, 
Growes dainty of his worth, and in his Tent 
Lyes mocking our defignes. With him, fatroclttSf 
Vpon a lazie Bed, the liue-long day 
Breakes fcurrill lefts. 
And with ridiculous and auk ward adtion, 
(Which Slanderer, he imitation calPs) 
He Pageants vs. Sometime great Agamemnon^ 
Thy toplefTe deputation he puts on ; 
And like a ftrutting Player, whofe conceit- 
Lies in his Ham-ftring, and doth thinke it rich 
To heare the woodden Dialogue and found 
Twixt his ftretcht footing, and the ScafFolage, 
Such to be pittied, and ore-refted feeming 
He a^ thy GreatnelTe in : and when he fpeakes, 
*Tis like a Chinlle a mending. With tearmes vnfquar*c 
Which from the tongue of roaring Typbon dropt, 
Would feemes Hyperboles. At this flifty ftuffe, 
The large AebilUs (on his preft-bed lolling) 
From his deepe Cheft, laughes out a lowd applaufe, 
Cries excellent, *tis Agamemnon iuft. 
Now play me Neftor ^ hum, and ftroke thy Beard 
As he, being dreft to fome Oration t 
That's done, as neere as the extreameft ends 
Of paralels ; as like, as Vulcan and his wife, 
Yet god Acbillei ftill cries excellent, 
Tis Neftor right. Now play him (me) Patroclus, 
Arming to anfwer in a night- Alarme , 
And then (fbrfooth) the faint defed^s of Age 
Muft be the Scene of myrth, to cough, and fpit, 
And with a palfie fumbling on his Gorget, 
Shake in and out the Riuet : and at this fport 
Sir Valour dies ; cries, O enough PatrocltUy 
Or, giue me ribs of Steele, I ihall fplit all 
In pleafureof my Spleene. And in this fafhion, 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhapes, 
Seuerals and generals of grace exad, 
AtchieumentB, plots, orders, preuendons, 
Excitements to the field, or fpeech for truce, 
Succefle or lofTe, what is, or is not, femes 
As ftuffe for thcfe two, to make paradoxes. 

Neft, And in the imitation of thefe twaine, 

Who (as yiyjfes fayes) Opinion crownes 

With an Imperiall Voyce, many are mftGt x 

Aiax is growne felfe-wilVd, and beares his head 

In fuch a reyne, in full as proud a place 

As broad Aebiiles, and keepes his Tent like him ; 

Makes fa^ious Feafts,railes on our ftate of Warre 
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Bold as an Oracle, and fets Tberfitet 

A flaue, whofe Gall coines flanders like a Mint^ 

To match ts in comparifons with durt. 

To weaken and difcredit our expofure. 

How ranke foeuer rounded in with danger. 

VlyJ, They taxe our policy , and call it Cowardice, 
Count Wifedome as no member of the Warre, 
Fore-ftall prefcience, and efteeme no a^e 
Bat that of hand : The ftill and mentall parts, 
That do contriue how many hands fhall ftrike 
When fitneife call them on, and know by meadire 
Of their obferuant toyle, the Enemies waight^ 
Why this hath not a fingers dignity : 
They call this Bed-workc, Mapp'ry , Cloffet- Warre : 
So that the Ramme that batters downe the wall, 
For the great fwing and rudenefle of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the Engine, 
Or thofe 'that with the fineneiTe of their foules, 
By Reafon guide his execution. 

Neft. Let this be granted , and AcbilUs horfe 
Makes many Tbetu Tonnes. 

j^a. What Trumpet ? Looke Menelaus, 

Mtn. From Troy. Enter tyEneoi, 

Aga. What would you *fore our Tent ? 

e/£ii#. Is this great Agamemmns Tent, I pray you ? 

Aga. Euen this. 

&£vtf. May one that is a Herald, and a Prince, 
Do a ^re meflage to his Kingly eares ? 

Aga, With furety ftronger then Achilles arme, 
*Foreall theGreekidi heads, which with one voyce 
Call j^amemnoH Head and Generall. 

e/fn^. Faire Icaue, and large fecurity. How may 
A ftranger to thofe moft Imperial lookes, 
Know them fi'om eyes of other Mortals ? 

Aga. How? 

&&#. I : I aske , that I might waken reuerence, 
And on the cheeke be ready with a bluih 
Modeft as morning, when flie coldly eyes 
The youthfuU Phoebus : 
Which is that God in office guiding men ? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ? 

j^a. This Troyan fcornes vs,or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious Courtiers. 

€/£«#. Courtiers as free, as debonnaire ; vnarm*d. 
As bending Angels : that*s their Fame, in peace i 
But when they would feeme Souldiers, they haue galles, 
Cood armes, ftrong ioynts, true fwords,& hues accord. 
Nothing fo full of heart. But peace c/E^eaSf 
Peace Troyan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 
The worthinefife of praife diftaines his worth : 
If that he prais*d himfelfe, bring the praife forth. 
But what the repining enemy commends. 
That breath Fame blowes,that praife fole pure tranfceds. 

Aga, Sir, you of Troy, call you your felfe c/£neas} 

e/£ne, 1 Greeke , that is my name. 

^a. What's your affayre I pray you ? 

e£ne. Sir pardon, *tis for Agamemnons eares. 

Aga. He heares nought priuatly 
*That comes from Troy. 

e/£ifr. Nor I fi-om Troy come not to whifper him, 
I bring a Trumpet to awake hiseare. 
To fet his fence on the attentiue bent, 
And then to fpeake. 

J^a. Speake frankely as the winde, 
It it not Agamemnons fleeping houre; 
That thou Jhalt know Troyan he is awake. 
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He telsthee fo himfelfe. 

e/£ifr. Trumpet blow loud. 
Send thy BraHe voyce through all thefe lazie Tents, 
And euery Greeke of mettle, let him know. 
What Troy meanes fairely,ihall be fpoke alowd. 

TTh Trumpets found.- 
We haue great Agamemnon heere in Troy, 
A Prince calld HeShr^ friam is his Father : 
Who in this dull and long-continew'd Truce 
Is rufty growne. He bad me take a Trumpet, 
And to this purpofe fpeake : Kings,Princes, Lords, 
If there be one among*ft the fayr'ft of Greece, 
That holds his Honor higher then his eafe. 
That feekes his praife, more then he feares his perill. 
That knowes hb Valour, and knowes not his feare. 
That loues his Miftris more then in confeflion, 
(With truant vowes to her owne lips he loues) 
And dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth, 
In other armes then hers : to him this Challenge. 
Hedory in view of Troyans, and of Greekes, 
Shall make it good, or do his beft to do it. 
He hath a Lady, wifer, fairer, truer. 
Then euer Greeke did compaffc in his armes. 
And will to morrow with his Trumpet call, 
Midway betweene your Tents, and walles of Troy, 
To rowze a Grecian that is true in loue. 
If any come, He^or fhal honour him : 
If none, heeUfay in Troy when he retyres. 
The Grecian Dames are fun-burnt,and not worth 
The fplinter of a Lance : Euen fo much. 

Aga. This (hall be told our Louers hoxAe/£neM^ 
If none of them haue foule in fuch a kinde. 
We left them all at home : But we are Souldien, 
And may thatSouldier a meere recreant proue. 
That meanes not, hath not, or is not in loue : 
If then one is, or hath, or meanes to be. 
That one meets Heffor; if none elfe,Ile be he. 

Neft. Tell him ofNeftor^ one that was a man 
When Heffors Grandfire fuckt : he is old now. 
But if there be not in our Grecian mould. 
One Noble man, that hath one fparklof fire 
To anfwer for his Loue ; tell him firom me. 
He hide my Siluer beard in a Gold Beauer, 
And in my Vantbrace put this withered brawne. 
And meeting him, wil tell him, that my Lady 
Was fayrer then his Grandame, and as chafte 
As may be in the world : his youth in flood. 
He pawne this truth with my three drops of blood, 

c/£»e. Now heauens forbid fuch fcarfitie of youth. 

yiyf. Amen. 

Aga. Faire Lord e^Eneas^ 
Let me touch your hand : 
To our Pauillion fhal I leade you firft : 
Achilles (hall haue word of this intent. 
So fliall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent: 
Your felfe fhall Feaft with vs before you goe. 
And finde the welcome of a Noble Foe. Exeunt. 

cManet rivfes^nd Neflor, 

VlyJ. NcRor. 

Neft. WhztCzyu riyfesf 

yiyj. I haue a young conception in my braine. 
Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape. 

Neft. Whatis*t? 

Vlyjfes. This *tis : 
Blunt wedges riue hard knots : the feeded Pride 
That hath to this maturity blowne vp 
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In ranke jichiUeSf mu(k or now be crept, 
Or Shedding breed a Nurfery of like euil 
To ouer-bulke vs all. 

Nefi. Wcl,andhow? ' 

Vlyf. This challenge that the gallant He£ior fends, 
Howeuer it is fpred in general name, 
Relates in purpofe oncly to •Acbiiles. 

Neft. The purpofe is perfpicuous euen as fu.bftance, 
Whole groflcnefTe little cbarradters fumme vp, 
And in the publication make no ftraine, 
But that jlcblUeiy were his braine as barren 
As bankes of Lybia, though {jlpoUo knowes) 
*Tis dry enough, wil with great fpeede of iudgement, 
I, with celerity, finde Heilors purpofe 
Pointing on him. 

Vlyf. And wake him to the anfwer, thinke you ? 

l^efi. Ves, 'tis mod meet; who may you elfe oppofe 
That can from HeSor bring his Honor off, I 
If not Achilles ; though*t be a fportfull Combate, 
Yet in this triall, much opinion dwels. 
For heere the Troyans tafte our deer*ft repute 
With their fin'ft Pallate : and truft to me yiyjfesy 
Our imputation (hall be oddely poizM 
In this wilde adUon. For the fucceflfe 
(Although particular) ihall giue a fcantling 
Of good or bad, vnto the General! : 
And in fuch Indexes, although fmall prickes 
To their fubfequent Volumes , there is feene 
The baby figure of the Gyant-maife 
Of things to come at large. It is fuppos*d. 
He that meets HeShr^ iffues from our choyfe ; 
And choife being mutuall aCtc of all our foules, 
Makes Merit her election, and doth boyle 
As *twere, from forth vs all : a man diftilPd 
Out of our Vertucsj who mifcarrying. 
What heart from hence receyues the conquering part 
To fteele a ftrong opinion to themfelues. 
Which entertained, Limbes are in his inftrumentt, 
In no lefTe working, then are Swords and Bowes 
Dire6^iue by the Limbes. 

f^lyf. Glue pardon to my fpeech i 
Therefore *tls meet, Achilles meet not Heflor : 
Let vs (like Merchants) fliew our fowled Wares, 
And thinke perchance they'l fell : If not, 
The lufter of the better yet to (hew. 
Shall ihew the better. Do not confent. 
That euer He6ior and Achilles meete : 
For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 
Are dogg*d with two ftrange Followers. 

Neft. I fee them not with my old eies : what are they? 

Vlyf* What glory our Achilles (hares from HeSlor, 
(Were he not proud) we all (hould weare with him : 
But he already is too mfolent. 
And we were better parch in Afiricke Sunne, 
Then in the pride and fait fcorne of his eyes 
Should he fcape HeSior faire. If he were foyld. 
Why then we did our maine opinion crufh 
In taint of our beft man. No, make a Lott*ry, 
And by deuice let blockifli Aiax draw 
The fort to fight with HeSlor : Among our felues,] 
Giue him allowance as the worthier man. 
For that will phyficke the great Myrmidon 
Who broyles in lowd applaufe, and make him fall 
His Creft, that prouder then blew Iris bends. 
If the dull brainlefTe j£ax come fafe off, 
Wee'l drefTe him vp in voyces : if he fiUe, 



Yet go we vnder our opinion ftill. 
That we haue better men. But hit or mifTe, 
Our proieds life this fhape of fence afTumes,' 
Aiax imploy*d,pluckes downe Achilles Plumes. 

Neft. Now Vlyjftsy I begin to relliih thy aduice, 
And I wil giue a tafie of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon^ go we to him flraight : 
Two Curres fhal tame each other. Pride alone 
Muft tarre the Maftiffes on, as *twere their bone. Exeimt 
Enter Aiaxyand Hxrfies. 

Ata, Tberfites} 

Ther. %Agdmemnony how if he had Biles (ful) all ouer 
generally. 

Aia. Therfites ? 

Ther. And thofe Byles did runne, fay fo ; did not the 
General run, were not that a botchy corei? 

%Aia. Dogge. 

Ti^.Then there would come fome matter from him : 
I fee none now. 

%Aia. Thou Bitch-Wolfes-Sonne, canft y not heare? 
Feele then. Stril^es him. 

TArr .The plague of Greece vpon thee thou Mungrel 
beefe-witted Lord. 

Aia. Speake then you whinid*ft leauen i*peake, I will 
beate thee into handfomneHe. 

Ther. I ihal fooner rayle thee into wit and holineflfe! 
but I thinke thy Horfe wil fooner con an Oration, then y 
learn a prayer without booke : Thou canft ftrike, canft 
thou ? A red Murren o*th thy lades trickes. 

Aia. Toadsftoole, learne me the Proclamation. 

Ther. Doeft thou thinke I haue no fence thou ftrik*ft 

*^itf. The Proclamation. (me thus? 

Ther. Thou art proclaimed a foole, I thinke. 

Aia. Do not Porpentine,do not; my fingers itch. 

Ther, I would thou didft itch from head to foot, and 
I had the fcratching of thee, I would make thee the loth' 
fom*ft fcab in Greece. 

Aia. I fay the Proclamation. 

Ther, Thou grumbleft & raileft eucry houre on A- 
chilleSf and thou art as ful of enuy at bis greatnes, as Cer- 
herm is at Projerpina's beauty. I, that thou barkft at him. 

Aia. Miftrefle Therfites. 

Ther. Thou fhould*ft fh-ike him. 

Aia* Coblofe. 

Ther. He would pun thee into fhiuers with his fift, as 
a Sailor breakes a bisket.i 

Aia. You horfon Curre. Thvr. Do,do. 

Aa. Thou ftoole for a Witch. 

Ther, I, do, do, thou fodden-witted Loni ; thou haft 
no more braine then I haue in mine elbows : An Afinico 
may tutor thee. Thou fcuruy valiant AfTejthou art hccrc 
but to threfh Troyans, and thou art bought and folde a- 
mong thofe of any wit, like a Barbarian flaue. If thou vfe 
to beat me, I wil begin at thy heele, and tel what thou art 
by inches, thou thing of no bowels thou. I 

Aa* You dogge. 

Ther. You fcuruy Lord. 

Aa, You Curre. 

Ther, Mars his Ideot : do rudene8,do Camell,do,do. 

Enter Achilles y and Patrochit. 
Achil. Why how now ./if^x ? wherefore do you this? 
How now Therfites} vfYi^X^% the matter man? 

Ther. You lee him there, do you ? 

Achil. I, what*8 the matter. 

Ther. Nay looke vpon him. 

Achil. So I do : what*s the matter f 

Ther. 
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Tber. Nay but regard him well. 

AcbU. Well, why I do fo. 

Tbcr, But yet you looke not well vpon him : for who 
fome euer you take him to be, he is Aax. 

Jcbii. I know that foole. 

Tber. I, but that fbole knowei not himfelfe. 

jUax. Therefore I beate thee. 

Tber. Lo,lo,lo,lo, what moJiatms of wit he ytten:his 
eoafions haue eares thus long. I haue bobbM hit Braine 
more then he has beate my bones : I will buy nine Spar- 
rowes for a peny, and bis Piamater is not worth the ninth 
part of a Sparrow. This Lord {^AcbilUi) Aiax who wears 
bis wit in his belly, and his guttes in his head, He tell you 
what I fay of him. 

Aebil, What? 

Tber. I fay this tAiax — — 

•AcbU. Nay good j^ax. 

Tber. Has not fo much wit. 

jicbih Nay, I muft hold you. 

Tber. As will ftop the eye of Helent Needle,for whom 
becomes to fight. 

Acbil. Peace foule. 

Tber. I would haue peace and quietnes,but the foole 
will not : he there, that he, looke you there. 

j^ax. O thou damn*d Curre, I ihall 

Abil. Will you fct your wit to a Fooles. 

Tber, No I warrant you,fbr a fooles will ihame it. 

Pat. Good words Tberfiteu 

Acbil What*8 the quarrell / 

Jiietx. 1 bad thee vile Owie, goe learne me the tenure 
of the Proclamation, and he ray lea vpon me. 

Tber. I ferue thee not. 

Aax. Well, go too, go too. 

Tber. I ferue heere voluntary. 

Acbil, Your laft feruice was fufferance, *twas not to- 
luntary, no nun is beaten voluntary : Aiax was heere the 
Toluntiry, and yuu as vnder an Imprefle. 

7^.£*nefo, a great deale of your wit too lies in your 
finneweSy or elfe there be Liars. HeBor fhall haue a great 
catch, if he knocke out either of your braines,he were as 
good cracke a fu (lie nut with no kernell. 

AcbiL What with me to Tberjitei ? 

Tber. There's Vlyjfeiy and old Nefior^ whofe Wit was 
mouldy ere their Grand (ires had nails on their toes,yoke 
you like draft* Oxen, and make you plough vp the warre. 

Abil. What? what? 

Tier. Yes good footh, to Abillet^XA Aiax, to 

Aiax. I (hall cut out your tongue. 

Tber. *Tis no matter, I (hall fpeake as much as thou 
afterwards. 

fat. No more words Therjites. 

Tber.l will hold my peace when AbiNes Brooch bids 
me, (hall I / 

Acbil. There's for you Patrcclm. 

Tber. I wi'l fee you hanged like Clotpoles ere I come 
any more to your Tents j I will keepe where there is wit 
(brring, and leaue the fa^ion of fooles. Exit. 

Pat. A good riddance. 

AcbiLMzxry this Sir is proclaim'd through al our hoft, 
That Heihr by the fift houre of the Sunne, 
Will with a Trumpet, *twixt our Tents and Troy 
To morrow morning call fome Knight to Armes, 
That hath a ftomacke, and fuch a one that dare 
Maintaine I know not what : *tis tra(h. Farewell. 

Aiax. Farewell ? who (hall anfwer him f 

Acbil* I know not/ti^ put to Lottry: othcrwife 
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Heknew his man. 

Aax. O meaning you, I wil go learne more of it. Exit. 
Enter Priam , Heilor^ Troylm yParis and Helenus. 

Pri. After to many houres,liues,fpcechesfpcnt. 
Thus once againe fayes Nejior from the Greekes, 
Deliucr Helen^znd all damage elfe 
(As honour, lo(re of time, trauaile, expence. 
Wounds, friends, and what els deere that is confumM 
In hot digeftion of this comorant Warre^ 
Shall be ftroke off. lienor ^ what fay you too^t. 

HeSi. Though no man le(rer feares the Greeks then I, 
As farre as touches my particular : yet dread Priamy 
There is no Lady of more foftcr bowels, 
More fpungie, to fucke in the {tnh of >eare. 
More ready to cry out, who knowes what followes 
Then Heilor is : the wound of peace is furety, 
Surety fecure : but modeft Doubt is cal'd 
The Beacon of the wife : the tent that fearches 
To'th'bottome of the worft. Let Helen go, 
Since the firft fword was drawne about this queftion, 
Euery tythe foule 'mongft many thoufand difmes, 
Hath bin as deere as Helen : I meane of ours : 
If we haue loft fo many tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to vs 
(Had it our name) the valew of one ten ; 
What merit*s in that reafon which denies 
The yeelding of her vp. 

Troy. Fie, fie, my Brother j 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 
(So great as our dread Father) in a Scale 
Of common Ounces ? Wil you with Counters fumme 
The paft proportion of his infinite, 
Andbuckle in a wafte moft fathomle(re. 
With fpannes and inches fo diminutiue. 
As feares and reafons ? Fie for godly (hame ? 

Hel. No maruel though you bite fo (harp at reafons. 
You are fo empty of them, (hould not our Father 
Beare the great fway of his affayres with reafons, 
Becaufe your fpeech hath none that tels him fo. 

Troy. You are for dreames & (lumbers brother Prieft 
You furre your gloues with reafon : here are your reafons 
You know an enemy intends you harme. 
You know, a fword imploy*d is periilous, 
And reafon flyes the obiedl of all harme. 
Who maruels then when Heleniu beholds 
A Grecian and his fword, if he do fet 
The very wings of reafon to his heeles: 
Or like a Starre diforb'd. Nay, if wetalke of Reafon, 
And fiye like chidden Mercuric from loue, 
Let*s (hut our gates and fieepe : Manhood and Honor 
Should haue hard hearts, wold they but fat their thoghts 
With this cramm'd reafon : reafon and refped, 
Makes Liuers pale, and luftyhood deied. 

Heil. Brother, (he is not worth 
What (he doth coft the holding. 

Troy. What's aught, but as 'tis valew'd ? 

HeB. But value dwels not in particular will. 
It holds his eftimate and dignitie 
As well, wherein 'tis precious of it felfe,\ 
As in the prizer : *Tis made Idolatrie, 
To make the feruice greater then the God, 
And the will dotes that is inclineable 
To what infedioufly it felfe affeOs, 
Without fome image of th'af^eded merit. 

Troy. I take to day a Wife, and my election 
Is led on in the condud of my Will ; 

•r 3 My 
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My Will enkindled by mine eyes and eares, 

Two traded Pylots *twixt the dangerous (hores 

Of Will, and ludgement. How may I auoyde 

(Although my will diftafte what it elefted) 

The Wife I chofe, there can be no cuafion 

To blench from this, and to ftand firme by honour. 

We turne not baclce the Silkes vpon the Merchant 

When we haue fpoyl'd them ; nor the remainder Viands 

We do not throw in vnrefpe^iue fame, 

Becaufe we now are full. It was thought meete 

Paris ihould do fome vengeance on the Greekes ; 

Your breath of full confent bellied his Sailes, 

The Seas and Windes (old Wranglers) tooke a Truce, 

And did him feruice ; he touch*d the Ports defir^d. 

And for an old Aunt whom the Greekes held Captiue, 

He brought a Grecian Queen, whofe youth St, freflineflfe 

Wrinkles Apollties^ and makes dale the morning. 

Why keepe we her.^ the Grecians keepe our Aunt : 

Is (he worth keeping ? Why flie is a Pearle, 

Wbofe price hath launch*d aboue a thoufand Ships, 

And turned Crowned Kings to Merchants. 

If you'l auouch, 'twas unfedome Paris went, 

(As you mud needs, for you all cride. Go, go:) 

If you*l confelTe, he brought home Noble prize, 

(As you muft needs) for you all clapt your hands. 

And cride ineftimable; why do you now 

The iflue of your proper Wifedomes rate. 

And do a deed that Fortune neuer did ? 

Begger the eftimation which you priz'd, 

Richer then Sea and Land ? O Theft mod bafe ! 

That we haue (lolne what we do feare to keepe. 

But Theeues vnworthy of a thing fo ftolne. 

That in their Country did them that difgrace. 

We feare to warrant in ourNatiue place. 

Enter Cajfandra with her baire about 
her caret. 

CaJ. Cry TroyartSy cry. 

Priam. What noyfe ? what flireeke is this ? 

Trof. Tis our mad fifter, I do know her voyce. 

Caf. Cry Troyans. 

Heff. It is Cajfandra, 

Caf. Cry Troyans cry ; lend me ten thoufand eyes, 
And I will fill them with Propheticke teares. 

Hp/?. Peace fifter, peace. 

Caf. Virgins, and Boyesj miJ-age & wrinkled old, 
Soft infiincie, that nothing can but cry, 
Adde to my clamour : let vs pay betimes 
A moity of that maflc of moane to come. 
Cry Troyans cry, pra^fe your eyes with teares, 
Troy muft not be, nor goodly Illion ftand. 
Our fire-brand Brother Paris burnes vs all . 
Cry Troyans cry, a Helen and a woe ; 
Cry,cry,Troy burnes, or elfe let Helen goc. Exit. 

Heff. Now youthfuU TroyluSj do not thefe hie ftrains 
Of diuination in our Sifter, worke 
Some touches of remorfe ? Or is your bloud 
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon. 
Nor feare of bad fuccefte in a bad caufe, 
Can qualifie the fame ? 

Troy. Why Brother HeShr, 
We may not thinke the iuftnelTe of each a^e 
Such, and no other then euent doth forme it, 
Nor once deied the courage of our mindes ; 
Becaufe Cajandra^s mad, her brainficke raptures 
Cannot diftafte the goodnefte of a quarrell. 



Which hath our feuerall Honours all engagM 
To make it gracious. For my priuate part, 
I am no more touched, then all Priams fonncs. 
And loue forbid there (hould be done among*ft vs 
Such things as might offend the weakeft fpleene. 
To fight for, and maintaine. 

Par. Elfe might the world conuince of leuitie. 
As well my vnder-takings as your counfels : 
But I atteft the gods, your full confent 
Gaue wings to my propenfion, and cut off 
All feares attending on fo dire a prbieft. 
For what (alas) can thefe my fingle armct ? 
What propugnation is in one mans valour 
To ftand the pufli and enmity of thofe 
This quarrell would excite ? Vet I proteft, 
Were I alone to paffe the difficulties. 
And had as ample power, as I haue will, 
Paru ftiould neVe retradt what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the purfuite. 

Pri, Parity you fpeake 
Like one be-fotted on your fwcet delights ; 
You haue the Hony ftill, but thefe the Gall, 
So to be valiant, is no praife at all. 

Par, Sir, 1 propofc not mcerely to my fclfe, 
The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it : 
But I would haue the foyle of her faire Rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
What Treafon were it to the ranfack'd Qneene, 
Difgrace to your great worths, and ftiame to me, 
Now to dcliuer her poffefsion vp 
On termes of bafe compulfion ? Can it be, 
Thatfo degenerate a ftraine as this, 
Should once fet footing in your generous bofomes ? 
There's not the mcancft fpirit on our partie. 
Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw, 
When Helen is defended : nor none fo Noble, 
Whofe life were ill beftowM, or death vnfamM, 
Where Helen is the fubiea. Then (I fay) 
Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large fpaces cannot paralell. 

HeSl. Pari and Troylus, you haue both (aid well : 
And on the caufe and queftion now in hand, 
Haue gloz'd, but fuperficially j not much 
Vnlike young men, whom ^r//?or/tf thought 
Vnfit to heareMorallPhilofophie. 
The Reafons you alledge, do more conduce 
To the hot paftion of diftempVed blood. 
Then to make vp a free determination 
•Twixt right and wrong : For pleafure, and reuenge, 
Haue eares more deafe then Adders, to the voyce 
Of any true decifion. Nature craues 
All dues be rendred to their Owners : now 
What neerer debt in all humanity. 
Then Wife is to the Husband ? If this law 
Of Nature be corrupted through affedion, 
And that great mindes of partiall indulgence. 
To their benummed wills refift the fame. 
There is a Law in each well-ordred Nation, 
To curbe thofe raging appetites that are 
Moft difobedient and refra^urie. 
If Helen then be wifi; to Sparta's King 
(As it is knowne fl»e is) thefe Morall Lawes 
Of Nature, and of Nation, fpeake alowd 
To haue her backe return'd. Thus to perfift 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong. 
But makes it much more heauie. Hefhrs opinion 
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I Ii tkU in way of truth : yet ncre the Icflc, 
, Mj rpritely brethren, I propend to you 
I In refoluOon to keepe Helen ftill ; 
' For 'tis acaufe that hath nomeane dependance, 
Vpon our ioynt and feuerall dignities. 

7r9, Why? there you touchtthe life of our defigne : 
Were it not glory that we more afFe^ed, 
Then the performance of our heauing fpleenes, 
1 would not wiih a drop of Troiati blood, 
Spent more in her defence. But worthy Heffor^ 
She is a theame of honour and renowne, 
A fpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whofe prefent courage may beate downe our foes, 
And fame in time to come canonize vs. 
For I prefume braue He&or would not loofe 
So rich aduantage of a promif *d glory. 
As fmilet vpon the fore-head of this a^on. 
For the wide worlds reuenew. 

Ht8. I am yours, 
Yott valiant off-fpring of great Priamtu, 
1 baae a roiiting challenge fent among*ft 
The dull and famous nobles of the Greekes, 
Will ftrike amazement to their drowHe fpirits, ' 
1 was aduertiz*d, their Great generall flept, 
Wbirft emubtion in the armie crept : 
This I prefume will wake him. Bxgunt. 

Enter Therfites /«>/«<. 
How now Tberfites ? what loft in the Labyrinth of thy 
fime?ihall the Elephant y£tfjr carry it thus? he beates 
me, and I raile at him : O worthy fatisfadlion, would it 
were otherwife : that I could beate him, whiPft he raiPd 
at me: Sfoote, He learne to conture and raife Diuels,but 
lie fee fome iflue of my fpitefiill execrations. Then ther*s 
Achilles, znre Enginer. If Tray be not taken till thefe two 
vndcrmine it, the wal swill ftand till they fall of them- 
felues. O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget 
that thou art loue the King of gods ; and \.^Urcuryy loofe 
> all the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou take not 
that little little lelTe then little wit firom them that they 
haue, which (hort-armM ignorance it felfe knowes, is fo 
abandant fcarfe, it will not in circumuention dcliuer a 
Flye from a Spider, without drawing the maffie Irons and 
cutting the web : after this, the vengeance on the whole 
Camp,or rather the bone-ach, for that me thinkes is the 
curfe dependant on thofe that warre for a placket. I haue 
faid my prayers and diuell, enuie, fay Amen : What ho f 
my Lord %Acbilhs ? 

Enter Patroelui, 

Patr. Who's there? Tberfites, Good Therfites come 
in and raile. 

71)er. If I could haue remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thou would*ft not haue dipt out of my contemplation, 
but it is no matter, thy felfe vpon thy felfe. The common 
curfe of man kinde, follie and ignorance be thine in great 
reuenew; heauen bieffe thee from a Tutor, and Difcipline 
come not neere thee. Let thy bloud be thy dire^ion till 
thy death , then if fhe that laies thee out fayes thou art a 
faire coarfe, He be fworne and fworne vpon*t fhe neuer 
flirowded any but Lazars, Amen. Wher*s j4cbilles ? 

Patr. What art thou deuout' waft thou in a prayer? 

Tber, I, the heauens heare me. 
Snter Achilles, 

Abil. Who's there? 

Patr, TberJiteSf my Lord. 
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AcbiL Where, where, art thou come? why my cheefe, 
my digefHon, why haft thou not feruM thy felfe into my 
Table, fo many meales? Come, what's Agamemnon} 

Tber. Thy Commander Acbilles, then tell me Patro- 
clui, what's Jicbillesf 

Patr. Thy Lord Tberfies : then tell me I pray thee, 
what's thy felfe ? 

Tber. Thy knower Patrocltu : then ttll mc Patroeltts ^ 
what art thou ? 

Patr, Thou maift tell that know'ft. 

Acbil. O tell, tell. 

Tber. He declin the whole ({UtRioniAgamemnon com- 
mands AcbillesyAcbilies is my Lord,l am Patroclm know- 
er, and Patroclus is a foole. 

Patro. You rafcall. 

Ter. Peace foole, I haue not done. 

Acbil. He is a priuiledg'd man, proceede Tberfies. 

Tber. Agamemnon is a foole, j^billes is a foole, Tber- 
Jttes is a foole, and as aforefaid, Patroclus is a foole. 

Acbil. Deriue this ? come ? 

Tber. Agamemnon is a foole to offer to command A' 
cbilles, Acbilles is a foole to be commanded of Agamemon, 
Tberjttes is a foole to ferue fuch a foole : and Vatroclus is a 
foole pofitiue, 

Patr. Why am I a foole ? 

Enter Agamemnon^ ^lifih -A^<5^or, ^iomedeSy 
Aiax, and Cbalcas, 

Tber, Make that demand to the Creator, it fufHfes me 
thou art. Looke you, who comes here / 

Acbil, Patroclus, He fpeake with no body : come in 
with me Tberfies. Exit. 

Tber. Here is fuch patcherie, fiich iugling, and fuch 
knauerie : all the argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, a 
good quarrel to draw emulations, fiid^ions, and bleede to 
death vpon :Now the dry Suppeago on the Subied, and 
Warre and Lecherie confound all. 

Agam. Where is Acbilles f 

Patr. Within his Tent, but ill difpoPd my Lord. 

Agam, Let it be knowne to him that we are here : 
He fent our MefTengers, and we lay by 
Our appertainments,viliting of him : 
Let him be tuld of, fo perchance he thinke 
We dare not moue the queftion of our place. 
Or know not what we are. 

Pat. I fhall fo fay to him. 

VliJ. We faw him at the opening of his Tent, 
He is not ficke. 

Aia. Yes, Lyon fickej ficke of proud heart; you may 
call it Melancholly if will fauour the man, but by my 
head, it*is pride; but why, why, let him fhow vs the caufe? 
A word my Lord. 

NeJ. What moues Aiax thus to bay at him ? 

yitj. Acbillu hath inueigled his Foole from him. 

Nef, Who, Tberfies} 

FliJ. He. 

Nef. Then will j^x lacke matter, if he haue loft his 
Argument. 

yiij. No,you fee he is his argument that has his argu- 
ment Acbilles. 

Nef. All the better, their fra^ion is more our wifh 
then their faction ; but it was a ftrong counfell that a 
Foole could difunite. 

Vlif. The amitie that wifedome knits, not folly may 
eafily vntie. Enter Patroclus, 

Here 
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Here comes Patroclus, 

Nef. No jlehilUi with him? 

ViiJ. The Elephant hath ioynt$,but none for curtefie : 
His Icgge arc legs for nece(Titie,not for flight. 

Patro, j^chilUi bids me fay he is much forry : 
If any thing more then your fport and pleafure, 
Did moue your greatneffe, and this noble State, 
To call vpon him ; he hopes it is no other. 
But for your health, and your digedion fake ; 
An after Dinners breath. 

-/iga, Heare you Patroclus : 
We are too well acquainted with thcfe anfwers: 
But his euafion winged thus fwift with fcorne, 
Cannot outflye our apprehen(ions. 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon, 
Why we afcribe it to him, yet all his vertues, 
Not vertuoufly of his owne part beheld, 
Doc in our eyes, begin to loofe their gloflfe ; 
Yea, and like faire Fruit in an vnholdfomc di(h, 
Are like to rot vntafted : goc and tell him. 
We came to fpcake with him ; and you fliall not Anne, 
If you doe fay, we thinke him ouer proud, 
And vnder honeft; in felfe-affumption greater 
Then in the note of iudgement:& worthier then himfelfe 
Here tends the fauage ftrangenelTe he puts on, 
Difguife the holy ftrength of their command t 
And vnder write in.an obferuing kinde 
His humorous predominance, yea watch 
His petti ih lines, his ebs, his flowes, as if 
The paffage and whole carriage of this a^on 
Rode on his tyde. Goe tell him this, and adde, 
That if he ouerhold his price fo much, 
Weeic none of him j but let him, like an Engin 
Not portable, lye vnder this report. 
Bring a^ion hither, this cannot goe to warre : 
A ftirring Dwarfe, we doe allowance giue. 
Before a fleepingGyant : tell him fo. 

Pat, I fliall, and bring his anfwere prefently. 

j^ga. In fecond voyce weele not be (atisfied. 
We come to fpeake with him,'^//^* enter you. 

Exit Vliffet. 

jijax. What is he more then another ? 

jiga. No more then what he thinkes he is. 

jiia. Is he fo much, doe you not thinke, he thinkes 
himfelfe a better man then I am ? 

Ag. No queftion. 

Aiax. Wilt you fubfcribe his thought, and fay he is ? 

Ag. No, Noble Aiaxy you are as flrong, as valiant, as 
wife, no IclTe noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tra^ble. 

Aiax. Why fliould a man be proud? How doth pride 
grow? I know not what it is. 

Aga. Your minde is the cleerer Atax,znd your vertues 
the fairer; he that is proud, eates vp himfelfe; Pride is his 
owne GlaiTe, his owne trumpet, his owne Chronicle, and 
what euer praifes it felfe but in the deede, deuoures the 
deede in the praife. 

^ Snter Vlyjfes, 

Aiax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the ingendring 
of Toades. 

Neft, Yet he lones himfelfe:is*t not ftrange? 

yiij. Acbil/es will not to the field to morrow. 

Ag. What's his excufe f 

ylif. He doth relye on none. 
But carries on the ftreame of his difpofe. 
Without obferuance or refpedt of any. 



In will peculiar, and in felfe admiflion. 

Aga. Why, will he not vpon our ^ire requeft, 
Vntent his perfon, and fliare the ayre wi^h vs? 

Vlif. Things fmall as nothing, for requefts fake onely 
He makes important; pofTeft he is with greatnefTe, 
And fpeakes not to himfelfe, but with a pride 
That quarrels at felfe-breath. Imagined wroth 
Holds in his bloud fuch fwolne and hot difcourfe. 
That twixt his mentall and his a^iue parts, 
Kingdom*d^i&///ri in commotion rages, 
And batters gainft it felfe ; what ihould I fay ? 
He is fo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it, 
Cry no recoueiy. 

j^. Let Aiax goe to him. 
Deare Lord, goe you and greete him in his Tent; 
*Tis faid he holds you well, and will be led 
At your requefl a little from himfelfe. 

Vlif, O Agamemnon^ let it not be fo. 
Weele confccrate the fteps that Atax makes. 
When they goe from AcbilUiy ihall the proud Lord, 
That baftes his arrogance with his owne feame, 
And neuer fuflers matter of the world. 
Enter his thoughts: faue fuch as doe reuolue 
Aud ruminate himfelfe. Shall he be worihipt, 
Of that we hold an IdoU, more then hee? 
No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord, 
Muft not fo ftaule his Palme, nobly acquired, 
Nor by my vnW alTubiugate his merit. 
As amply titled as Achilles is: by going to Achilles, 
That were to enlard his fiit already, pride, 
And adde more Coles to Cancer, when he burnet 
With entertaining great Hiferien. 
This L. goe to him? Jupiter forbid. 
And fay in thunder, ^^7/ri goe to him. 

Neft. O this is well, he rubs the veine of him. 

Dio. And how his filence drinkes vp this applaufe. 

Aia. If I goe to him, with my armed fift, lie pafh him 
ore the face. 

Ag, O no,you fliall not goe. 

Aia. And a be proud with me, ile phefe his pride : let 
me goe to him. 

Vlif. Not for the worth that hangs vpon our quarrel. 

Aia. A paultry infolent fellow. 

Neft, How he defcribes himfelfe. 

Aia. Can he not be fociable? 

yiif. The Rauen chides blackneflfe. 

Aia. lie let his humours bloud. 

Ag, He will be the Phyfitian that (hould be the pa- 
tient. 

Aia. And all men were a my minde. 

VliJ. Wit would be out of hfKxon. 

Aia. A fhould not beare it fo, a fhould eate Swords 
firft : (hall pride carry it/' 

Neft. And *twould, you'ld carry halfe. 

Vlif. A would haue ten fhares. 

Aia. I will knede him, lie make him fupple, hee*8 not 
yet through warme. 

Neft.Yoxcc him with praifes, poure in,poure in:hisam' 
bition is dry. 

yiif. My L. you feedc too much on this diflike. 

Neft Our noble Gcnerall, doe not doe fo. 

Diom. You mufl prepare to fight without Achilles. 

Vlif. Why, *tis this naming of him doth him harme. 
Here is a man, but 'tis before his face, 
I will be filent. 

Nefl. Wherefore (hould you fo f 

He 
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He is not emulous, as Acb'ilUt is. 

Vtij. 'Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

Aia, A horfon dog, that flial palter thus with vs, would 
he were a prolan, 

Nefi, What a vice were it in Aiax now 

VliJ. If he were proud. 

Die. Or couetous of praife. 

ViiJ. I, or (uricy borne. 

"Dio. Or ftrange, or felfe affefied. 

f7. Thank the heauens L.thou art of fweet compofure; 
Pnife him that got thee, (he that gaue theefucke: 
Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam*d beyond, beyond all erudition j 
But he that difciplinM thyarmes to fight, 
Let Mari deuide Eternity in twaine, 
And giue him halfe,and for thy vigour, 
Ball-bearing ^i/^: his addition yeelde 
To finnowie jfiax : I will not praife thy wifdome. 
Which like a bourne, a pale, a (hore confines 
Thjr fpacious and dilated parts j here's Neftor 
Inftruded by the Antiquary times : 
He muft, he is, he cannot but be wife. 
Bat pardon Father Neftor^vftrc your dayes 
Ai grecne as yiiax, and your braine fo tempered, 
Voo ihould not haue the eminence of him, 
But be as .^tf*. 

v4ia. Shall I call you Father > 
VliJ, I my good Sonne. 

Dt9. Be ruPd by him Lord Atax, 

yiif. There is no tarrying here, the Hart Achilles 
K«epe$ thicket : picafe it our Generall, 
To all together all his ftate of warre, 
Freih Kings are come to Troy j to morrow 
We muft with all our maine of power ftand fiaft : 
And here's a Lord, come Knights from Eaft to Weft^ 
And cull their flowre, Aiax (hall cope the beft. 

Ag. Goc we to Counfaile, let AcbilUs fleepe ; 
Light Botes may faile fwift, though greater bulkes draw 
^eepe. Exeunt, Mujic](e Jounds within. 

Enter Pandariu and a Seruant. 

Pan. Friend, you, pray you a word : Doe not you fol- 
low the yong Lord Parii ? 

Ser. I fir, when he goes before me. 

Pan, You depend vpon him I meane? 

Str. Sir, I doe depend vpon the Lord. 

Pan, You depend vpon a noble Gentleman : I muft 
needes praife him. 

Ser, The Lord be praifed. 

fa. You know me, doe you not? 

Ser. Faith fir, fuperficially. 

Pa. Friend know me better, I am the Lord Pandartu, 

Ser, I hope I fiiall know your honour better. 

Pa, I doe defire it. 

Ser, You are in the ftate of Grace? 

Pa. Grace, not fo firiend, honor and Lordfhip are my 
title : What Mufique is this? 

Ser, I doe but partly know fir : it is Muficke in parts. 

Pa. Know you the Mufitians. 

Ser. Wholly fir. 

Pa. Who play they to? 

Ser. To the hearers fir. 

Pa. At whofe pleafure friend f 

Ser, At mine fir, and theirs that loue Muficke. 

Pa, Command, 1 meane friend. 

Ser. Who ftuU I command fir? 
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Pa. Friend, we vnderftand not one another : I am too 
courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofe requeft doe 
thefe men play ? 

Ser, That's too't indeede fir : marry fir, at the requeft 
of Parif my L. who's there in perfon; with him the mor- 
tal! Venui^ the heart bloud of beauty , loues inuifible 
foule. 

Pa, Who ? my Cofin Crejfida, 

Ser. No fir, Helen, could you not finde out that by 
her attributes ? 

Pa. It fiiould feeme fellow, that thou haft not feen the 
Lady CreJ/ida. I come td fpeake withi Paru from the 
Prince Troylus : I will make a complementall afifault vpon 
him, for my bufinefle feefhes. 

Ser. Sodden bufinefie, there's a ftewed phrafe indeede. 

Enter Tarts and Helena, 

Pan. Faire be to you my Lord, and to all this ^re com- 
pany: faire defires in all faire meafure fairely guide them, 
efpecially to you faire Queene, faire thoughts be your 
faire pillow. 

Hel, Deere L. you are full of faire words. 

Pan. You fpeake your faire pleafure fweete Queene : 
£iire Prince, here is good broken Muficke. 

Par. You haue broke it cozen : and by my life you 
fhall make it whole againe, you (hall peece it out with a 
peece of your performance. Nel, he is full of harmony. 

Pan. Truely Lady no. 

Hel. Ofir. 

Van. Rude in footh, in good footh very rude. 

Paris. Well faid my Lord : well, you fay fo in fits* 

fan. I haue bufineffe to my Lord,deere Queene: my 
Lord will you vouchfafe me a word, 

Hel, Nay, this (hall not hedge vs out, weele heare you 
fing certainely. 

Pan, Well fweete Queene you are pleafant with me, 
but, marry thus my Lord, my deere Lord, and moft eftee- 
med friend your brother Troylus. 

Hel. My Lord fandarus , hony fweete Lord. 

Pan. Go too fweete Queene, goe to. 
Commends himfelfe moft aftisdlionately to you. 

Hel. You (hall not bob vs out of our melody: 
If you doe, our melancholly vpon your head. 

Tan. Swrete Queene, fweete Queene, that's a fweete 
Queene I faith — 

Hel.Ajid to make a fweet Lady fad, is a fower offence. 

Pan, Nay, that (hall not ferue your turne, that (hall it 
not in truth la. Nay, I care not for fuch words, no , no. 
And my Lord he defires you, that if the King call for him 
at Supper, you will make his excufe. 

Hel. My Lord Pandarus ? 

Pan. What faies my fweete Queene, my very, very 
fweete Queene? 

Tar. What exploit's in hand, where fups he to night? 

Hel. Nay but my Lord ? 

Pan. What faies my fweere Queene ? my cozen will 
fall out with you. 

Hel, You muft not know where he fups. 

Par, With my difpofer Qre/sida. 

Pan. No, no) no fuch matter, you are wide, come your 
difpofer is ficke. 

Par. Well, lie make excufe. 

Pan. I good my Lord : why (hould you fay Crefsida ? 
no , your poore difpofer 's ficke. 

Par, I fpie. 

Pan. You 
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Pan, You fpie, what doe you fpie : come, giue me an 
Inftrument now fweete Queene. 

HeL Why this is kindely done ? 

Pan, My Neece is horrible in loue with a thing you 
haue fweete Queene. 

Hel. She ihall haue it my Lord, if it be not my Lord 
Paris, 

Pand. Hee ? no, fheele none of him , they two are 
twaine. 

Hel. Falling in after falling out, may make them three. 

Pan, Come, come. He heare no more of this. He iing 
you a fong now. 

Hel. I, I, prethee now: by my troth fweet Lord thou 
haft a fine fore^head. 

Pan, I you mayjou may. 

Hel. Let thy fong be loue : this loue will vndoe vs al. 
Oh Cupid, Cupid, Cupid, 

Pan, Loue ? I that it ihall y£iith. 

Par. I, good now loue, loue, no thing but loue. 

Pan. In good troth it begins fo. 

Loue, hue, nothing but leue^fl ill more : 

For loues 'Bow , 

Shootes 'Bucl^e and Doe : 

The Shaft confoundi net that it vounds , 

®«/ tickles ftill the fore : 

Tbfje Louers cry , oh bo they dye j 

Tet that which feemes the wound to l^ll, 

Doth turne oh bo, to ha ha he : 

So dying loue Hues ft ill, 

bo a while, hut ba ha ba\ 

hogrones out for ha ha ba"—bey bo, 

Hel. In loue yfaith to the very tip of the nofe. 

Par. He eatcs nothing but doues loue, and that breeds 
hot bloud, and hot bloud begets hot thoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deedes,and hot deedes is loue. 

fan. Is this the generation of loue ? Hot bloud, hot 
thoughts, and hot deedes, why they are Vipers, is Loue a 
generation of Vipers? 
Sweete Lord whofe a field to day ? 

Par. Hefior , Deipheebm^ Helentu , jinthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy. I would faine haue arm'd today, but 
my Neli would not haue it fo. 
How chance my brother Troylus went not ? 

Hel. He hangs the lippe at fomething; you know all 
Lord Pandarui} 

Tan: Not I hony fweete Queene : I long to heare how 
they fped to day : 
Youle remember your brothers excufe ? 

Par.' To a hayre. 

Pan. Farewell fweete Queene. 

Hel. Commend me to your Neece. 

Pan, I will fweete Queene. Sound a retreat , 

Par, They're come from (ielde : let vs to Priants Hall 
To greete the Warriers. Sweet Hellen, I muft woe you. 
To helpe vnarme our lieSlor : his ftubborne Buckles, 
With thefe your white enchanting fingers toucht. 
Shall more obey then to the edge of Steele, 
Or force of Greekifh fmewes : you (hall doe more 
Then all the Hand Kings, difarme great Heiior. 

Hel. *Twill make vs proud to be his feruant Parii : 
Yea what he fhall recciue of vs in duetie, 
Giues vs more palme in beautie then we haue : 
Yea ouerfliines our fclfc. 
Sweete aboue thought I loue thee. Exeunt, 



Enter Pandanu and Troylus Man, 

Pan. How now, whereas thy Maifter, at my Couzen 
Crefsidas f 

Man* No fir, he ftayes for you to condud him thither. 
Enter Troylus, 

Pan, O here he comes: How now, how now? 

Troy* Sirra walke off. 

Pan. Haue you feene my Coufin? 

Troy. No Pandarui : I ftaike about her doore 
^*ke a fbange foule vpon the Stigian bankes 
^^ying for wafbge.O be thou my Charon, 
^nd giue me fwiit tranfporunce to thofe fields, 
Where I may wallow in the Lilly beds 
ProposM for the deferuer. O gentle Pandanu, 
From Cupids (houlder plucke his painted wingt, 
And flye with me to Crejud. 

Pan, Walke here ith* Orchard, He bring her ftraight 
Exit Pandanu, 

Troy* I am giddy ; expe£btion whirles me round, 
Th'imaginary reUfli is fo fweete. 
That it inchants my fence : what will it be 
When that the watrypallatstafte indeede 
Loues thrice reputed Ne£bir ? Death I feare me 
Sounding diftru^ion,or fome ioy too fine. 
Too fubtile, potent, and too fharpe in fweetneffe, 
For the capacitie of my ruder powers j 
I feare it much, and I doe feare befides. 
That I fhall loofe diftindtion in my ioyes, 
As doth a battaile, when they charge on heapes 
The enemy flying. Enter Pandarui. . 

Pan. Sheets making her ready, (heele come ftraight ; you 
muft be witty now, (he does fo blun),& fetches her winde 
fo fliort,as if ihe were fraid with a fprite : He fetch her ; it 
is the prettieft villaine,fhe fi^tches her breath fb fhortasa 
newtane Sparrow. Exit Pand, 

Troy, £uen fuch a paflion doth im brace my bofome: 
My heart beate» thicker then a feauorous pulfe. 
And all my powers doe their beftowing loofe. 
Like vafTalage at vnawares encounrting 
The eye of Maieflie. 

Enter Pandarui and Crefsida, 

Pan, Come, come, what neede you blufh ? 
Shames a babie ; here fhe is now, fweare the oathes now 
to her, that you haue fworne to me. What are you gone a- 
gaine,you muft be watcht ere you be made ume, muft 
you f come your wayes,come your wayes, and you draw 
backward weele put you i*th fih : why doe you not fpeak 
to her? Come draw this curtaine,& let's fee your pt^ure. 
AlafTe the day, how loath you are to offend day light ?and 
*twere darke you*ld clofe fooner : So, £o, rub on, and kiffe 
the miftreffe ; how now, a kiffe in fce-farme ? build there 
Carpenter, the ayre is fweete. Nay, you fhall fight your 
hearts out ere I part you. The Faulcon,a8 theTercell, for 
all the Ducks ith Riuer : go too, go too. 

Troy. You haue bereft me of all words Lady. 
Pan. Words pay no debts ; giue her deedes : but fheele 
bereaue you *oth* deeds too, if fhee call your adiuity in 
queftion : what billing againe ? here's in witneffe where- 
of the Parties interchangeably. Come in, come in, He go 
get a fire ? 

Cref. Will you walke in my Lord? 

Troy. O Crefsida,hovr often haue I wifht me thus? 

Crej. Wifht my Lord ? the gods grant f O my Lord. 

Troy. What fliould they grant? what makes this pret- 
ty abruption: what too curious dreg efpies my fweete La- 
dy in the fountaine of our loue ? 

Cref. More 
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Crif. More dregs then water, if my teares haue eyes. 

Trvy. Feares make diuels of Chcru bins, they neuer fee 
truely. 

Crtf. Blinde feare,that feeing reafon leads, findes fafe 
footing, then blinde reafon, ftumbling without feare : to 
feare the word, oft cures the worfe. 

Troy, Oh let my Lady apprehend no feare, 
In all Cupids Pageant there is prefented no monfter. 

CreJ. Not nothing monftrons neither ? 

Tr9y. Nothing but our vndertalcings, when we Towe 
towcepe Teas, Hue in fire,eate rockes,Ume Tygersjthink- 
ing it harder for our Miftrefle to deuife impofition 
inoagh,*then for ts to vndergoe any difficultie impofed. 
This is the monftruofitie in loue Lady, that the will is in- 
finite,andthe execution confined; that the defire is bound- 
lefle, and the z€t a flaue to limit. 

QreJ. They fay all Louers fweare more performance 
then they are able, and yet referue an ability that they 
neuer performe: vowing more then the perfedHon of ten; 
and difcharging leffe then the tenth part of one. They 
that haue the voyce of Lyons, and the z6t of Hares : are 
they not Monfters ? 

Troy. Are there fuch ? fuch are not we : Praife vs as we 
are ufted, allow vs as we proue : our head ihall goe bare 
till merit crowne it: no perfe^on in reuerHon (hall haue 
a praife in prefent : wee will not name defert before his 
birth, and being borne his addition ihall be humble : few 
words to faire faith. Troyltu ihall be fuch to Crejfid^ as 
what enuie can fay worft,fliall be a mocke for his truth; 
and what truth can fpeake trued, not truer then Troy- 
lax. 

Cref, Will you walke in my Lord ? 
Enter Pandarus, 

Pom, What bluihing dill / haue you not done talking 
yet? 

CreJ, Well Vnckle, what folly I commit, I dedicate 
to you. 

Pan, I thanke you for that : if my Lord get a Boy of 
]rou,youle giue him me: be true to my Lord,if he flinch, 
chide me for it. 

TVo. Vou know now your hodages:your Vnckles word 
and my firme ^ith. 

Pan, Nay, lie giue my word for her too : our kindred 
chough they be long ere they are wooed , they are con- 
ftant being wonne: they are Burres I can tell you,theyMe 
ftickc where they are throwne. 

CreJ. Boldnefle comes to mee now, and brings mee 
heart: Prince Troylutjl haue lou*d you night and day, for 
many weary moneths. 

Troy. Why was my Crejsld then fo hard to win f 

CreJ. Hard to feeme won : but I was won my Lord 
With the firft glance ; that euer pardon me, 
If I confeflc much you will play the tyrant : 
1 loue you now, but not till now fo much 
But I might maifter it ; in faith I lye : 
My thoughts were like vnbrideled children grow 
Too head-ftrong for their mother : fee we foole% 
Why haue I blab*d : who ihall be true to vs 
When we are fo vnfecret to our felues ? 
But though I lou*d you well, I woed you not, 
And ye: good faith I wifht my felfe a man ; 
Or that we women had mens priuiledge 
Of {peaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 
for in this rapture I (hall furely fpeake 
The thing I diall repent : fee, fee, your (ilence 
Comming in dumbneffe, from my weakenelTe drawes 
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My foule of counfell from me. Stop my mouth. 

Trty, And (hsrtl, albeit fweete Muficke iffues thence. 

Pan. Pretty yfiuth. 

CreJ, My Lord, I doe befeech you pardon me, 
*Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kiffe : 
I am a(ham*d ; O Heauens, what haue I done ! 
For this time will I take my leaue my Lord. 

Troy, Your leaue fweete CreJJid} 

Pan. Leaue : and you take leaue till to morrow mor- 
ning. 

CreJ, Pray you content you. 

Tr<y, What odends you Lady ? 

CreJ. Sir, mine owne company. 

Tr<y. You cannot (hun your ielfe. 

CreJ, Let me goe and try: 
I, haue a kinde of felfe recides with you : 
But an vnkinde felfi:, that it (elfe wilHeaue, 
I To be anothers foole. Where is my wit / . 
1 would be gone : I fpeake I know not what. 

Troy, Well know they what they fpeake, that fpeakes 
fo wifely. 

Cre. Perchance my Lord, I (hew more craft then loue, 
And fell fo roundly to a large confeifion. 
To Angle for your thoughts: but you are wife, 
Or elfe you loue not : for to be wife and loue, 
Exceedes mans might, that dwels with gods aboue* 

Troy, O that I thought it could be in a woman : 
As if it can, I will prefume in you. 
To feede for aye her lampe and flames of loue. 
To keepe her conftancie in plight and youth, 
Out-liuing beauties outward, with a minde 
That doth renew fwifter then blood decaiet : 
Or that perfwalion could but thus conuince me. 
That my integritie and truth to you. 
Might be affronted with the match and waight 
Of fuch a winnowed puriritie in loue: 
How were I then vp-lifted ! but alas, 
I am as true,a8 truths (implicitie, 
And (impler then the infancie of truth. 

CrJ. In that lie warre with you. 

Trty. O vertuous fight. 
When right with right wars who (hall be mod right : 
True fwaines in loue, dull in the world to come 
Approue their truths by Troylusy when their rimes. 
Full of proted, of oath and big compare ; 
Wants (imiles, truth tir'd with iteration. 
As true as deelc, as pUntage to the Moone : 
As Sunne to day : as Turtle to her mate : 
As Iron to Adamant : as Earth to th*Center: 
Yet after all com pari fons of truth, 
(As truths authenticke author to be cited) 
As true as Troylui^ diall crowne vp the Verfe, 
And fandtifie the numbers. 

CreJ. Prophet may you be : 
If I be falfe, or fwerue a haire from truth. 
When time is old and hath forgot it felfe : 
When water drops haue worne the Stones of Troy ; 
And blinde obliuion fwallow^d Cities vp ; 
And mightie States charaderleffe are grated 
To dudie nothing ; yet let memory. 
From falfe to falfe, among h\k Maids in loue,! 
Vpbraid my filfehood, when they'aue faid as fiilfe. 
As Aire, as Water, as Winde,as fandie earth ; 
As Foxe to Lambe ; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfe ; 
Pard to the Hinde, or Stepdame to her Sonne; 
Yea, let them fay, to dicke the heart of falfehood, 

As 
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As ^Ife as Creffid, 

Pand. Go too, a bargaine made : feile it, feale it, He 
be the witneflc here I hold your hand : here my Coufins, 
if euer you proue falfe one to another, fince I haue taken 
fuch paines to bring you together, let all pittifull goers 
betweene be card to the worlds end after my name : call 
them all Panders ; let all conftant men be Troyluffei ^ all 
falfe women Crejfids^ and all brokers betweene, Panders : 
fay. Amen. 

Troy. Amen. 

Cry", Amen. 

Pan* Amen. 
Whereupon I will Ihew you a Chamber, which bed, be- 
caufe it ihall notfpeake of your prettie encounters, preffe 
it to death : away. 

And Cupid grant air,tong-tide Maidens heere. 
Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to prouide this geere* Exeunt. 

Enter yiyJfeSjDitmedeSjNeftoryAgamemtKmy 
eMenelaus and Cbalcas. Florijb, 

CaL Now Princes for the feruice I haue done you, 
Th*aduantage of the time promps me aloud. 
To call for recom pence : appeare it to your minde, 
That through the fight I beare in things to loue, 
I haue abandon*d Troy, left my poflfeflion, 
IncurM a Traitors name, expof*d my felfe. 
From certaine and pofTeft conueniences. 
To doubtfull fortunes, fequeftring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, cuAome and condition. 
Made tame, and moft familiar to my nature : 
And here to doe you feruice am become. 
As new into the world, flrange, vnacquainted. 
I doe befeech you, as in way of tjfle. 
To giuc me now a little benefit : 
Out of thofe many regiftred in promife. 
Which you fay, liue to come in my behalfe. 

Agam. What would*ft thou of vs Troian ? make 
demand ? 

Cal. You haue a Troian prifoner, calM Attbenor^ 
Yeftcrday tooke : Troy holds him very decre. 
Oft haue you ( often haue you, thankes therefore) 
Defir'd my Creffid in right great exchange. 
Whom Troy hath dill deni*d : but this Antbenory 
I know is fuch a wreft in their afKiires ; 
That their negotiations all muft flacke. 
Wanting his mannage : and they will almoft, 
Giue vs a Prince of blood, a Sonne of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him be fent great Princes, 
And he ihail buy my Daughter: and her prefence. 
Shall quite ftrike off all feruice I haue done. 
In mod accepted paine. 

Aga. Let Diomedes beare him. 
And bring vs C''#<' hither : Calcas fliall haue 
What he requefts of vs : good Diomed 
Furnifh you 5airely for this enterchange ; 
Withall bring word, if Heffor will to morrow 
Be anfwerM in his challenge. Aiax is ready. 

Dio. This ihall I vndertake, and *tis a burthen 
Which 1 am proud to beare. Exit. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus in their Tent. 

Vlif. Achilles ftands i'th entrance of his Tent ; 
Pleafe it our Generall to paHTe ftrangely by him. 
As if he were forgot: and Princes all. 
Lay negligent and loofe regard vpon him ; 
1 will come lad, *tis like heele queftion me. 



Why fuch vnplaufiue e)es are bent ? why turn*d on him f 

If fo, I haue derifion medicinable, 

To vfe betweene your ftrangeneffe and his pride. 

Which his owne will (hall haue defire to drinke ; 

It may doe good, pride hath no other glaffe 

To fhow it felfe, but pride : for fupple knees, 

Feede arrogance, and are the proud mans fees. 

AgoM. Weele execute your purpofe, and put on 
A forme of ftrangeneffe as we pafTe along, 
So doe each Lord, and either greete him not. 
Or elfe difdainfully, which fhall (hake him more. 
Then if not lookton. I will lead the way. 

Achil. What comes the Generall to fpeake wUh me t 
You know my minde. He fight no more *gainft Troy. 

Aga. What faies Achilles y would he ought with vs? 

Nef. Would you my Lord ought with the Generall? 

Achil. No. 

NeJ. Nothing my Lord. 

Aga. The better. 

Achil. Good day, good day. 

Men, How doe you ? how doe you ? 

Achi. What, do*$ the Cuckold fcorne me? 

j^ax. How now Patreclta ? 

Achil. Good morrow Aiax ? 

Aiax. Ha. 

Achil. Good morrow. 

Aiax. I, and good next day too. Exeunt, 

Achil. What meane thefe fellowes ? know they not 
Achilles ? 

Patr. They paffe by ftrangely: they were vPd to bend 
To fend their fmiles before them to Achilles: 
To come as humbly as they vs'd to creepe toholy Altars. 

Achil. What am I poore of late ? 
*Tis certaine, greatnefife once falne out with fortune, 
Muft fill out with men too : what the declined is, 
He ihall as foone reade in the eyes of others. 
As feele in his owne fall : for men like butter-flies, 
Shew not their mealie wings, but to the Summer : 
And not a man for being fimply man. 
Hath any honour ; but honoured for thofe honours 
That are without him ; as place, riches, and fauour, 
Prizes of accident, as oft as merit : 
Which when they fall, as being flippery ftanders; 
The loue that leand on tliem as flippery too. 
Doth one plucke downe another, and together 
Dye in the fall. But *tis not fo with me ; 
Fortune and I are friends, I doe enioy 
At ample point, all that I did poflfeffe, 
Saue thefe mens lookes : who do me thinkes finde out 
Something not worth in me fuch rich beholding. 
As they haue often giuen. Here is VliJ/is, 
He interrupt his reading : how now Viijffes} 

Vlif. Now great Thetis Sonne. « 

Achil, What are you reading ? 

VliJ. A ftrange fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearely euer parted. 
How muoh in hauing, or without,or in, < 

Cannot make boaft to haue that which he hath ; 
Nor feeles not what he owes, but by reflexion : 
As when his vertues ihining vpon others, 
Heate them, and they retort that heate againe 
To the firft giuer. 

AchiU This is not ftrange Vlijfes : 
The beautie that is borne here in the face. 
The bearer knowes not, but commends it felfe. 
Not going firom it felfe : but eye to eye opposed, 

Salutes 
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each other with each others forme. 

ralation turnes not to it felfe, 

lath trauailM, and is married there 

it may fee it felfe : this is not ftrange at all. 

I doe not ftraine it at the poiition^ 
uliar ; but at the Authors drift, 
I his circumftance, exprefly proues 
> may is the Lord of any thing, 
b in and of him there is much con lifting,) 
communicate his parts to others ; 
h he of himfelfe know them for ought, 
behold them formed in th'applaufe, 
they are extended : who like an arch reuerb*rate 
rce againe \ or like a gate of fteele, 
( the Sunne, receiues and renders backe 
re, and his heate. J was much rapt in this, 
prehended here immediately : 
Icnowne Aiax \ 

I what a man is there? a very Horfe, (are* 

IS he knowes not what. Nature, what things there 
led in regard, and deare in vfe. 
Iiings againe moft deere in the efteeme, 
ore in worth : now /hall we fee to morrow, 
that very chance doth throw vpon him? 
nown*d ? O heauens, what fome men doe, 
bme men leaue to doe ! 
tne men creepe in kkitd/h fortunes hall, 
others pby the Ideots in her eyes : 
le man eates into anothers pride, 
nide is feafting in his wantonnelTe 
thefe Grecian Lords ; why, euen already, 
ap the lubber A'lax on the ihoulder, 
s fbote were on braue HeBon breft, 
iat Troy ihrinking. 
'. I doe beleeue it : 
)r paft by me, as myfers doe by beggars, 

gaue to me good word, nor looke: 
re my deedes forgot ? 

Time hath (my Lord) a wallet at his backe, 
n be puts almes for obliuion : 

fix*d monfter of ingratitudes : 
craps are good deedes paft, 
are deoour*d as faft as they are made, 
ts foone as done : perfeucrance, deere my Lord, 
honor bright, to haue done, is to hang 
at of fafhion, like a niftie male, 
amentall mockrie : take the inftant way, 
lOur trauels in a ftraight fo narrow, 
one but goes a breaft,keepe then the path: 
ilation hath a thoufand Sonnes, 
le by one purfue ; if you giue way, 
{e afide from thedired forth right ; 
an entred Tyde,they all ruih by, 
lue you hindmoft : 
a gallant Horfe falne in firft ranke, 
re for pauement to the abied, neere 
1 and trampled on : then what they doe in prefent, 
I lelfe then yours in paft,muft ore-top yours : 
e is like a fafhionable Hofte, 
ghtly flukes his parting Gueft by th'hand; 
th his armesout-ftretcht,as he would flye, 
in the commer : the welcome euer fmiles, 
-ewels goes out fighing : O let not vertue feeke 
eration for the thing it was : for beaude, wit, 
rth, vigor of bone, defert in feruice, 
iendihip, charity, are fubie^ all 



To enuious and calumniating time: 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin: 

That all with one confent praife new borne gaudes, 

Though they are made and moulded of things paft. 

And goe to duft,that is a little guilt. 

More laud then guilt oredufted. 

The prefent eye praifes the prcf nt obied : 

Then maruell not thou great and com pleat man. 

That all the Greekes begin to worship j^ax ; 

Since things in modon begin to catch the eye. 

Then what not ftiis : the cry went out on thee. 

And ftill it might, and yet it may againe. 

If thou would*ft not entombe thy felfe aliue. 

And cafe thy reputation in thy Tent ; 

Whofe glorious deedes, but in thefe fields of late. 

Made emulous mifTions *mongft the gods themfelues. 

And draue great Mars to fadion. 

Acbll. Of this my priuacie, 
I haue ftrong reafons. 

VllJ, But *gainft your priuacie 
The reafons are more potent and heroycall : 
'Tis knowne Achilles, that you are in loue 
With one of Priams daughters. 

Acbil, Ha ? knowne f 

VllJ, Is that a wonder ? 
The prouidence that*8 in a watchful! State, 
Knowes almoft euery graine of Plutoes gold ; 
Findes bottome in th*vncoroprehenfiue deepes ; 
Keepes place vnth thought ; and almoft like the gods. 
Doe thoughts vnuaile in their dumbe cradles : 
There is a myflerie ( with whom relation 
Durft neuer meddle) in the foule of State ; 
Which hath an operation more diuine, 
Then breath or pen can giue exprefture to t 
All the commerfe that you haue had with Troy, 
As perfedly is ours, as yours, my Lord. 
And better would it fit Achilles much. 
To throw downe Hefhr then Tollxena, 
But it muft grieue yong flrhus now at home. 
When fame fhall in her Iland found her trumpe ; 
And all the Greekifh Girles ftuU tripping fing. 
Great Heffors fifter did Achilles winne ; 
But our great j^ax brauely beate downe him. 
Farewell my Lord : I as your loucr fpeake ; 
The fbole flides ore the Ice that you fhould breake. 

Patr. To this cffeft Achilles haue I mou*d you ; 
A woman impudent and mannifh grownc. 
Is not more loth*d, then an effeminate man. 
In time of adion : I ftand condemn*d for this ; 
They thinke my little ftomacke to the warre. 
And your great loue to me,reftraines you thus: 
Sweete,roufe your felfe^and the weak e wanton ^iir/>f^ 
Shall from your necke vnloofe his amorous fould. 
And like a dew drop from the Lyons mane. 
Be fhooke to ayrie ayre. ' 

Achll. Shall Alax fight with Heaor> 

Tatr. I, and perhaps receiue much honor by him. 

Achll. I fee my reputation is at fUke, 
My fame is fhrowdly gored. 

Patr. O then beware : 
Thofe MTOunds heale ill, that men doe giue themfelues : 
Omiflion to doe what is necefTary, 
Scales a commiflion to a blanke of danger. 
And danger like an ague fubtly taints 
Euen then when we fit idely in the funne. 

Achll. Goe call Therfites hither fweet Patroclus, 
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^le fend the foole to Atax^ and defire him 

TMnuitc the Troian Lords after the Combat 

To fee vs here vnarm*d : I haue a womans longing) 

An appetite that I am ficke withall, 

To fee great He6Ior in his wcedes of peace j Enter Therfi. 

To talJce with him, and to behold his vifage, 

£uen to my full of view. A labour fauM. 

Tber, A wonder. 

Acbil. What? 

Tber, tAiax goes vp and downe the field, asking for 
himfelfe. 

jlcbiL Howfo? 

Tber. Hee muft fight fingly to morrow with He^pr, 
and is fo prophetically proud of an heroicall cudgelling, 
that he raues in faying nothing. 

Acbil, How can that be ? 

Tber, Why he ftalkes vp and downe like a Peacock, a 
ftridc and a fiand: ruminates like an hofteiTe^that hath no 
Arithmatique but her braine to fet downe her recko- 
ning : bites his lip with a politique regard, as who (hould 
fay, there were wit in hi* he^d and twoo*d out ; and fo 
there is: but it lyes as coldly in him, as fire in a flmt, 
which will not fliew without knocking. The mans vn- 
donc for euerjfor if HeSfor breake not his necke i*th*com- 
bat, heele break*t himfelfe in vaine-glory. He knowcs 
not mee : I faid, good morrow j^iax ; And he rcplyes, 
thankes Agamemnon. What thinke you of this man, 
that takes me for the Generall f Hce*s growne a very 
land-fi(h , languagelefTe , a monfter : a plague of o- 
pinion, a man may weare it on both fides like a leather 
lerkin. 

Acbll. Thou muft be my Ambaflador to him tberjites, 

Tber. Who, I: why,heele anfwer no body : he pro- 
fefles notanfwering ; fpeaking is for beggers : he wearcs 
his tongue in*sarmes : I will put on hij prefence j let Pa- 
troclm make his demands to me, you ihall fee the Page- 
ant of Alax. 

Acbil. To him Tafroelus-, tell him, I humbly defire the 
valiant AiaXy to inuite the moft valorous He^or, to come 
vnarm*d to my Tent, and to procure r:ifc condud for his 
perfon, of the magnanimious and moft illuftrious, fixe or 
feauen times honoured Captaine, Generall of the Grecian , 
Armie Agamemnon,8cc. doe this, 

Patro. loue blefie great Aiax, 

Tber. Hum. 

Tatr, I come fi-om the worthy Aebiiles, 

Tber. Ha? 

Pjtr. Who moft humbly defires you to inuite He^or 
to his Tent. 

Tber. Hum. 

Patr. And to procure dfe condudl fi-om Agamemnon, 

Tber. Agamemnon ? 

Patr, I my Lord. 

Tber. Ha? 

Patr. What fay you too't. 

Tber. God buy you with all my heart. 

Patr. Your anfwer fir. 

Tber. If to morrow be a fiiirc day, by eleuen a clocke 
it will goe one way or other j howfoeucr, he ihall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Tatr, Your anfwer fir. 

Tber. Fare you well withall my heart. 

Acbil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ? 

Tber. No, but he*s out a tune thus: what mufickc will 
be in him when HeShr has knocktout his brainei,! know 
not : but I am fure none, vnleffe the Fidler A^lio get his 



finewes to make catlings on. 

Acbii. Come, thou fiialt beare a Letter to hie 
ftraight. 

Tber. Let me carry another to his Horfejfor that's th 
more capable creature. 

Acbil. My minde is troubled like a Fountaine ftir*d. 
And I my felfir fee not the bottome of it. 

7ber. Would the Fountaine of your minde were cleeri 
againe, that I might water an Afie at it : I had rather be i 
Ticke in a Sheepe, then fuch a valiant ignorance. 

Enter at one doore z/£rtea6 wttb a Torcb^ at anotber 
Parity Diefbaehui fAntbenor y Diomed tbe 
Grecian^vritb Torcbes. 

Par, See hoa, who is that tliere ? 

^ief>b. It is the Lord c/£neas. 

c^ne. Is the Prince there in perfon ? 
Had I fo good occafion to lye long 
As you Prince P^r^r, nothing but heauenly bufinefle, 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Diom. That's my minde too : good morrow Lord 
c/£neas» 

Par. A valiant Greeke <t/£neasy take his hand, 
Witneflc the proccflc of your fpeech within ; 
You told how Diomed in a whole weeke by dayes 
Did haunt you in the Field. 

c^ne. Health to you valiant fir, 
During all queftion of the gentle truce : 
But when I meeteyouarm*d,asblacke defiance. 
As heart can thinke, or courage execute. 

^iom. The one and other ^/oot^</ em braces. 
Our blouds are now in calmejand fo long health: 
But when contention, and occafion meetes. 
By louef lie play the hunter for thy life. 
With all my force, purfuite and pollicy. 

c/£ne. And thou {halt hunt a Lyon that will fiye 
With his face backward, in humaine gentleneffe : 
Welcome to Troy ; now by Ancbifet life, 
Welcome indeede : by Ventu hand I fweare, 
No man aliue can loue in fuch a fort. 
The thing he meanes to kill, more excellently, 

^iom. We fimpathize. Joue let <t/£neas liue 
(If to mv fword his fate be not the glory j 
A thoufand compleate courfes of the Sunne, 
But in mine emulous honor let him dye : 
With euery ioynt a wound, and that to morrow. 

c^ne. We know each other well. 

Dio. We doe, and long to know each other w6rfe. 

Tar. This is the moft, defpightful'ft gentle greeting j 
The nobleft hatefull loue, that ere 1 heard of. 
What bufineflc Lord fo early ? 

<i/£ne. I was fent for to the King;but why, I know not 

Par. His purpofe meets youjit was to bring this Greek 
To Calcba^s houfe; and there to render him. 
For the enfreed Antbenor^the faire Creffid: 
Lers haue your company ; or if you pleafe, 
Hafte there before vs. I conftantly doe thinke 
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 
My brother Troy/us lodges there to night. 
Roufe him, and giue him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality whereof, I feare 
We ftiall be much vnwelcome. 

c^ne. That I aflure you : 
Troylus had rather Troy were borije to Greece, 
Then CreJJid borne from Troy. 

Par. Then 
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Par, There is no helpc : 
The bitter difpofition of the time will haue it fo. 
On Lord, wecle follow you. 

e/£«r. Good morrow all. Exit c/£nea6 

Tar, And tell me noble fDhmed', faith tell me true, 
Euen in the foule of found good fellow (hip, 
Who in your thoughts merits faire He/en moft ? 
My felfe,or f^enehmf 

Dhm. Both alike. 
He merits well to haue her, that doth feelce her, 
Not making any fcniple of her foylure, 
With fuch a hell of paine, and world of charge. 
And you as well to keepe her, that defend her. 
Not pallating the tafte of her di/honour. 
With fuch a coftly loflTe of wealth and friends : 
He like a puling Cuckold, would drinke vp 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed peece : 
You like a Ictcher, out of whorifh loynes, 
Arc pleaPd to breede out your inheritors : 
Both merits poyx*d, each weighs no IcfTe nor more. 
But he as he, which heauier fora whore. 

Par, You are too bitter to your country-woman. 

Dio. Sheets bitter to her countrey : heare me Paru^ 
For euery falfe drop in her baudy veines, 
A Grecians life hath funke : for euery fcruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 
A Troian hath beene flaine. Since fhc could fpeake. 
She hath not giuen fo many good words breath, 
As for her, Greekes and Troians fufFred death. 

Par. Faire Diomed, you doc as chapmen doc, 
Dif praife the thing that you deiire to buy : 
But we in filence hold this vertue well ; 
Weele not commend, what we intend to fell. 
Here lyes onr way. Bxiunt. 

Enter Troylus and Creffida. 

Troy. Deere trouble not your felfe : the mome is cold. 

CreJ. Then fweet my Lord, He call mine Vncklc down; 
He fhall vnbolt the Gates. 

Troy, Trouble him not : 
To bed, to bed : fleepe kill thofe pritty eyes, 
And giue as foft attachment to thy fences. 
As Infants empty of all thought. 

CreJ. Good morrow then. 

Troy, I prithee now to bed. 

CreJ. Are you a weary of me ? 

Troy. O CreJJida ! but that the bufie day 
Wak*t by the Larke,hath roui'd the ribauld Crowes, 
And dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer : 
I would not from thee. 

CreJ. Night hath beene too briefe. ( flayes, 

Troy. Befbrew the witch ! with venemous wights (he 
As hidioufly as hell ; but flics the grafpes of loue, 
With wings more momentary, fwift then thought: 
You will catch cold, and curfe me. 

CreJ. Prithee tarry, you men will neuer tarry ; 

foolifh CreJJidy I might haue ftill held off, 

And then you would haue tarried. Harke,ther'8 one vp? 
Pand. whbin. What's all the doores open here ? 
Trey. It is your Vncklc. Snter Pandarm. 

CreJ. A peflilence on him : now will he be mocking : 

1 fhall haue fuch a life. 

Pan, How now, how now ? how goe maiden-heads ? 
Hearc you Maide : wher*s my cozin OreJJid'* 
CreJ. Go hang your felf, you naughty mocking Vncklc : 
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You bring me to doo— -and then you floute me too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what ? let her fay what : ! 

What haue I brought you to doc ? 

CreJ. Come, come, befhrew your heart : youle nerc be 
good, nor fuflfer others. 

Pan. Ha, ha: alas poore wretch: a poore Cbi/tocbia^hi^ 
not flept to night ? would he not ( a naughty man) let it 
flccpe:a bug-beare take him. One i(nocl(s . 

CreJ. Did not I tell you ? would he were knockt ith* 
head. Who's that at doore? good Vncklc goe and fee. 
My Lord, come you againe into my Chamber : 
You fmile and mocke me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Troy. Ha, ha. 

Cre. Come you arc deceiu*d, I thinke of no fiich thing. 
How cameflly they knockc : pray you come in. Knocl^e, 
I would not for halfc Troy haue you fccne here. ^ Exeunt 

Pan, Who's there ? what's the matter? will you beate 
downe the doore ? How now, what's the matter? 

e^ne. Good morrow Lord, good morroyv. 

Tan. Who's there my LoTd\c>£neasf by my troth 1 
knew you not : what newes with you fo early ? 

c/£':e. Is not Prince Troylui here ? 

Pan. Here? what ihould he doe here? 

zy£ne. Come he is here, my Lord, doe not deny him : 
It doth import him much to fpeake with me. 

Tan. Is he here fay you ? 'tis more then I know, He be 
fworne: For my ownci part I came in late : what fhould 
he doe here ? 

cy£ne. Who, nay then ; Come,come, youle doc him 
wrong, ere y'are ware : youle be fo true to him, to be 
falfe to him : Doe not you know of him, but yet goe fetch 
him hither, goe. 

Enter Troylus, 

Troy, How now, what's the matter? 

e/£ne. My Lord, I fcarce haue leifurc to (alute you, 
My matter is fo rafh : there is at hand, 
Paris your brothcr,and Deiphaebuiy 
The Grecian Diowed, and our Anthenor 
Deliuer'd to vs, and for him forth-with. 
Ere the firft fac ri fie e, within this houre, 
We mufl glue vp to Diomeds hand 
The Lady CreJfida, 

Troy, Is it concluded fo ? 

o£ne. By Prlaniyznd the generall ftate of Troy^ 
They are at hand, and ready to cfFed it. 

Troy. How my atchieuements mocke me j 
I will goe meetc them : and my Lord cy£nea6f 
We met by chance ; you did not findc me here. 

e/£if. Good, good, my Lord, the fecrets of nature 
Haue not more gift in taciturnitie. Exennt, 

Enter Pandarm and CreJIJid. 

Pan. Is't pofTiblc ? no fooner got but lofl : th c diuell 
take Antbenor ; the yong Prince will goe mad : a plague 
vpon Antbenor ; \ would they had brok's necke. 

CreJ. How now? what's the matter ? who was here? 

Tan. Ah, ha | 

CreJ. Why figh you fo profoundly? wher's my Lordf 
gone ? tell mc fweet Vncklc, what's the matter ? 

Pan. Would I were as decpe vndcr the earth as I am 
aboue. 

CreJ, O the gods ! what's the matter ? 

Pan. Prythee get thee in ^ would thou had'ft nerc been 
borne; I knew thou would'il be his death. O poore Gen- 
tleman : a plague vpon Antbenor, 

^ «J 2 CreJ Good 
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QreJ. Good Vnclcle I befeech you, on my knees, I be- 
feech you what*s the matter? 

Pan. Thou muft be gone wench, thou muft be gone ; 
thou art changM for Anthenor : thou muft to thy Father, 
and be gone from Troylus : 'twill be his death : *twill be 
his baine, he cannot beare it.. 

CreJ, O you immortall gods ! I will not goe. 

fan. Thou muft, 

Cref, I will not Vnclcle : I haue forgot my Father : 
I know no touch of confanguinitie : 
No kin, no loue, no bloud, no foule, fo neere me, 
As the fweet Troylus : O you gods diuine \ 
Make Crejfids name the very crowne of £il(hood / 
If euer (he leaue Troylus : time,orce and death, 
Do to this body what extremitie you can ; 
But the ftrong bafe and building of my loue, 
Is as the very Center of the earth. 
Drawing all things to it. I will goe in and weepe. 

*Pan. Doe, doe. 

CreJ. Teare my bright heire, and fcratch my praifed 
cheekes, 
Cracke my cleere voyce with fobs, and breake my heart 
With founding Troylus. I will not goe from Troy.Exeunt, 

Enter Paris, Troy lus^Cj^neas^Deipbebus, An- 
thenor and Dlomedes. 

far. It is great morning, and the houre prefixt 
Of her deliuerie to this valiant Greeke 
Comes feft vpon : good my brother Troylus^ 
Tell you the Lady what (he is to doe, 
And haft her to the purpofe. 

Troy. Walkc into her houfe : 
He bring her to the Grecian prefently \ 
And to his hand, when I deliuer her, 
Thinke it an Altar, and thy brother Troylus 
A Prieft, there oftring to it his heart. 

Par. I know what*tis to loue, 
And would, as I ftiall pittie, I could helpe. 
Pleafe you walke in, my Lords. Exeunt, 

Enter Pandarus and CreJJid. 

Pan, Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cref, Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The griefe is fine, full perfeft that I Ufte, 
And no leffe in a fenfe as ftrong 
As that which caufeth it. How can I moderate it ? 
If I could temporife with my affection, 
Or brew it to a weake and colder pallat. 
The like alaiment could I giue my griefe : 
My loue admits no qualifying croflfe \ Enter Troylus. 

No more my griefe, in fuch a precious lofle. 

Pan. Here, here, here, he comes, a fweet ducke. 

CreJ. O Troylus, Troylus ! 

Pan. What a pal re of fpedacles is here f let me em- 
brace too : oh hart, as the goodly faying is ; O heart, hea- 
uie heart, why figheft thou without breaking ? where he 
anfwers againe ; becaufe thou canft not eafe thy fmart by 
friend{Iiip,nor by fpeaking : there was neuer a truer rime; 
let vs caft away nothing, for we may liue to haue neede 
of fuch a Verfe : we lee it, we fee it : how now Lambs? 

Troy. Crejfid: I loue thee in fo ftrange a puritie; 
That the bleft gods, as angry with my fancie. 
More bright in xeale, then the deuotion which 
Cold lips blow to their Deities : take thee from me. 

CreJ. Haue the gods enuie ? 



Pan, 1,1,1,1, *tis too plaine a cafe. 

CreJ. And is it true, that I muft goe from Troy ? 

Troy. A hatefuU truth. 

CreJ. What, and from Troylus too ? 

Tr(y. From Troy, and Troylus. 

CreJ. Ift poflibleP 

Trty. And fodainely, where iniurie of chance 
Puts hicke leaue-taking, iuftles roughly by 
All time of paufe ; rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all reioyndure : forcibly preuents 
Our lockt embrafures; ftrangles our deare vowes, 
Euen in the birth of ourowne laboring breath. 
We two, that with fo many thoufand fighet 
Did buy each other, muft poorely fell our felues, 
With the rude breuitie and difcharge of our 
Iniurious time ; now with a robbers hafte 
Crams his rich theeuerie vp, he knowes not how. 
As many farwels as be ftars in heauen. 
With diftind breath, and confign'd kKTes to them, 
He fumbles vp into a loofe adiew $ 
And fcants vs with a fingle famiftit kifle, 
Diftafting with the fait of broken teares. Enter t£i 
e>£neai within. My Lord, is the Lady ready? 

Troy. Harke, you are call'd t fome fay the genius { 
Cries, come to him that inftantly muft dye. 
Bid them haue patience : (he (hall come anon. 

Pan, Where are my teares ? raine, to lay this wi 
or my heart will be blowne vp by the root. 

CreJ, I muft then to the Grecians ? 

Troy. No remedy. 

CreJ. A wofuU O(^*mong'ft the merry Greekes. 

Troy. When (hall we fee againe ? 

Troy. Here me my loue : be thou but true of heart, 

CreJ. I true? how now? what wicked deeme is xh 

Troy. Nay, we muft vfe expoftulation kindely. 
For it is parting from vs: 
I fpeake not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 
For I will throw my Gloue to death himfelfe, 
That there*) no maculation in thy heart : 
But be thou true, fay I, to fafliion in 
My fequent proteftarion: be thou true, 
And I will fee thee. 

CreJ. O you (hall be expoPd, my Lord to dangen 
As infinite, as imminent : but lie be true. 

Troy. And lie grow friend with danger ; 
Weare this Sleeue. 

CreJ, And you this Gloue. 
When (hall I fee you ? 

Troy, I will corrupt the Grecian Cendnels, 
To giue thee nightly vifiution. 
But yet be true. 

CreJ. O heauens : be true againe ? 

Troy. Heare why I fpeake it; Loue : 
The Grecian youths are full of qualitie. 
Their louing well compos*d,wath guifb of nature, 
Flawing and fwelling ore with Arts and exercife : 
How nouelties may moue, and parts with perfon. 
Alas, a kinde of godly iealoufie ; 
Which I befeech you call a vertuous finne ; 
Makes me aflraid. 

QreJ. O heauens, you loue me not ! 

Troy, Dye I a villaine then : 
In this I doe not call your faith in queftion 
So mainely as my merit : I cannot fing, 
Nor heele the high Lauolt ; nor fweeten talke ; 
Nor play at fubtill games \ (aire vertues all ; | 
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ich the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant : 
an tell that in each grace of thefe, 
lurkes a ftilJ and dumb-difcourfiue diuell, 
empts Rioft cunningly : but be not tempted. 
'. Doe you tbinke I will : 
No, but fomething may be done that we wilnot: 
medmes we are diuels to our feluea, 
we will tempt the frailtie of our powers, 
ling on their changefull potencie. 
ZiitM within. Nay , good my Lord ? 

f. Come kiflfe, and let vs part. 
aru within. Brother Trcy/ui ? 
y. Good brother come you hither, 
ing eyEneas and the Grecian with you. 
'. My Lord, will you be true? Exit, 

f. Who I? alas it is my vice, my fault : 
I others fiih with craft for great opinion, 
great truth, catch meere fimplicitie $ 
i Tome with cunning guild their copper crownes, 
Tuth and plainneife I doe weare mine bare : 

Enter the Greei(es, 
lot my truth ; the morrall of my wit 
le and true, ther*s all the reach of it. 
rne fir Diomedj here is the Lady 

for Antenor^ we deliuer you. 

port (Lord) He giue her to thy hand, 
r the way poiTefle thee what (he is. 
:e her faire ; and by my roule,faireGreeke, 
hou (land at mercy of my Sword, 
Crejfidj and thy life ihall be as fafe 
am is in lUion f 
r. Faire Lady Crejsid^ 

ife you fauethe thankes this Prince expeds : 
ftre in yoareye, heauen in your cheeke, 
I your faire vifage, and to Diomed 
all be mifhclTe, and command him wholly. 
. Grecian, thou do'ft not vfe me curteoufly, 
me the feale of my petition towards, 
ng her. I tell thee Lord of Greece : 

as ^rrehigh foaring o're thypraifes, 
*u vnworthy t© be cal'd her feruant : 
e thee vfe her well, cucn for my charge : 
the dreadful! piyfo^ if thou do'ft not, 
»h the great bulke iAchilUi be thy guard) 

thy throate. 

m. Oh be not mou*d Prince Tr&ylui ; 
; be priuiledg*d by myplace and meifage, 
I fpeaker free ? when 1 am hence, 
wer to my luft : and know my Lord ; 
hing doe on charge : to her owne worth 
ill be priz*d : but that you fay, be*t Co ; 
Ice it in my fpirit and honor, no. 
. Come to the Port. He tell thee Diomedy 
aue, (hall oft make thee to hide thy head : 
iue me your hand, and as we walke, 

owne felues bend we our needefuU ulke. 
Sound Trumpet. 

Harke, HeShrs Trumpet. 
r. How haue we fpent this morning 
ince muft thinke me tardy and remifle, 
vore to ride before him in the field. 
. Tls TroyluA fault : come, come, to field with him. 

Exeunt. 

Let vs make ready (h-aight. 
. Yea, with a Bridegroomes frefli alacritie 



Let vs addreffe to tend on Heffors heeles : 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lye 
On his faire worth, and fingle Chiualrie. 

Snter jftax armedy Achilles yPatroclus^ Agamemnon^ 
Menelam^VliJfeiy Nejlcr ^Qalcas, &c, 

Aga. Here art thou in appointment freih and faire, 
Anticipating time. With ftarting courage, 
Giue with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy 
Thou dreadfiiU Aiax^ that the appauled aire 
May pierce the head of the great Com baUnt, 
And hale him hither. 

j^a. Thou, Trumpet, ther*8 my purfe; 
Now cracke thy lungs, and fplit thy brafen pipe: 
Blow villaine, till thy fphered Bias cheeke 
Out-fwell the collicke of puft Afuilon : 
Come, (Irerch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout bloud : 
Thou bloweft for Hefior. 

VliJ. No Trumpet anfwers. 

Achil. *Tis but early dayes. 



Aga. Is not yong Diomed with CaUat daughter? 
ylif. *Tis he, I ken the manner of hu gate, 
He rifes on the toe : that fpirit of his 



In afpiration lifts him from the earth, 

Aga, Is this the Lady CrcJJid} 

Die. £uen fhe. 

Aga, Mofl deerely welcome to the Greekes, fweete 
Lady. 

Neji. Our Generall doth falute you with a kilTe. 

Vlif. Yet is the kindenefTe but particular; *twere bet- 
ter ihe were kift in generall. 

Neft. And Tery courtly counfell : He begin. So much 
for Neftor. 

Achil. He take that winter from your lips fiiire Lady 
Aci>illfs bids you welcome. 

Mene. I had good argument for kifling once. 

Patro. But that*s no argument for killing now ; 
For thus pop*t Parit in his bardiment. 

VJif. Oh deadly gall, and theame of all our (comes. 
For which we loofe our heads, to gild his homes. 

Patro. The firft was cMenelam ki ITe, this mine : 
Patroclui kiiTes you. 

Alene. Oh this is trim. 

Patr. Pari and I kiiTe euermore for him. 

Mene. He haue my kiffe fir : I Lady by your leaue. 

Cref. In killing doe you render,or receiue. 

Patr. Both take and giue. 

Cref. He make my match to liue, 
The kiffe you take is better then you giue : therefore no 
kilTe. 

A£ene, He giue you boote, He giue you three for one. 

O'ef. You are an odde man, giue euen, or giue none. 

Mene. An odde man Lady, euery man is odde. 

Cref. No, Pari 19 notj for you know*tis true, 
That you are odde, and he is euen with you. 

Mene. You fillip me a*th* head. 

Cref. No, He be fworne, 

yuf It were no match, your naile againft his home.* 
May 1 fweete Lady beg a ki(Te of you ? 
Cref You may. 
Vlif. I doe defire it. 
Cref Why beggc then ? 

Vlif Why then for yenui fake, giue me a ki(re : 
When Hellen is a maide againe, and his — ^— 
Cref I am your debtor, claime it when 'tis due. 

^ ^ 3 riif Neuer's 
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V/if, Neuer's my day, and then a Icifle of you. 

fDiom, Lady a word, lie Inring you to your Father. 

Neft, A woman of quicke fence. 

f^/if. Fie, fie,vpon her : 
Ther*s a language in her eye, her cheeke,her lip; 
Nay, her foote fpcakesjher wanton ipirites looke out 
At euery ioynt,and motiue of her body : 
Oh thefe encounterers (b glib of tongue, 
That giue a coafting welcome ete ic comes ; 
And wide vnclafpe the tables of their thoughts. 
To euery tickling reader : fet them downe. 
For flutti(h (poyles ofopportunitie ; 

And daughters of the game. Bxnint, 

Enter all of Troy ^ Heflor^ Parity e>€fteaSf Helenut 
and Attendants, Florifi, 

AIL The Troiani Trumpet. 

Aga, Yonder comet the troope. 

o/£irtf. Haile all you (hte of Greece : what (halbe done 
To him that victory commands ? or doe you purpofe, 
A vid^or (hall be knowne : will you the Knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremitie 
Purfue each otherj or ihall be diuided 
By any voycc,or order of the field : He6hr bad askc ? 

Aga, Which way would HeSior haue it? 

e/£>7«. He cares not, heele obey conditions. 

Aga. *Tis done like Hedor^ but fecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deale difprifing 
The Knight opposed. 

c/£ne. If not Achilles fir, what is your name ? 

Acbil. If not Achilles , nothi ng. 

e/£iw. Therefore Achilles: but what ere,knOw this. 
In the extremity of great and little : 
Valour and pride excell themfelues in He&cr\ 
Theonealmoft as infinite as all ; 
The other blanke as nothing : weigh him well : 
And that which lookes like pride, is curtefie : 
This Aiax is halfe made ofHeffors bloud; 
In loue whereof, halfe HeHor ftaies at home t 
Halfe heart, halfe hand, halfe Hri9or, comes to feeke 
This blended Knight, halfe Troian,and halfe Greeks. 

Achil. A maiden battaile then f O 1 perceiue you. 

Aga. Here is fir^Diomed: goe gentle Knight, 
Stand by our Aax : as you and Lord o^Eneat 
Confent vpon the order of their fight. 
So be it: either to the vttermoft, 
Or rife a breach: the Combatants being kin, 
Halfe fiints their (hife, before their ftrokes begin. 

yiij. They are opposed already. 

Aga. What Troian is that fame that lookes io heauy? 

fHif* The yongeft Sonne of Priam ; 
A true Knight ; they call him Trojlus ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchleffCffirme of word, 
Speaking in deedes, and deedelefiTe in his tongue ; 
Not foone prouok\, nor being prouok*t,foone calmM $ 
His heart and hand both open, and both free : 
For what he has, he giues ; what thinkes,he fhewes ; 
Yet giues he not till Judgement guide hit bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impaire thought with breath : 
Manly as Hefhr^ but more dangerous ; 
For HeBor in his blaze of wrath fubfcribes 
To tender obiedb; but he, in heate ofa^on. 
Is more vindecatiue then iealous loue. 
They call him Troylus ; and on him tn€t, 
A fecond hope, as fairely built as HeSlor. 
Thus faies c^neai, one that knowes the youth, 
Euen to his inches : and with priuate foule, 



Did in great Illion thus tranflate him to me. Alarm 

Aga, They are in action. 

Neft, Now Aiax hold thine owne. 

Troy. Heffory thou fleep'fl, awake thtfe. 

Aga. His blowes are wel di(pos*d there j^x, tripet 

Diotn, You muft no more. ceafi 

e/£ne. Princes enough, fo pleafe you. 

Aia. I am -not warme yet, let vt fight againe, 

Diom. As Heffor pleafes. 

Heff. Why then will I no more : 
Thou art great Lord, my Fathers fifiere Sonne ; ' 
A coufen german to great Priants feede : 
The obligation of our bloud forbids 
A gone emulation *tw»xt vs twatne : 
Were thy commixion, Greeke and Troian fo, 
That thou could*ft fay, this hand is Grecian ail. 
And this is Troian : the fine wet ofthis Legge^ 
All Greeke, and this all Troy : my Mothers bloud 
Runs on the dexter cheeke,and this finifier 
Bounds in my fathers : by /o»e muldpotent. 
Thou (hould'ft not beare from me a Greekifh member 
Wherein my fword had not ImprefTure made 
Of our ranke feud : but the iufl gods gainfay. 
That any drop thou borrwd'ft fi-om thy mother, 
My facred Aunt, fhould by my mortall Sword 
Be drained. Let me embrace thee Aiax : 
By him that thunders, thou haft luilie Armesj 
Hefior would haue them fall vpon him thus. 
Cozen, all honor to thee. 

j^a. I thanke thee He^r : 
Thou art too gentle, and too fi'ee a man : 
I came to kill thee Cozen, and beare hence 
A great addition, earned in thy death. 

Hefl. Not Neoptolymtu fo mirable. 
On whofe bright creft, fame with her lowd'f^ (O yes) 
Cries, This is he ; could*fl promife to himfelfe, 
A thought of added honor, tome from Heffor. 

oEne. There is exped^ance here from both the fides, 
What further you will doe{? 

Hea. Weele anfwere it: 
The ifTue is embracement : ^ox, farewell. 

Aia. If I might in entreaties finde fucceife, 
As feld I haue the chance j I would defire 
My famous Coufin to our Grecian Tents. 

Diom. *Tis Agamemnons wifh.and great Achilles 
Doth long to fee vnarm'd the valiant Heaor. 

Heei. cxfi»*fli,call my brother Troylm to me: 
And fignifie this louing enterview 
To the expeders of our Troian part : 
Defire them home. Glue me thy hand, my Coufin : 
I will goe eate with thee, and fee your Knights. 
Enter Agamemnon and the reft. 

Aia. Great Agamemnon comes to meete vs here. 

Heff, The worthieft of them, tell me name by name: 
But for Achilles^ mine owne ferching eyes 
Shall finde him by his large and portly fize. 

Aga. Worthy of Armes : as welcome as to one i 
That would be rid of fuch an enemie. 
But that*s no w^elcome : vnderf^and more cleere 
What*s pad, and what*s to come, is ihewM with huskes| 
And formelefTe ruine of obliuion : 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strained purely from all hollow bias drawing: 
Bids thee with moft diuine integritie, 
From heart of very heart, great Hehor welcome. 

Hefi, I thanke thee mof( imperious %Agamtmnon. 

Aga, M] 

' 590 
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My well-famM Lord of Troy, no leffe to you. 
«t me confirme ray Princely brothers greeting, 
e of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 
Who muft we anfwer ? 
The Noble Mtnelam, 

O, you my Lord, by Man his gauntlet thanks, 
t, that I afFe^ thVntraded Oath, 
tdam wife fweares ftill by ytnut Gloue 
11, but bad me not commend her to you. 
<(ame her not now (ir,ihe'8 a deadly Theame. 
) pardon, I offend. 

haue ( thou gallant Troyan] feene thee oft 
; for deftiny, make cruel! way 
rankes of GreekiHi youth : and I haue Teen thee 
Ferjeuiy fpurre thy Phrygian Steed, 
e thee (corning forfeits and fubduments, 
au haft hung thy aduanced fwordi'th^ayrp, 
kg it decline, on the declined : 
lue faid vnto rti'j (landers by, 
er is yonder, dealing life, 
ue feene theepaufe, and take thy breath, 
at a ring of Greekes haue bem*d thee in,, 
>lympian wreftling. This haue 1 feene, 
hy countenance (ftill lockt in (Icele) , 
iw till now. .1 knew thy Grandfire, 
: fought with him ; he was a Souldier good, 
eat Mars, the Captaine of vs all, 
e thee. Let an oldman em,brace thee, 
thy Warriour) welcome to our Tents. 
•Tis the old N^fior, 

Let me embrace thee good ,old Chroniclei 
fo long walk*d hand in hand with tinic: 
rend Ntjiory I am glad to clafpe thee, 
ould my armes could match thee in, contention 
ontend with thee in courtefie. 
I would they could. 

Ha?' by this white beard Tld fight with thee to 
Well, welcom, welcome : I haue feen the tinie. 
I wonder now, how yonder City ftands^ 
: haue heere her Bafe and pillar by vs. 
I know your faupur Lord AVj^i well, 
lere^s many a Greeke and Troyan dead, 
I (aw your felfe, and Diomtd 
on your Greekiih Embaflie. 
>ir, I foretold you then what would enfue, 
ie(ie is but halfe his iourney yet $ 
•r wals that pertly front your Townc, 
werSf whofe wanton tops do buHe the clouds, 
I their owne feet. 
I muft not beleeue you : 
;y (land yet: and modeftly I thinke, 
)f eucry Phrygian ftonc will coft 
'Grecian blood : the end crownes all, 
old common Arbitrator, Time, 
day end it. 

o to him we leaue it. 
:le, and moft valiant Hedor, welcome j 
General!, I befeech you next 
vith me, and fee me at my Tent. 

I (hall foreftall thee Lord ^/#', thou: 
'cr I haue fed mine eyes on thee, I 
th txzQt view perused thee He^or^ 
:ed ioynt by ioynt. 
Is this Achilltsi 
I am Achilles, 
Stand falre I prythee, let me looke on thee. 



jl£biL Behold thy fill. 

He6l. Nay, I haue done already. 

Acbil. Thou art to breefc, 1 will the (econd time. 
As I would buy thee, view thee, limbe by limbe. 

HeSl, O like a Booke of fport thou*lt reade roe ore : 
But there's more in me then thou vnderftand*ft. 
Why doeft thou to oppreffe me with thine eye? 

j4cbil. Tell me you Heauens, in which part of his body 
Shall I deftroy him ? Whether there,.or there, or there. 
That I may giue the local! wound a name. 
And make diftin^ the very breach, where-out 
He&ort^xtax fpirit fl-w. Anfwer me heauens. 

He^. It would difcredit the bleft Gods, proud man. 
To anfwer fuch a queftion : Stand againe ; 
Think'ft thou to catch my life fo plea(antiy^ 
As to prenomiruite in nice coniedlure 
Where thou wilt hit, me dead ? 

AcbiL 1 tell thee yea. 

Ht^, Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo, 
rid not beleeue thee : henceforth guard thee well. 
For He not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 
But by the forge that ftythied Mars his helme. 
He kill thee euery where, yea, ore and ore. 
You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this bragge. 
His infolence drawes folly from my lips. 
But He endeuour deeds to match thefe words, 
Or may I neuer 

A&ax, Do not chafe thee Cofin; 
And you AcbilleSt let thefe threats alone 
Till accident, or purpofe bring you too^t. 
You may euery day enough of HeSfor 
Jf you haue ftomacke. The general! ftate I feare, 
Can fcarfe intreat you to be odde with him. 

Heff. I pr?y you let vs fee you in the field, 
We haue had pelting Wanes fince you refused 
The Grecians caufe. 

Acbil. Doft thou intreat me Ht(hr> 
To morrow do I npeetf thee fell as death. 
To night, all Friends. 

He&. Thy hand vpon that match. 

Aga, Firft,al! you Peeres of Greece go to my Tent, 
There in the fultconuiue you : Afterwards, 
As HtShrs leyfure, and your bounties (hall 
Concurre together, feuerally intreat him. 
Beate lowd the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow. 
That this great Souldier may his welcome know. Exeunt 

Troy. My Lord Vlyjfes^ tell me I befeech you. 
In what place of the Field doth Calcbas keepe f 

Viyf, At Menelatu Tent, moft Princely Troylus^ 
There fDiomed doth fcaft with him to night. 
Who neither lookes on heauen, nor on earth. 
But giues all gate and bent of amorous view 
On the fiiire Creffi^l. 

Troy, Shall 1 (fweet Lord)be bound to thee fo much. 
After we part from Agamtmnom Tent, 
To bring me thither? 

yiyj. You (hall command me fir : 
As gentle tell me, of what Honour was 
This-CreJJida in Troy, had (he no Louer there 
That wailes her ab(ence ? 

Troy. O fir, to fuch as boafting (hew their fcarres, 
A mocke is due t will you walke on my Lord ? 
She was belouM, (he lou*d; (he is, and dooth ; 
But ftill fweet Loue is food for Fortunes tooth. Exeunt 
Enter AckHles^nd Patroclm. 

Acbil.lU heat his blood with Greeki(h wine to night 

Which 
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Which with my Cernitar lie coole to morrow : 
Tatroc/uty let vs Feaft him to the hight. 

Pat. Heere comes Tberftes. Snter Iherfies, 

Acbil. How now, thou core of Enuy ? 
Thou crufty batch of Nature, what*t the newes ? 

Tber, Why thou pi6hire of what thou reem*ft,&IdoU 
of Ideot- worshippers, here*8 a letter for thee. 

Acbil. From wnence, Fragment } 

Tber. Why thou full difli of Foole, from Troy. 

Pat. Who keepes the Tent now ? 

Tber. The Surgeons box, or the Patients wound. 

Patr. Well faid aduerfity, and what need thefe tricks? 

Tber. Prythee be filent boy, I profit not by thy talke, 
thou art thought to be AcbilUs male Varlot. 

Patro. Male Varlot you Rogue ? What's that? 

Tber. Why his mafculinc Whore. Now the rotten 
difeafes of the South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, 
Loades a grauell i*th'backe. Lethargies, cold Palfies,and 
the like, take and take againe, fuch prepoftrous difcoue- 
ries. 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of enuy thou, what 
mean*ft thou to curfe thus? 

Tber. Do I curfe thee? 

Patr, Why no, you ruinous But, you whorfon indi- 
ftinguiihable Curre. 

Tber. No ? why art thou then exafperate, thou idle, 
immateriall skiene of Sleyd filke ; thou greene Sarcenet 
flap for a fore eye, thou taflfell of a Prodigals purfe thou : 
Ah bow the poore world is peftred with fuch water-flies, 
diminutiuet of Nature. 

fat. Out gall. 

Tber. Finch Egge. 

Acb. My fweet Patroclutf I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpofe in to morrowes battell : 
Heere is a Letter from Queene Hecubay 
A token from her daughter, my faire Loue, 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keepe 
An Oath that 1 haue fworne. I will not breake it. 
Fall Greekes, faile Fame, Honor or go, or ftay. 
My maior vow lyes heere ; this He obay : 
Come,come Tberfies, helpe to trim my Tent, 
This night in banquetting muft all be fpent. 
Away Patrocltu. £x»V. 

Tber. With too much bloud,and too little Brain, thefe 
two may run mad : but if with too much braine, and too 
little blood, they do. He be a curer of madmen. Heere** 
Agamemnon^ an honeft fellow enough, and one that loues 
Quailes, but he has not fo much Braine as eare-wax ; and 
the goodly transformation of lupiter there his Brother, 
the Bull, the primatiue Statue, and oblique memoriall of 
Cuckolds, a thrifty (hooing-horne in a chaine, hanging 
at his Brothers legge, to what forme but that he is, ihold 
wit larded with malice, and malice forced with wit,tume 
him too : to an Affe were nothing ; hee is both Affe and 
Oxe; to an Oxe were nothing, hee is both Oxe and Afle : 
to be a Dogge, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toade, a Li- 
zard, an Owle, a Puttocke, or a Herring without a Roe, 
I would not care : but to be eMenelaiUy I would confpire 
againft Deftiny. Aske me not what I would be, if I were 
not Tberjites : for I care not to bee the lowfe of a Laxar, 
(b I were not Mtnektm. Hoy-day, fpirits and fires. 
Enter Hector , Aiaxy Agamemnon^ ^iyjf" » ^(f- 
ftor^DlomedyVfitb Ugbti. 

Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Aiax. No yonder *tis, there where we fee the tight. 

Heff. I trouble you. 



Aiax. No, not a whit. 

Enter Acbi/les. 

Vlyt. Heere comes himfelfe to guide you ? 

Acbil. Welcome braue /fir^or, welcome Princes all. 

Agam. So now &ire Prince of Troy, I bid goodnight, 
Aiax commands the guard to tend on you. 

HeSl. Thanks, and goodnight to the Greeks general 

Men. Goodnight my Lord. 

HeS. Goodnight fweet Lord Menelaus. 

Tber. Sweet draught : fweet quoth-a f fweet finke, 
fweet fure, 

Acbil. Goodnight and welcom, both at once, to thofe 
that go, or tarry. 

^ga. Goodnight. 

Acbil. Old N^or tarries, and you too Diomedy 
Keepe HeShr company an houre, or two. 

Dio. I cannot Lord, I haue important bufineflTe, 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great HeShr. 

Heff. Giue mc your hand. 

Vljf. Follow his Torch, he goes to Cbalcas Tent, 
He keepe you company. 

Troy» Sweet fir, you honour me. 

Heff. And fo good night. 

Acbil, Come, come, enter my Tent. Exeunt. 

Tber. That fame Diomed*% a falfe-hearted Rogue, a 
mod vniuft Knaue ; I will no more truft him when hee 
leeres, then I will a Serpent when he hifles : he will fpend 
his mouth ic promife, like Brabler the Hound ; but when 
lie performes, Aftronomers foretell it, that it is prodigi- 
ous, there will come fome change : the Sunne borrowes 
of the Moone when Diomed keepes his word. I will ra- 
ther leaue to fee Heihr^ then not to dogge him:they fay, 
he keepes a Troyan Drab, and vfes the Traitour Chalets 

his Tent. He after Nothing but Letcherie ? All 

incontinent Varlets. Exeunt 

Snter Diomed. 

Dio. What arc you vp here ho ? fpeake ? 

Chal. Who cals? 

Dio. Diomedy Cbalcaa^l thinke) wher*s you Daughter? 

Cbal. She comes to you. 

Enter Troylm and Vlijfex, 

VliJ. Stand where the Torch may not difcouer ts. 
Enter Crefsid. 
, Troy. Crefsid comes forth to him. 

fDio. How now my charge ? 

Cref. Now my fweet gardian: harke t word with you. 

Troy. Yea, fo familiar ? 

yiif. She will fing any man at flrft fight. 

Tber. And any man may finde her, if he can take her 
life : fhe*s noted. 

Dio. Will you remember ? 

Cal. Remember ? yes. 

Dio. Nay, but doe then ; and let your minde be con- 
pled with your words. 

Trey. What ihould fhe remember f 

yitj. Lift ? 

CreJ. Sweete hony Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 

Tber, Roguery. 

Dio. Nay then. 

Cref, He tell you what. 

Dio. Fo, fo, eome tell a pin, you are a forfwome.- — - 

Cref, In faith I cannot : what would you haue roe dof 

Tber. A iugling tricke,to be fecretly open. 

Dio. What did you fweare you would beftow on me? 

Cref. I prethee do not hold me to mine oath. 

Bid me doe not any thing but that fweete Greeke. 

Dio. Good 
_____ 
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<1 night. 

d, padence. 

r now Troian } 

ud. 

no, good night i He be your ibok no more. 

' better muft. 

Itc one word in your eare. 

lagoe and roadnciTe ! 

are mooed Prioccy let vt depart I pray you^ 
'pleafure ihoald enlarge it felfe 
i tearmes : this place is dangerous } 
;ht deadly t 1 befeech you goe. 
lold, I pray you. 
, good my Lord goe offt 
great diftradion : come my Lord ? 
ay thee ftay ? 

hauc not patience, come, 
ay you ftay ? by hell and hell torments, 
»ke a word. 
1 To good night 
', but you part in anger. 
Ji that grieue thee ? O witheted truth ! 
y, how now Lord ? 
loiu I will be patient 
dian ? why Greeke ? 
fb, adew, you palter, 
lith I doe not : come hither once againe, 

ihake my Lord at fomething; will you goe? 
ake out. 

: ftroakes his cheeke, 
le, come. 

r ftay, by Jotu I will not fpeake a word, 
weene my will, and all offences, 
>atience| ftay a little while, 
w the dluell Luxury with his ftt rumpe and 
r, tickles theic together : frye lechery,irye« 
will you then ? 

lith I will lo ; neuer truft me elic. 
e me fome token for the furety of it. 
!etch you one. Exit, 

I haue fworne patience, 
re me not fweete Lord. 
; my felfe, nor haue cognitioji 
sele : I am all patience. Eattr Creffid, 

w the pledge, now, now, now. 
e Ditmedy keepe this Sleeue. 
beaotie ! where is thy Faith ? 
Lord. 

rill be patient, outwardly I will. 
I looke Tpon that Sleeue ? beh<^d it well i 
; : O falfe wench : giue*t me againe* 
ofe was*t ? 

I no matter now I haue*t againe. 
leete with you to morrow nights 
kmed vifite me no more* 
»w ihe iharpens : well fiiid Whetftoae. 
ill haue it. 
lat, this/ 
at 
U you gods I O pretde, prettie pledge ) 

now lies thinking in his bed 
me, and fighes, and takes my Gloue, 
lemoriall daintie kiffes to it ; 
hee. 

IV, doe not fnatch it from me. 
: that ukcsthat, rakes my heart withall. 



Dh, I had your heart before, this foUowes it 

Troy, I did fweare patience. 

OiJ. You ftiall not haue it Dlom€d\hlth youftiallnoti 
He glue you fomething elfe. 

^/o. I will haue this : whofe was it ? 

CreJ, It is no nutter, 

Dto, Coipe tell me whole it was ? 

Cref, *Twa8 one that lou*d me better then you will. 
But now you haue it, take it. 

*Dw. Whofe was it/ 

Cref. By all Dianas waiting women yoQd : 
And by her felfe, I will not tell you whofe. 

Dio. To morrow will I weare it on my Helme, 
And grieue his fpirit that dares not challenge it. 

Troy, Wert thou the diuell, and wor*ft it on thy home. 
It ihould be challeng*d. 

Cref, Well, well, *tis done, *tis paft ; and yet it is not i 
I will not keepe my word. 

*Dw. Why then farewell. 
Thou neuer ihalt mocke Diomed againe. 

Cref, You fhall not goe : one cannot fpeake a word. 
But it ftrait ftarts you. 

Dio. I doe not like this fooling. 

Tber, Nor I by Piuto: but that that likes not me, plea<^ 
fes me beft. 

Dio. What fhall I come ? the houre. 

Cref. I, come : O louet doe, comet 1 fhall be plaguM. 

Dio. Farewell till then. Exit, 

Cref, Good night : I prythee come t 
Troylm farewell ; one eye yet lookes on thee ; 
But with my heart, the other eye, doth fee. 
Ah poore our fexe ; this fault in vs I finde t 
Theerrour of our eye,direds our minde. 
What errour leads, muft erre : O then conclude, 
Mindes fwai*d by eyes, are full of turpitude. Exit* 

Tber. A proof'e of fbrength fbe could not publiih more; 
Vnleffe fhe fay, my minde is now turn*d whore. 

Vlif, AV% done my Lord. 

Troy. It is. 

Vlif Why ftay we then T 

Troy, To make a recordation to my foule 
Of euery fyllable that here was fpoke : 
But if I tell how thefe two did coad ; 
Shall I not lye, in publiihing a truth ? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart : 
An dfperance fo obftinately ftrong. 
That doth inuert that teft of eyes and eares} 
As if thofe organs had deceptious fun^ons. 
Created onely to calumniate. 
yftn Creffed here? 

Vlif. 1 cannot conlure Troian. 

Troy^ She was not fure. 

Vlif Moft fure ihe was. 

Troy, Why my negation hath no tafte of roadneffef 

VUf Nor mine my Lord : Creffid was here but now. 

Trey* Let it not be beleeu*d for womanhood : 
Thinke we had mothers ; doe not giue aduantage 
To ftubbome Critick8,apt without a theame 
For depraoation,to fquare the generall fex 
By Oe^ rule. Rather thinke this not Cref^, 

Vlif. What hath fhe done Prince, that can foyk our 

mothers ? 
Trey, Nothing at all, TnleflTe that this were fhe. 
Tber. Will he fwagger himfelfe out on's owne eyes? 
Troy, This fhe ? no, this b ^iomidi Crefjuia i 
If beaude haue a foule, this is not fhe : 

If 
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If foules guide yowes; if vowes are fandimonie \ 

If fandHmonie be the gods delight : 

If there be rule in vnitie it felfe, 

This is not ihe : O madnefle of difcourfe ! 

That caufe fets vp, with, and againft thy felfe 

By foule authoritie : where reafon can reuolt 

Without perdition, and lofle alTume all reafon, 

Without reuolt. This is, and is not Oe{Rd\ 

Within Riyfoule, there doth conduce a fight 

Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeperate, 

Diuides more wider then theskieand earth x 

And yet the fpacious bredth of this diuifion, 

Admits no Orifex for a point as fubtle, 

As Ariacbnes broken woofe to enter : 

Inftance, O inftance ! ftrong as Piutoet gates : 

Gr(^</is mine, tied with the bonds of heauen ; 

Inftance, O inftance, ftrong as heauen it felfe : 

The bonds of heauen are dipt, diflblu*d, and loo8*dy 

And with another knot fiue finger tied, 

The fra6Uons of her faith, orts of her loue : 

The fragments, fcraps, the bits, and greazie retiques, 

Of her ore-eaten faith, are bound to Dlomed 

VliJ. May worthy Urayliu be halfe attached 
With that which here his paflion doth exprefte ? 

Trojr. I Greeke : and that fiiall be divulged well 
In Chandlers, as red as Man his heart 
Inflamed with IJenm : neuer did yong man fiuicy 
With fo eternall,and (o fixt a foule. 
Harke Greek : as much I doe Crtffida loue ; 
So much by weight, hate I her Dlomed^ 
That Sleeue is mine, that heele beare in his Helme : 
Were it a Caske composed by Vulcam skill, 
My Sword (hould bite it : Not the dreadfuU fpout, 
Which Shipmen doe the Hurricano call, 
Cbnftring*d in maffc by the almighty Fenne, 
Shall dixxie with more clamour Neptunes eare 
In his difcent ; then ftiall my prompted fword» 
Falling on Diomed. 

Tber, Heele tickle it for his concupie. 

Troy, O Creffid] O falfe Creffid! falfe, falfe, fiilfe : 
Let all Tntruths ftand by thy ftained name^ 
And theyle feeme glorious. 

yHf. O containe your felfi! : 
Your paflion drawes eares hither. 
Enter o£neas» 

e/flw. I haue beene feeking you this houre my Lord: 
Heffor by this is arming him in Troy. 
jiiax youj Guard, ftaies to conduA you home. 

Troy. Haue with you Prince : my curteous Lord adew: 
Farewell reuolted faire : and Diomed, 
Stand fiift,and weare a Caftle on thy head. 

y/i, lie bring you to the Gates. 

Troy, Accept diftradted thanket. 

Exeunt Troyius^z^MeaAyOndVliffes, 

Tber, Would I could meete that roague Diomed^ I 
would croke like a Rauen : I would bode, I would bode : 
Patroclm will giue me any thing for the intelligence of 
his whore : the Parrot will not doe more for an Almond, 
then he fi)r a commodious drab : Lechery, lechery, ftill 
warres and lechery, nothing elfe holds fiifhion. A burning 
diuell take them. 

Enter Heffer and Aidromacbe, 

And.When was my Lord fo much vngently temper*d, 
To ftop his eares againft admonifliment ? 
Vnarme,vnarme,and doe not fight to day. 

Heff, You traine me to offend you : get yon gone. 



By the euerlafting gods. He goe. 

^d. My dreames will fure proue ominous to the < 
Heff, No more I fay. Enter Cajfandra, 

CaJJa, Where is my brother Hefior ? 
And, Here fifter, arm*d,and bloudy in intent : 
Confort with me in loud and deere petition : 
purTue we him on knees : for I haue dreampt 
of bloudy turbulence ; and this whole night 
Hath nothing beene but {hapes,and formes of flaugh 
Caff, O, *tis true. 

Hefi, Ho ? bid my Trumpet found. 
Caff, No notes of faille, for the heauens, fweet brotl 
HeU. Begon I fay : the gods haue heard me fweare 
Caff, The gods are deafe to hot and peeuiih vowes 
They are polluted ofifrings, more abhord 
Then fpotted Liuers in the facrifice. 

And, O be perfwaded, doe not count it holy, 
To hurt by being iuft ; it is as lawfiill : 
For we would count giue much to as violent thefts, 
And rob in the behalfe of charitie. 

Caff, It is the purpofe that makes ftrong the vovre ; 
But vovres to euery purpofe muft not hold : 
Vnatrae fweete Heffor, 

Heit, Hold you ftill I fay; 
Mine honour keepes the weather of my htt : 
Life euery man holds deere, but the deere man 
Holds honor farre more precious, deere, then life. 

Enter Troylm, 
How now yong man ? roean*ft thou to fight to day ? 

And, Caffandray call my father to perfwade. 

Exit Caffandra, 

HeEi, No faith yong Troylui\ doffe thy hamefle yon 
I am to day ith>aine of Chiualrie : 
Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be ihong ; 
And tempt not yet the bruftiet of the warre. 
Vnarme thee, goe ; and doubt thou not braue boy, 
He ftand to day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Troy, Brother, you haue a vice of mercy in you \ 
Which better fits a Lyon, then a man. 

HeB, What vice is that? good Troylvt chide me for 

Tro^, When many times the captiue Grecian fals, 
£uen in the fiinne and winde of your faire Sword : 
You bid them rife, and Hue. 

Bea, O *tis faire play. 

Troy, Fooles play, by heauen HeShr^ 

HeS, How now? how now? 

Troy, For th*loue of all the gods 
Let*s leaue the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 
And when we haue our Armors buckled on, 
The venom *d vengeance ride vpon our fwords, 
Spur them to ruthfiill worke,reinethem from ruth. 

Hefl, ^ Fie fauage, fie. 

Troy, Heffor^ then 'tis warres. 

Heff. Troyluif I would not haue you fight to day. 

Trn, Who Aould with-hold me ? 
Not fate,^bedience,nor the hand of Mart, 
Beckning with fierie trunchion my retire ; 
Not PriamuSfZnd Hecuba on knees; 
Their eyes ore-galled with recourfe of teares ; 
Nor you my brother, with your true fword drawne 
OppoPd to hinder me,ftiould ftop my way: 
But by my ruine. 

Enter Priam and Caffandra, 

Caff. Lay hold vpon him Priam, hold him faft : 
He is thy crutch ; now if thou loofe thy ftay. 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 
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together. 

OT. Come H<^r, come, goe backe: 
fe hath dreampt : th]r mother hath had vifiont; 
'ra doth forefee; and I my felfe, 
e a Prophet fuddenly em apt, 
thee that this day is ominous : 
c»re come backe. 
} ty£»tat is a field, 
do ftand engag*d to many Greekes, 
1 the faith of Taloor, to appeare 
loming to them, 
m. I, but thou ihalt not goe, 
?. I muft not breake my ^ith : 
now me dutifiill, therefore deare fir, 
I not fhame refped ; but giue me leaue 
e that courfe by your confent and voice, 
I you doe here forbid me, Royall Priam. 

O PritfM, yeelde not to him. 
'• Doe notdeere father. 
'. Amdromaebe I am ofFended with you t 
the loue you beare me, get you in. 

Exit Androtmacbe^ 
f. This fboliih, dreaming, fupeHHtious girle , 

all thefe bodements. 
Z O farewell, deere Hifior x 
how thou dieft ; lookc how thy eye turnes pale : 
how thy wounds doth bleede at many venu : 
how Troy roares ^ how Hecitba cries out } 
oore •Axdremacbe fhrils her dolour forth ; 
I diftradion, frensie,and amazement, 
itleiTe Antickes one another meete, 
U cry Htaor^Heaors dead : O HtOor \ 
^. A way, away. 

. Farewell :yes,roft: HtBorl take my leaue; 
do*fl thy relfe,and all our Troy deceioe* Exit, 

9. You are amaz*d,my Liege, at her exclaime : 
I and cheere the Towne, weele forth and fight : 
eedes of praife, and tell you them at night. 
am. Farewell : the gods with iafetie fland about 

jilarum, 
y. They are at it, harke : proud Diomed^ beleeue 
e to looie my arme, or winne my fleeue* 

Enter Pandar. 

nd. Doe you heare my Lord ? do you heare? 

y. What now ? 

wd* Here*s a Letter come firom yond poore girle. 

yy. Let me reade. 

id, A whorfon tificke, a whorfon rafcally tificke, 

ttbles me; and the foolifh fortune of this girle, and 

one thing, what another, that I fhall leaue you one 

dayes : and I haue a rheume in mine eyes too; and 

a ache in my bones ; that Ynlefle a man wer& curil, 

not tell what to thinke on*t. What (ayet ihee 

? 

9y. Wordsy words, mecre words, no matter from 

the heart; 
leA doth operate another way. 
rinde to winde, there tumc and change together : 
lue ^th words and errors ftiU fhe feedet ; 
iifies another with her deedes. 
md. Why, but heare you / 
oy. Hence brother lackie ; ignomie and fhame 
e thy life,and Hue aye ynth thy name. 

ji Lantm, Exttmt^ 



Bntir Tberfiei tnexcurjm. 

Tier, Now they are clapper-clawnng one another , He 
goe looke on : that difTembling abbominable varlet Z)f0- 
mede, has got that fame fcuruie, doting, foolifh yong 
knauesSleeue of Troy, there in his Helme: I would fiune 
fee them meet; that, that fame yong Troian afre,that loues 
the whore there, might fend that Greekifh whore-mai- 
flerly villaine, with the Sleeue, backe to the difTembling 
luxurious drabbe, of a fleeuelefTe erraot.O*th*tother fide, 
the pollicie of thofe crafde fwearing rafcals; that flole 
old Moufe-eaten dry cheefe, ^i^r:and that fame dog- 
foxe yiijes* is not prou'd worth a Black-berry. They fet 
me vp m pollicy, that mungrill curre j^Xf againft that 
dogge of as bad a kinde,>^^/7/es. And now is the curre 
j£ax prouder then the curre Acbii/eSf and will not arme 
to day. Whereupon, the Grecians began to proclaime 
barbarifme ; and pollicie growes into an ill opinion. 

£nter Diomed and Troyliu, 
Soft, here comes Sleeue, and th*other. 

Troy. Flye not : for fliould'fl thou take the Riuer Sdx, 
I would fwim after. 

D'tom, Thou do*fl mifcall retire : 
I doe not flye; but aduantagious care 
Withdrew me firom the oddes of multitude ; 
Haue at thee ? 

Tber, Hold thy whore Grecian t now for thy whore 
Troian : Now the Sleeue, now the Sleeue. 
Euter Heihr, 
Hea.Whzt art thou Greek? art thou for He^rt matchf 
Art thou of bloud,and honour? 

Tber. No, no ; I am a rafcall : a fcuruie railing knaue : 
a very filthy roague. 

Heff. I doe beleeue thee. Hue. 

Tber, God a mercy, that thou wilt beleeue me ; but a 
plague breake thy necke — ^for frighting me : what*8 be- 
come of the wenching rogues ? I thinke they haue 
fwallowed one anothar. I would laugh at that mira- 
cle— —yet in a fort, lecherie eates it felfe : He feeke them. 

Exit, 
Enter Diomed and Seruantt, 
Dio. Goe, goe, my feruantjtake thou Tr^lm Horfe; 
Prefent the fiiire Steede to my Lady OeJ/idi 
Fellow, commend my feruice to her beauty; 
Tell her, I haue chaftiPd the amorous Troyan. 
And am her Knight by proofis. 

Ser, I goe my Lord. Enter Agamemnon, 

Aga, Renew, renew, the fierce Portdamm 
Hath beate downe Menon x baftard Margarelon 
Hath Doreiu prifoner. 

And ftands OilofTus-wife wauing his beame, 
Vpon the pafhed courfes of the Kings : 
Efiftrofue and CedtUy Polixines is flaine ; 
AmpbimaeuSy ind Tbom deadly hurt; 
Patroclut tane or flaine, and falamedet 
Sore hurt and bruifed ; the dreadfoU Sagtttary 
Appauls our numbers, hafte we Diomed 
To re-enforcement, or we perifh all. 
. Enter Neftor, 
Nefi. Coe beare Patroclm body to Aebilles, 
And bid the fnaile-pacM •><««« arme for fhame; 
There is a thoufand Hedort in the field : 
Now here he fights on Gaiatbe his Horfe, 
And there lacks worke: anonhe*s there a foote. 
And there they flye or dye, like fcaled fculs. 

Before 
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Before the belching Whale ; then is he yonder, 
And there the ftraying Greekes, ripe for his edge^ 
Fall downe before him, like the mowers fwath ; 
Here,tbere,and euery where, he leaaes and takes { 
DfiXteritic fo obaying appetite. 
That what he will, he does, and does £o much, 
That proofe is call'd impoffibility» 

Enter VMtu 

Viif, Oh, courage, courage Princes : great Achilks 
Is arming, weeping, curfing, vowing vengeance \ 
Fatrocims wounds haue rouz*d his drowsie bloud. 
Together with his mangled Myrnddom^ 
That nofeleiTe, handlefle, hackt and chipt^come to him ) 
Crying on Hefhr, Aiax hath loft a friend, 
And foames at mouth, and he is arm*d,and at it : 
Roaring for Tnylus \ who bath done to day. 
Mad and fantafticke execution ; 
Enga^ng and redeeming of himfelfe. 
With fuch a carelefle force, and fbrceleflfe care. 
As if that luck in very fpight of cunning, bad him win all. 
Enter Aiax. 

Aia, TroyliUj thou coward Troylus, Rieiu 

*D;p. I, there, there. 

Neft. So,ro, we draw together. Sxitm 

Enter Acbilieu 

AcbiL Where ii this HeShr ? 
Gome, come, thou boy-queller,ihew thy 6ce t 
Know what it is to meete AehilUi angry. 
ii!r^r, wher*s He6ior} I will none botHir^r. Exit. 

Enter j£ax. 

Aia. 7rojr/M,thou coward TrojfIsUffhe:w thy head. 
Enter Diomed. 

Diom. Troyius, I fay, wher*s Troyltu ? 

jCa. What would*ft thou ? 

Diom. I would corred him. 

Aia. Were I the Generall, 
Thou ihould*ft haue my office, 
Ere that corredion : Treylu* I fay, what Trtylat ? 
Enter Treylax. 

Troy. Oh traitour ^ ionud \ 
Tume thy falfe face thou traytor. 
And pay thy life thou oweft me for my horfe, 

Dio. Ha, art thou there ? 

jUa. lie fight with him alone, fbndlDiniMi^. 

Dio* He is my prise, I will not looke rpon. 

Troy. Cbme both you coging Greekes, haue at yon 
both. Exit Troylui. 

Enter HeOor. 
Hea. Yea Troy/us} O well fought my yongeft Brother. 
Enter Acbil/es. 

Acbil. Now doe I fee thee $ haue at thee Heffcr* 

Hea. Paufe if thou wilt. 

AcbiL I doe difdaine thy curtefie,proud Troian} 
Be happy that my armet are out of vfe t 
My reft and negligence befi-iends thee now. 
But thou anon fhalt heare of nae againe t 
Till when,goe feeke thy fortune. Sxb* 

Hea. Fare thee well ! 
I would haue beene much more a f^fher man, 
Had I expeded thee : how now my Brother? 
Enter Troylux, 

Troy. Aiax hath tane c/£neae', fhall it be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heauen. 
He fhall not carry him t He be tane too, 
Or bring him ofF: Faee heare me what I fay ; 



I wreake not, though thou end my life to day. i 

Enter one in ^Armour, 

Hea. Stand, fbnd, thou Greeke, 
Thou art a goodly marke : 
No? wilt thou not ? I like thy armour weily 
He fhifh it, and vnlocke the riucts all, 
But He be maifter of it : wilt thou not beaft abide? 
Why then flye on, He hunt thee for thy bide. J 

Enter Acbillet witb Myrmdom. 

Acbil. Come here about me you my Myrmid^itt : 
Marke what I fay ; attend me where I wheele i 
Strike not a fbxMike, but keepe your feluea in Ineatfa ) 
And when I haue the bloudy Heaor found. 
Empale him with your weapons round about! 
In felleft manner execute your arme. 
Follow me firs, and my proceedings eye $ 
It is decreed, Hiaor the great muft dye. k 

Enter Tberfiet^Memlem^and Fmru, 

Tber. The Cuckold and the Cuckold malcer are a 
now bull, now dogge, lowe ; Fork k>we ; now my < 
ble hen^d fparrowj lowe Farit^ lowcj the Imli baa 
game : ware horaes bo ? 

Exit fori sad MmtUm* 
Enter ^Bafiard. 

Bafi, Tume fiaue and fight. 

Tber, What art thou / 

Baft, A Bafhrd Sonne of Friam. 

Tber. I am a Baftnrd too, I loue Baffavds, I am a 
ftard begot, Bafbrd inffaruded,Bafbrd in miade, Bai 
in valour, in euery thing illegitinute t one Beare will 
bite another, and wherefore fbould one Bafbrd? i 
heede,the quarrtPs moft ominous to vs : if the Sonne 
whore fight for a whore, he tempts iodgemeat :fiuT 
Baftard. 

'Baft. The diuell take thee coward. Em 

Enter Heaor, 

Hea, Moft putrified core fo falre without : 
Thy goodly armour thus lutb coft thy life. 
Now is my dales worke done $ He take good breath i 
Reft Sword, thou haft thy fill of bloud and death. 
Enter Acbil/es and bit Myrmidons. 

AcbiL Looke Heaor bow the Sunne begtna Co (eti 
How vgly night comes breathing at hu heeles, 
Euen with the vaile and darJdng of the Sunne. 
To clofe the day vp, Heaors life is done. 

Hea. I am vaarmM, fbrgoe this vantage Oieeke. 

AcbiL Strike fisUowes, ftrike, this is the nuin I feek 
So Hlion fall thou : now Troy finke downe $ 
Here lyes thy heart, thy finewes, and thy bono. 
On Mynmdem^cij you all a nuine, 
AebiUa liatb the mighty Heaor flaine. ^^ 

Harke, a retreat vpoo our Grecian part. 

Gret. The Troian Trumpets founds the like my L 

Acti, The dragon wing of night ore-fpfedi the ei 
And flickler-like the Armies feperates 
My halfe fupt Sword, that frankly would haue fed, 
Pleas*d with this dain^ bed } thus goea to bed. 
Cbme, tft hb body to my hories tayle { 
Along the field, I will the Troian traile. Ext 

Sound Retrwtt, SMVf • 

Enter Amtemnonf j&utf MeneUmi^ Neftttf 
Diomedf etndtbe r^ wuvtbimg. 

Aga. Harke, barkey what fhoot is that? 
N^. Peace Drums. 



SoLAci 



\ 



Troylus and Crefsida. 


cbilles.AchilliSyHiai^'M Qiunc^Acbillii. 


Stay yet; you yile abhominable Tent^ 


be bruice is, Htaor*§ flaine,and by Acbiiia, 


Thus proudly plght vpon our Phrygian plaines : 


it be foy yet bnglefle let it be : 


Let Titan rife as early as he dare. 


for was a man as good as he. 


He through, and through you;5e thou great fiz*d coward: 


March patiently along ; let one be fent 


No fpace of Earth ihall funder our two hates. 


IMles fee vs at our Tent. 


He haunt thee, like a wicked confcience ftill, 


eath the gods haoe vs befrended, 


That mouldeth goblins fwift as frenfies thoughts. 


J u ours^and oar fliarpe wan are ended. 


Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort goe : 


SxtUMt, 


Hope of reaenge,ihall hide our inward woe. 


t^EmtMy Paritf Antbenor and Dttpbmbm, 


Enter Pandarm. 


Stand hoe, yet are we maifters of the field. 


Tand, But heare vou ? heare you ? 

Trey. H^nce broker, lackie,ignomy,and ihame 


: home \ here ftarue we out the night. 


Enter Troylus. 


Purfue thy life, and line aye with thy name. Exeunt. 


HeBmr is flaine. 


Pan, A goodly medcine for mine akingbones : oh world. 


%^r? the gods forbid. 


world, world I thus b the poore agent difpifde : Oh trai- 
toun and bawdes ; how eameftly are you (et aworke, and 


Hee's dead : and at the murtheren Horfes taile, 


fort, drag'd through the fhamefuU Field.! 


how ill re<]uited ? why fliould our indeuour be fo defir*d, 


n you heauens, iSt€t your rage with fpeede t 


and the performance fo loath*d? What Verfe for it? what 


pon your throanes,and fmilc at Troy. 


inftance for it ? let me fee. 


ace, let yourbriefe plagues be mercy. 


Full merrily the humble Bee doth fing, 


tr not our fure deftru^ons on. 


Till he hath loft his hony,and his fting. 


My Lord, you doe difcomfbrt all the Hoftc. 


And being once fubdu'd in armed taile. 


You vnderftand me not, that tell me £o : 


Sweete bony, and fvreete notes together faile. 


fpeake of flight, of feare,of death, 


Good traders in the flefh,fet this in your painted doathes; 


ill imminence that gods and men, 


As many as be here of Panden hall, 


their dangen in. Hefhr is gone : 


Your eyes halfe out, weepe out at Pandar*% fall : - 


\ XtM Priam £o> ot Hecuba} 


Or if you cannot weepe, yet giue fome grones; 


bat will a fcreechoule aye be callM, 


Though not for me, yet for your akingbones : 


Troy, and iay there, ffrfler's dead : 


Brethren and fiflers of the hold-dore trade. 


I word will Priam tume to ftone; 


Some two months hence, my will fhall here be made : 


ls,and Nkhes of the maides and wiues; 


It ihould be now, but that my feare is this : 


ucs of the youth : and in a word. 


Some galled Goofe of Winchefter would hiflTe ; 


oy out of it felfe. But march away. 


Till then. He fweate, and feeke about for eafes $ 


lead : there is no more to fay. 


And at that time bequeath you my difeafes. Exeunt. 
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The Tragedy of Coriolanus: 



ft^Sius Primus. Sccena^rima. 




Sat€r M Company of ^Muiinotu Gtmemt^xwtb Staua^ 
Cluht^and other weapons. 

I. C'uhuu, 
Eibre we proceed any further, heare me fpeake. 
jilL Speake, fpeake. 

I. Gt. Yoa are all reibla*d rather to dy then 
to faxniih ? 

jfll. RefoluM, refolaM. 

i.Gi/. Firft you know, Qaius Martha is chiefe enemy 
to the people. 

jtll. We know'tjwe know*t. 

i.^i/.Let TS kill him, and wee*l haue Come at our own 
price. Ii'taVerdia? 

tAl/.'So more talking on*t; Let it be done, avray, away 

%,Gt, One word, good Cidzent. 

l,Gt. We are accounted poore Citixens, the Patri- 
cians good : what Authority lurfets one, would releeue 
Tt. If they would yeelde vs but the fuperfluitie while it 
were wholfome, wee might guefle they releeued vs hu- 
manely : But they thinke we are too deere, the leannefTe 
that afHids ts, the obie^ of our mifery, u as an inuento- 
ry to particularise their abundance, our fufferance is a 
gaine to them. Let vs reuenge this with our Pikes, ere 
we become Rakes. For the Gods know, I fpeake this in 
hunger for Bread, not in thirft for Reuenge. 

i.Grf. Would you proceede efpecially againft Cauts 
tMartius. 

Ml, Againfl him firft : He*s a very dog to the Com- 
monalty. 

%.Qit, Confider you what Semices he ha*s done for his 
Country ^ 

\,Gt. Very well, and could bee content to giue him 
good report ^r*t, but that hee payes himfelfe with bee- 
bg proud. 

AU. Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly. 

I . Cr. I fay vnto you, what he hath done Famouflie, 
be did it to that end : though foft confcienc*d men can be 
content to fay it was for his Countrey,*he did it to pleafe 
his Mother,and to be partly proud, which he is, euen to 
tile altitude oi his vertue. 

2.Gf/. What he cannot helpe in his Nature , you ac- 
count a Vice in him : You muft in no way fay he is co- 



\,Qit* If I muft not, I neede not be barren of Accufa- 
tions he hath £iults (with furplus)to tyre in repetition. 

Shvtx witbin. 
What ihowts are thefe ? The other fide a*th City is rifen: 
why ftay we prating heeref To th*Capitoll. 

jUL Come, come. 
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I Gt, Sof^, who comes heere? 

Enter Menenius Agnppa, 
a Gt, Worthy Meneniiu tAgrippa^ one that hath al- 
waycs lou*d the people. 

1 CiV. He*s one honeft enough, wold al the reft wer fo. 
Men, What work*s my Countrimen in hand? 

Where go you with Bats and Clubs? The matter 
Speake I pray you. 

2 Gt» Our bufines is not vnknowne to th*Senat, they 
haue had inkling this fortnight what we intend to do , w 
now weeM fhew em in deeds : they fay poore Saters haue 
ftrong breaths, they fhal know we haue ftrong arms too. 

Menen, Why Mafters,my good Friends, mine honeft 
Neighbours, will you vndo your feluesf 

2 Gt, We cannot Sir, we are vndone already* 
Men. I tell you Friends, moft charitable care 

Haue the Patricians of you for your wants. 
Your fufFering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Heauen with your ftaues, as lift them 
Againft the Roman State, whofe courfe will on 
The way it takes : cracking ten thoufand Curbcs 
Of more ftrong linke afTunder, then can euer 
Appeare in your impediment. For the Dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians make it, and 
Your knees to them ^not armes) muft helpe. Alacke, 
You are tranfported by Calamity 
Thcther, where more attends you, and you fiander 
The Helmes o*th Sute; who care for you like Fathers, 
When you curfe them, as Enemies. 

2 Gt. Care for vs*' True indeed, they nere car*d for y% 
yet. Suffer vs to famifii,and their Store-houfes cramm*d 
with Graine : Make Edi€b for Vfurie, to fupport Vfu- 
rers; repeale daily any wholfome A^ eftabliihed againft 
the rich, and prouide more piercing Statutes daily, to 
chaine vp and reftraine the poore. If the Warres eate vs 
not vppe, they will \ and there*s allthe loue they beare 
▼s. 

Menen* Either you muft 
ConfeiTe your felues wondrous Malicious, 
Or be accused of Folly. I (hall tell you 
A pretty Tale, it may be you haue heard it. 
But fince it ferues my purpofe, I will Tenture 
To fcale*t a little more. 

%Othun, Well, 
He heare it Sir : yet you muft not thinke 
To fobbe off our difgrace with a tale ; 
But and*t pleafe you deliuer. 

Mm.There was a time, when all the bodies members 
Rebeird againft the Belly; thus accused it: 
That onely like a Gulfe it did remaine 

a a rth 
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^*ch midd*ft a th*body, idle and vnadiue. 

Still cubbording the Viand, neuer bearing 

Like labour with the reft, where th*other Inftrumenti 

Did fee, and heare, deuife, inftru^,walke,feele. 

And mutually participate, did mioifter 

Vnto the appetite; and affe^ion common 

Of the whole body, the Belly anfwer*d. 

i.GrV. Well fir, what anfwer made the Belly, 

Mtn, Sir, I AaH tell you with a kinde of Smile, 
Which nt*re came from the Lungs, but eaen thut : 
For looke you I may make the belly Smile, 
As well as fpeake, it taintingly replyed 
To*th*difcontenred Members, the mutinous parts 
That enuied his receite : euen (b moft fitly, 
As you maligne our Senators, for that 
They are not fuch as you. 

%,Gt, Your Bellies anfwer : What 
The Kingly crown*d head, the vigilant eye. 
The Counuilor Heart, the Arme oar Souldier,! 
Our Steed the Legge, the Tongue our Trumpeter, 
With other Muniments and petty helpes 
In this our Fabricke, if that they 

<Mtn, What then? Foreme, this Fellow fpeakes. 
What then? What then ? 

'% dt. Should by the Cormorant belly be reftrain*dy 
Who is the finke a th*body. 

Men, Well, what then ? 

2.Gtr. The former Agents, if they did complainc. 
What could the Belly anfwer? 

Atin. I will tell you. 
If you*l beftow a fmall ( of what you haue little) 
Patience awhile; you*ft heare the Bellies anfwer. 

%.Gt, Varc long about it. 

e^em. Note me this good Friend ; 
Your moft graue Belly was deliberate. 
Not raih like his Accufers,and thus anfwered. 
True is it my Incorporate Friends( quoth he) 
That I receiue the generall Food at firft 
Which you do Hue vpon : and fit it if, 
Becaufe I am the Store-hou(e,and the Shop 
Of the whole Body. But, if you do remember, 
I fend it through the Riuen of your blood 
Euen to the G>art, the Heart, to thTeate o*th*Braine, 
And through the Crankes and Offices of man. 
The ftrongeft Nerues, and fmall inferiour Veines 
From me receiue that naturall competence 
Whereby they Kue« And though that all at once 
(You my good Friends, this fayes the Belly )marke me. 

%,Ct, I fir, well, well. 

Mm, Though all at once, cannot 
See what I do deliuer out to each. 
Yet I can make my Awdit vp, that all 
From me do backe receiue the Flowre of all. 
And leaue me but the Bran. What fay you too*t ? 

%.Gt, It was an anfwer, how apply you this? 

Men, The Senators of Rome, are this good Belly, 
And you the mutinous Members : For examine 
Their Counfailes, and their Caresjdifgeft things righdy. 
Touching the Weale a*th Common, you ikall finde 
No publique benefit which you receiue 
But it proceeds, or comes from them to you. 
And no way from your felues. What do you thinke ? 
You, the great Toe of this AiTembly ^ 

t.Gt, I the great Toe ? Why the great Toe ? 

Men. For that being one o*th lowcft,bafeft,pooreft 
Of this moft wife Rebellion, thou goeft formoft : 



Thou Raicall, that art worft in blood to run, 
Lead*ft firft to win fome vantage. 
But make you ready your ftifFe bats and cluba, 
Rome, and her Rats, are at the point of battell, 
The one fide muft haue.baile. 

Enter Caha Martha. 
Hiyle, Noble tMartm, 

A&r. Thanks. What's the matter you dififentioas rogua 
That rubbing the poore Jtch of yoor Opinion^ 
Make your telues Scabs. 

%.Gt, We haue euer your good word. 

MarMe that will giue good words to thee, wil flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you haue, you Curta, 
That like nor Peace, nor Warre ? The one affrights you. 
The other makes you proud. He that trufb to you. 
Where he ihould finde you Lyons, findes ywi Hares : 
Where Foxes, Geefe you are: No furer,no, 
Then is the coale of fire vpon the Ice, 
Or Hailftone in the Sun. Yoor Vertue is. 
To make him worthy, whoie ofilence fubdaet him. 
And curfe that luftice did it. Who deferucs Grcatna, 
Deferues yocur Hate i and your AfiFedions are 
A fickmans Appetite ; who defires moft that 
Which would encreafe his euill. He that depends 
Vpon your fiiuoiirs, fwlmmeswith finnes of Leade, 
And hewes downe Oakes,with nifties. Hang ye:tnift ye? 
With euery Minute you do change a Minde, 
And call him Noble, that was now your Hate; 
Him vilde, that was your GarUind. Whati's the matter, 
That in theie feuerall pUces of the Citie, 
You cry againft the Noble Senate, who 
(Vnder the Gods) keepe you in awe, which die 
Would feede on one another? What's their feeking ? 

Men. For Come at their owne rates, wberof they (ay 
The Citie is well ftor'd. 

9^ar. Hang *em : They fiiy ? 
They*l fit by th'fire, and prefume to know 
What's done i'th CapitoU : Who's like to rife. 
Who thriues,^ who declines: Side fadions,& giue oat 
Conie^rall Marriages, making parties fhong. 
And feebling ibch as ftand not in their liking. 
Below their cobled Shooes. They fay ther's grain enough? 
Would the Nobility lay afide their ruth. 
And let me vfe my Sword, Fde make a Quarrie 
With thoufands of thefcquarter'd flaues,as high 
As I could picke my Lance. 

Menen. Nay thefe are almoft thoroughly perfwadcd: 
For though abundantly they Ucke difcretion 
Yet are they paising Cowardly. But I bcfieech yon. 
What fayes the other Troope ? 

Mar. They are diflblu'd : Hang em ; 
They laid they were an hungry, figh'd forth Pkooerbcs 
That Hunger-broke ftone wals: that dogges moft eate 
That meate was made for mouths. That the godi feat boC 
Cornc for the Richmen ondy : With thefe ftireds 
They vented their Complainings, which being aaiwcr'd 
And a petition granted them, a ffarange one. 
To breake the heart of geaerofity. 
And make bold power looke pale, they threw thdr cap 
As they would hang them on the homes a'th Moonc, 
Shooting their Emulation. 

Menen. What is graunted them? 

Mar. Fiue Tribunes to defend their vulgar wiOoflM 
Of their owne choice. One's Innau ^rafw, 
Sicinins Velututf and I know not. Sdeath, 

The 
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The rabble (hould haue firft ynroo*ft the City 
Ere fo pretiayrd with me j it will in time 
Win ypon power,and throw forth greater Theamea 
For Inforre^ont arguing. 

Memtm. This is ftrange. 

Msr, Go get you home you Fragments. 
Enter a Meffenger baftilj, 

Mej: Where's Cairn Mart'm ? 

Msr, Heere: what's the matter? 

JMr/I The newes is fir, the Volcies are in Armes. 

Mar. I am glad on't, then we ihall ha meanes to vent 
Onr muftie fuperfiuity. See our beft Elders. 

Eater Sicinim Velutus^ Aftmta Brutui Comtntm^ Tittu 
LarthUf wtb other Senatourt. 

I. Sen. cM'arthis *tis true, that you haue lately told vs. 
The Voices are in Armes. 

Mar, They haue a Leader, 
T«//jM Aitffutm that will put you too*t: 
I finne in enuying his Nobility ; 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
I would wi(h me onely he. 

Com. You haue fought together } 

Biletr, Were halfe to halfe the world by th'eares, tc he 
vpon my partie, Tde reuolt to make 
Onely my warres with him. He is a Lion 
That I am proud to hunt. • 

i.&iv. Then worthy Martttu^ 
Attend vpon Comtniut to thefe Warres, 

Com, It is your former promife. 
Mar. Sir it is. 
And I am conftant : Tttus Lucius^ thou 
Shalt fee me once more ftr'ike at Tuihis face. 
What art thou ftifFe? Stand'fl out? 

Tit. No Caius Martius, 
He leane vpon one Crutch, and fight with tother. 
Ere ftay behinde this Bufinefife, 

Men. Oh true-bred. 

Sen, Your Company to' th*Capitoll, where I know 
Onr greateft Friends attend vs. 

Tit. Lead you on : Follow CominiuSf wt muft followe 
you, right worthy you Priority. 

Ctm. Noble Martins, 

Sen, Hence to your homes, be gone. 

Atar. Nay let them follow, 
The Voices haue much Come : take thefe Rats thither. 
To gnaw their Garners. Worfhipfiill Motiners^ 
Your valour puts well forth : Pray follow. Exennt, 

Gtinens JieaU away. Manet Sicin.& Brutnu 

Siein. Was euer man fo proud as u this Martins} 

9r». He has no equal! . 

5(ri«.When we were chofen Tribunes for thejpeople. 

9nr. Mark'd you his lip and eyes. 

Svein, Nay, but his taunts. 

9rar. Being mou'd,he will not fpare to gird the Gods. 

SUin, Bcmocke the modeft Moone. 

Bm. The prefcnt Warres deuoure him, he is growne 
Too proud to be fo valiant. 

Sidn, Such a Nature, tickled with good fuccefle, dif- 
dainet the (hadow which he treads on at noone,but I do 
wonder, his infolence can brooke to be commanded vn- 
der Cominius ? 

Bm, Fame, at the which he aymes, 
In whom already he's well grac'd, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain'd then by 
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A place below the firft : for what mifcarries 
Shall be the Generals fault, though he performe 
To th'vtmoft of a man, and giddy cenfure 
Will then cry ont of eMartius : Oh, if he 
Had borne the bufineiTe. 

^riii« Befides, if things go well. 
Opinion that fo ftickes on Martins ^ (hall 
Of his demerits rob Cominins, 

^rn. Come t halfe all Cominins Honors are to Martins 
Though Martins earn*d them not : and all his foulta 
To Martins ihall be Honors, though indeed 
In ought he merit not. 

&ein. Let's hence, and heare 
How the difpatch is made, and in what faihion 
More then his fingularity, he goes 
Vpon this prefent Adion. 

9rtf. Let's along. Exennt 

Enter Tnllns Anffi(Uns witb Senators of Coriolns, 

\,Sen, So, your opinion is Auffidins^ 
That they of Rome are entred in our Couniailes, 
And know how we proceede, 

j^f. Is it not yours ? 
What euer haue bin thought one in this State 
That could be brought to bodily a€l, ere Rome 
Had circumuention : 'tis not foure dayes gone 
Since I heard thence, thefe are the words, I thinke 
I; haue the Letter heere : yes, heere it u; 
They haue preft a Power, but it is not knowne 
Whether for Eaft or Weft : the Dearth is great. 
The people Mutinous : And it is rumour'd, 
Cominins ^Martins your old Enemy 
(Who is of Rome worfe hated then of you) 
And Tuns Lartins^ a moft valiant Roman, 
Thefo three leade on this Preparation 
Whether 'tis bent t moft likely, 'tis for you : 
Confiderof it. 

i.Sen, Our Armie'sin the Field : 
We neuer yet made doubt but Rome wu ready 
To anfwer vs« 

Anf. Nor did you thinke it folly, 
To keepe your great pretences vayl'd, till when 
They needs muft ihew themfelues, which in the hatchbg 
It feem'd appear'd to Rome. By the difcouery. 
We ihalbe fhortned in our ayme, which was 
To uke in many Tovmes, ere (almoft)Rome 
Should know we were a-foot. 

^.Sen, 'Sohlt A^tdins^ 
Take your Commiflion, hye you to your Bands, 
Let vs alone to guard Corioies 
If they fet downe before's : for the remoue 
Bring vp your Army : but (\ thinke) you'l finde 
Th'haue not prepar'd for vs. 

Auf. O doubt not that, 
I fpeake from Certainties. Nay more. 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already. 
And onely hitherward. I leaue your Honors. 
If we, and Cains Martins chance to meete, 
*Tis fworne betweene vs, we (hall euer ftrike 
Till one can do no more. 

AIL The Gods aisift you. 

Auf, And keepe your Honors fafe. 

l.Sen, Farewell. 

%.Sen, Farewell. 

All, Farewell. Exennt omnes, 

a a a Enter 
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Enter yolumnla and Virglliaf mother and wfe to Martins: 
They Jet them downe on t»o IvmeftooUs and Jcf^e, 

Volnm, I prav you daughter fing, or expreflfe your Ctlft 
in a more comfortable fort : If my Sonne were my Huf- 
band, 1 fhould freelier reioyce in that abfence wherein 
he wonne Honor, then in the embracements of his Bed , 
where he would ihew moft loue. When yet hee was but 
tender-bodied, and the onely Sonne of my womb; when 
youth with comelineiTe pluck*d all gaze his way ; when 
for a day of Kings entreaties, a Mother fhould not iel him 
an houre from her beholding; I confidering how Honour 
would become fuch a perfon, that it was no better then 
Pidure-like to hang by thVall, if renowne made it not 
ftirre, was pleased to let him feeke danger, where he was 
like to finde £ime : To a cruell Warre I fent him, from 
whence he retum*d, his browes bound with Oake. I tell 
thee Daughter, I fprang not more in ioy at firft hearing 
he was a Man-child, then now in firft feeing he had pro- 
ued himielfe a man. 

yirg. But had he died in the BufineiTe Madame, how 
then f 

Velum. Then his good report fhould haue beene my 
Sonne, I therein would haue found iflue. Heare me pro- 
hfft fincerely, had I a dozen fons each in my loue alike, 
and none lefTe deere then thine, and my good Martins^ I 
had rather had eleuen dye Nobly for their Countrey, then 
one voluptuoufly furfet out of A^on. 
Enter a Gentlrmeman. 

Gent, Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vifit you. 

Vtrg. Befeech you giue me leaue to retire my felfe. 

Volum. Indeed you flull not : 
Me thinkes, I heare hither your Husbands Drunune s 
See him plucke nAuffidius downe by th'haire : 
(As children from a Beare) the Voices fhunning him : 
Me thinkes I fee him ftampe thus, and call thus. 
Come on you Cowards, you were got in feare 
Though you were borne in Rome ; his bloody brow 
With his maird hand, then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a Ham eft man, that task*d to mowe 
Or all, or loofe his hyre. 

Virg, His bloody Brow ?Oh lupiter, no blood. 
Volum. Away you Foole ; it more becomes a man| 
Then gilt his Trophe. The brefts of Htcuba 
When fhe did fuckle tiedor, look*d not louelier 
Then HeSlors fbrhead, when it fpit forth blood 
At Grecian fword. Contenning, tell Valeria 
We are fit to bid her welcome. Exit Gent, 

Vir. Heauens blefle my Lord from fell Auffidius, 
Vol, Hee*l beat Auffidius head below his knee, 
And treade vpon his necke. 

Enter Valeria with an VJher^ and a Gentlev^oman. 

Val. My Ladies both good day to you.| 

Vol, Sweet Madam. 

Vir, I am glad to fee your Ladyfhip. 

Val. How do you both ? You are manifeft houfe-kee- 
pers. What are you (owing heere ? A fine fpotte in good 
fiuth. How does your little Sonne ? 

Vtr, I thanke your Lady-ftiip : Well good Madam. 

Vol. He had rather fee the fwords, and heare a Drum, 
then looke vpon his Schoolmafter. 

Val. A my word the Fathen Sonne : He fweare 'tis a 
very pretty boy. A my troth, I look*d vpon him a Wenf- 
day halic an houre together : ha*s fuch a confirmed coun- 



tenance. I (aw him run zher a gilded Butterfly, 
he caught it, he let it go againe, and after it agaii 
uer and ouer he comes, and vp againe : catcht it i 
whether his fall enrag*d him, or how *twas, hee 
hu teeth, and teare it. Oh, I warrant how he mi 
it. 

Vol, One on*s Fathers moods. 

Val. Indeed la, tis a Noble childe. 

Virg, A Cracke Madam. 

Val, Come, lay afide your ftitchery, I muft 
play the idle Hufwife with me this afternoone. 

Vtrg. No (good Madam) 
I will not out of doores. 

Val. Not out of doores ? 

Volum, She (hall, (he (haU. 

Vtrg. Indeed no, by your patience ; He not 
threfliold, till my Lord retume from the Warres. 

Val. Fye, you confine your felfe moft vnrn 
Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady that lies ii 

Virg, I will wifh her fpeedy ftrength, and 
with my prayers : but I cannot go thither. 

Volum, Why 1 pray you. 

Vlug. *Tis not to faue labour, nor that I want 

Val, You would be another Venelope : yet the 
the yearne fhe fpun in Vlijfes abfence, did but fi 
full of Mothes. Come, 1 would your Cambrick \ 
fible as your finger, that you might leaue pricki 
pitie. Come you ftiall go with vs. 

Vir, No good Madam, pardon me, indeed I 
fborth. 

Val. In truth la go with me, and He tell you 
newes of your Husband. 

Vtrg. Oh good Madam, there can be none yei 

Vat, Verily I do not left with you: there car 
from him laft night. 

Vir. Indeed Madam. 

Val. In earneft it*s true ; I heard a Senatour f 
Thus it is : the Volcies haue an Army forth, aga 
Cominius the Generall is gone, with one part of 
mane power. Your Lord, and Titus Lartius, are 
before their Citie CarioleSf they nothing doubt 
ling,and to make it breefe Warres* This is true 
Honor, and fo I pray go with vs* 

Virg, Giue me excufe good Madame, I will 
in euery thing heereafter. 

Vol. Let her alone Ladie,a8 (he is now s 
She will but di(ea(e our better mirth. 

Valeria. In troth I thinke (he would : 
Fare you well then. Come good fweet Ladie. 
Prythee Virgilia tume thy folemnefTe out a doore 
And go along with vs. 

Vtrgil, No 
At a word Madam ; Indeed I muft not, 
I wi(h you much mirth. 

Val. Well, then farewell. Exeu 

Enter t^artiuSy Titus Lartius^ with DrummtM 
lours f with Captainet and SouldierSf M 
before the Gty Csrialus : to them 
a cMeJfenger, 

Martins. Yonder comes Newes : 
A Wager they haue met. 
Lar. My horfe to yours, no* 
Mar, Tis done. 
Lart, Agreed. 
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fMar. Say, ha*s our Generall met the Enemy ^ 

^f€ejf. They lye in view, but haue not fpoke as yet. 

1^40-1. So, the go6d Horfe is mine. 

Mart. He buy him of you. 

I-crr.No, He nor fel, nor giue him: Lend you him I will 
For balfe a hundred yeares : Summon the Towne. 

Mar, How fiirre off lie thefe Armies? 

Mftjf, Within this mile and halfe, 

Biar, Then ihall we heare their Larum, & they Ours. 
Now Mars, I prythee make y% quicke in worke. 
That we with fmoaking fwords may march firom hence 
To helpe our fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blaft. 

Tbty Somad a Parley : Eater two Senators with otters on 
the Wallet of Corialus, 
Tidlm AafiSotUy is he within your Walles ? 

l^Senat, No, nor a man that feares you leffe then he, 
That*s leffer then a little .* Drum a/arre off. 

Hearke, our Drummes 

Are brtnpng forth our youth : Wee'l breake our Walles 
Rather then they ihall pound vs vp our Gates, 
Which yet feeme fhut, we haue but pin*d with Ruihes, 
They'le open of themfelues. Harke you, /arre off 

•Alarum farre off. 
There is Aufftdhms, Lift what worke he makes 
Aoiong*ft your clouen Army. 

Mart. Oh they are at it. 

Lart. Their noife be our inftru^ion. Ladders hoa. 

Enter the Army of the Voices. 

tMar. They feare ts not, but iffue forth their Citie. 
Now put your Shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proofe then Shields. 
Advance braue Tx/m, 

They dodifdaine vs much beyond our Thoughts, 
which makes me fweat with wrath. Come on my fellows 
He that retires. He take him for a Volee^ 
And he (hall feele mine edge. 

jilarum^tbe Romans are beat bacl^ to their Trenches 
Enter Martlus C^fi^g- 

Mar, All the contagion of the South, light on you. 
You Shames of Rome : you Heard of Byles and Plagues 
Plaifter you o*re, that you may be abhorr*d 
Farther then feene, and one inftdt another 
Againft the Winde a mile : you foules of Geefe, 
That beare the fhapes of men, how haue you run 
From Slaues, that Apes would beate ; Pluto and Hell, 
All hurt behinde, backes red, and faces pale 
With flight and agued feare, mend and charge home, 
Or by the fires of heauen, He leaue the Foe, 
And make my Warres on you: Looke too*t: Come on, 
If you*l ftand faif(, wee*l beate them to their Wiues, 
As they ts to our Trenches followes. 

Another Alarum^and Martius followes them to 
gates , and itjbut in . 
So, DOW the gates are ope: now proue good Seconds, 
*Tis for the followers Fortune, widens them. 
Not for the flyers : Marke me, and do the like. 
Enter the Gati. 

I.Sol. Foole-hardineiTe, not I* 

a.&A NorL 

t.Sol. See they haue fhut him in. %Alarum continues 

All. To th*pot I warrant him. Enter Tttus Lartius 

Tit. What is become of cMartius ? 

A/l. Slaine ^Sir) doubtleffe. 

I.Sol. Following the Flyers at the very heeles, 
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With them he enters : who vpon the fodaine 
Clapt to their Gates, he is himfel^ alone, 
To anfwer all the City. 

Lar. Oh Noble FeUow I 
Who fenfibly out-dares his fenceleffe Sword, 
And when it bowes,ftand'ft vp : Thou art left eMartius^ 
A Carbuncle intire : as big as thou art 
Weare not fo rich a lewell. Thou was't a Souldier 
£uen to Calues wiih,not fierce and terrible 
Onely in ftrokes, but with thy grim l0oke8,and 
The Thunder-like percuflion of thy founds 
Thou mad*ft thine enemies (hake, as if the World 
Were Feauorous, and did tremble. 

Enter Martius bleeding^affaulted by the Enemy, 

X.Sol. Looke Sir. 

Lar. O \U Martius, 
Let*s fetch him off, or make remaine alike. 

Tbeyfgbtf and all enter the Gty. 
Enter certaine I^omanes withjfoiles. 

J.Rom. This will I carry to Rome, 

%.Rom. And I this. 

^.Rom.A Murrain on*t, I tooke this for Siluer. exeunt. 
Alarum cent inuesfi ill a-farre off. 
Enter Martius, and Tttus with a 'Trumpet. 

Mar.Sct heere thefe mouers, that do prize their hours 
At a cracked Drachme : Cufhions, Leaden Spoones, 
Irons of a Doit, Dublets that Hangmen would 
Bury with thofe that wore them. Thefe bafe fiaues. 
Ere yet the fight be done,packe vp,downe with them. 
And harke, what noyfe the Generall makes: To him 
There is the man of my foules hate, Aufftdious^ 
Piercmg our Romanes : Then Valiant Titus take 
Conuenient Numbers to make good the City, 
Whirft I with thofe that haue the fpirit,wil hafle 
To helpe Cominius. 

Lar. Worthy Sir, thou bleed'il. 
Thy exercife hath bin too violent. 
For a fecond courfe of Fight. 

Mar^ Sir,praife me not: 
My worke hath yet not warm*d roe. Fare you well : 
The blood I drop, is rather Phyficall 
Then dangerous to me : To Auffidious thus, I will appear 

Lar. Now the fiire GoddeUe Fortune, (and figlit. 
Fall deepe in loue with thee, and her great charmes 
Mifguide thy Oppofen fwords, Bold Gentleman : 
Prosperity be thy Page. 

Mar. Thy Friend no leile, 
Then thofe fhe placeth higheft : So fareweU. 

Lar. Thou worthieft Martius^ 
Go found thy Trumpet in the Market place , 
Cill thither all the Officers a*th'Towne, 
Where they fhall know our minde. Away. Eseeunt 

Enter Cominius as it were in retire^with Joldiers. 

Com. Breath you my friends, wel fought, we are come 
Like Romans, neither foolifh in our ftands, (off. 

Nor Cowardly in retyre : Beleeue me Sirs, 
We ihall be charged againe. Whiles we haue flrooke 
By Interims and conueying gufts,we haue heard 
The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods, 
Leade their fucceffes,as we wifh our owne. 
That both our powers, with fmiling Fronts encoontringi 
May giue you thankfiill Sacrifice. Thy Newes ? 
Enter a Mfffenger. 

Meff. The Cittixens of Conoles haue yffued, 
And giuen to Lartius and to Martius Batuile : 

a a 3 I faw 
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I faw our party to their Trenches driuen. 
And then I came away. 

Com. Though thou fpeakeft truth, 
Me thinkes thou fpeak'ft not well. How k>ng is*t fince ? 

MeJ^ Aboue an houre^my Lord. 

GMi.*Tis not a mile: brieiely we heard their dmmmet. 
How couId*ft thou in a mile confound an houre. 
And bring thy Newes fo late f 

MeJ, Spies of the 'L'oA'tfx 
Held me in chace, that I was fbrcM to wheele 
Three or foure miles about, elfe had I fir 
Halfe an hoore fince brought my report. 

Entir c^arthu^ 

Com. Whofe yonder, 
That doe*8 appeare as he were Flead ?0 Gods, 
He has the ftampe of Martiui^znA I haue 
Before time feene him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late? 

Cotv. The Shepherd knowes not Thnnder fro a Taber, 
More then I know the found of Martha Tongue 
From euery meaner man« 

MartttU. Come I too late ? 

Com. I, if you come not in the blood of others. 
But mantled in your owne. 

JI4art. Oh I let roe clip ye 
In Armes as found, as when I woo*d in heart; 
As merry, as when our Nuptiall day was done, 
And Tapers burnt to Bed ward. 

C!Mv.Flower of Warriors, how is*t with Tttut Lartim} 

Mar. As with a man bufied about Decrees : 
Condemning (bme to death, and fome to exile, 
Ranfoming him, or pittying, threatning th*other; 
Holding Corieiis in the name of Rome, 
£uen like a fiiwning Grey-hound in the Leafb, 
To let him flip at will. 

Com. Where is that Slaue 
Which told me they had bcate you to your Trenches ? 
Where is he? Call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone, 
He did informe the truth : but for our Gentlemen, 
The common file, (a plague-Tribunes for them) 
The Moufe neVe fliunn*d the Cat,as they did budge 
From Rifcals worfe then they. 

Com. But how preuaiPd you ? 

Mar. Will the time feme to tell, I do not thinke : 
Where is the enemy? Arc you Lords a'th Field ? 
If not, why ceafe you till you are fo ? 

Com, ^^artiuSf we haue at difaduantage fought. 
And did retyre to win our purpofe. 

Mar. How lies their Battel!? Know you on w fide 
They haue plac*d their men of truft ? 

Com. As I guefle Martiusy 
Their Bands i*th Vaward are the Antients 
Of their heft truft : 0*re them AuffidiouSy 
Their very heart of Hope. 

Mar. I do befeech you, 
By all the Battailes wherein we haue fought, 
By th*Blood we haue ihed together. 
By th*Vowes we haue made 
To endure Friends, that you dire^y fet me 
Againft AffidlctUy and his Antiat$y 
And that you not delay the prefent (but 
Filling the aire with Swords aduancM)and Darts, 
We proue this very houre. 

Com. Though I could wifh. 



You were conduced to a gentle Bath, 
And Balmes applyed to you, yet dare I neuer 
Deny your asking, take your choice of thofe 
That beft can ayde your adion. 

Mar. Thofe are they 
That moft are willing; if any fuch be heere, 
(As it were finne to doubt^that loue this paindng 
Wherein you fee me fmear*d, if any fe^e 
LefTen his perfon, then an ill report : 
If any thinke, braue death out-weighes bad life. 
And tha^ his Countries deerer then himfelfe. 
Let him alone : Or fb many fo minded, 
Waue thus to ezpreflfe his difpofition. 
And follow Martim. 

They alljbout and watu their fi^ordsfta^e blm vpmib 
Armes jamdcafi ifp their Cafs^ 
Oh me alone, make you a fword of me : 
If thefe ihewes be not outward, which of you 
But is foure yeUes* None of you, but is 
Able to beare againft the great Auffidioiu 
A Shield, as hard as his. Acertaine number 
(Though thankes to all) muft I feled from all : 
The reft ihall beare the bufinefle in fome other fight 
(As caufe will be obeyM: ) pleafe you to March, 
And foure (hall quickly draw out my Comnuind, 
Which men are beft inclined. 

^001. March on my Fellowes : 
Make good this often tation, and you ihali 
Diuide in all, with vs. Exa 

Titus LartiuSf bauingfet a guard vpon CarioleSf goutg m 
fDrum and Trumps toward Commm^aud Caha Ma 
tiusy Enters with a Lieuteaamt^ other Souldkurs^ and 
Scout. 

Lar. So, let the Ports be guarded ; keepe your Dut 
As I haue fet them downe. If I do fend, difpatch 
Thofe Centuries to our ayd, the reft will feme 
For a ihort holding, if we loofe the Field, 
We cannot keepe the Towne. 

Lieu, Feare not our care Sir. 

Lart. Hence; and (hut your gates vpon^s: 
Our Guider come, to th*Roman Campe condud vs. £ 

Alarum f as iu Baita 

Enter Martins and Anffidius at fiueral dooret. 
Mar. lie fight with none but thee»for I do hate the 
Worfe then a Promife- breaker. 

Aiffid. We hate alike: 
Not Aflfricke ownes a Serpent I abhorre 
More then thy Fame and £nuy: Fix thy fiiot. 

Mar. Let the firft Budger dye the others Slaue, 
And the Gods doome him after. 

Auf, If I flye e^fiir/mr, hollow me like a Hare. 
A£sr. Within thefe three houres Tullus 
Alone I fought in your Corio/es walles. 
And made what worke I pleas*d: 'Tis not my blood. 
Wherein thou feeft me maslct, for thy Reuenge 
Wrench vp thy power to th^higheft. 

Auf. Wer*t thou the Ar^sr, 
That was the whip of your bragged Progeny, 
Thou fliould*ft not fcape me heere* 

Heere they^gbt, and certaine Voices ecme in the a 
of Auffu Martins fights til they he driuen in hreati 
Officious and not valiant, you haue iham*d me 
In your condemned Seconds. 

F/wr 
6^ 
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&. Alarum, •A Retnat iiftnmded, Enttr at 
e ^oore Comnm^ witb the Romanes : At 
another Doore cMarthu^ wtb bit 
Amu in a Scarf e, 

[f I fiiould tell thee o*re this thy dayes Worke, 

ot beleeue thy deeds : but He report it, 

enatOTS (hill mingle teares with fmiles, 

reat Patricians (hall attend,and ihrug, 

idmire : where Ladies fhall be frighted, 

ly qualc*d, heare more : where the dull Tribunes, 

h the fiittie Plebeans,hate thine Honors, 

againft their hearts, We thanke the Oods 

le hath fuch a Souldier. 

ft thou to a Morfell of this Feaft, 

iilly dinM before. 

ter Tittu with bit Pot»er^from tbe Pur/uit, 

Lartiut, Oh Generall : 

he Steed, wee the Caparifon : 

Ml beheld 

m. Pray now, no more : 
ier,who ha*s a Charter to extoll her Bloud, 
e do*s prayfe me, grieues me : 
•ne as yoa haue done, that*s what I can, 
IS you haue beene,that*s for my Countrey : 
lia*s but e/Fe^ed his good will, 
n'U^ne mine A€t. 

You ihall not be the Gnuie of jrour defeming, 
aft know the value of her owne : 
I Concealcment worfe then a Theft, 
hen a Traducement, 
^our doings, and to filence that, 
D the (ptre,and top of prayfes vouched, 
;emc but modeft : therefore I befeech you, 
of what you are, nvt to reward 
a haue done, before our Armie heare me. 
f. I haue fome Wounds vpon me, and they fmart 
themfeiues remembred. 
Should they not : 
(ht they fefter *gainft Ingratitude, 
themfeiues with death : of all the Horfes, 
we haue ta*ne good, and good ftore of all, 
iftire in this field atchieued,and Citie, 
er you the Tenth, to be ta*ne forth, 
le common diftribution, 
onely choyfe. 

'iatf. I thanke you Generall : 
ot make my heart confent to take 
to pay my Sword : I doe refiiie it, 
d Tpon my common part with thofe, 
le beheld the doing* 

mg fourijb. Tbey all cry , Martins , Martint , 
aft trf tbdr Caps and Lannees : Cominius 
and Lartiut ft and bare. 

ay thefe fame Infhuments, which yon prophane, 
and more: when Drums and Trumpets ihall 
proue fbtterer8,let Courts and Cities be 
of falie-fac*d ibothing : 
eele growes foft,as the Paralites Silke, 
be made an Ouerture for th* Warres : 
I fay, for that I haue not waih*d 



My Nofe that bled, or fbylM fome debile Wretch, 
Which without noce,here*s many elfe haue done. 
You fhoot me forth in acclamations hyperbolicall. 
As if I lou*d my little ihould be dieted 
In prayfes, fawc*A with Lyes. 

Com. Too modeft are you : 
More cruell to your good report, then gratefiill 
To ▼s,that giue you truly : by your patience. 
If *gainft your felfe you be incensed, wee*le put you 
(Like one that meanes his proper harme) in Manacles, 
Then reafon fafely with yotr: Therefore be it knowne. 
As to vs,to all the World, That Cairn Martim 
Weares this Warres Garland : in token of the which, 
My Noble Steed, knowne to the Campe,! giue him. 
With all hu trim belonging ; and from this time. 
For what he did before Coriolesy call him. 
With all th*applaufe and Clamor of the Hoaft, 
eMarcut Coins Qoriolanus. Beare th*addition Nobly euer? 
Flourift}. Trumpets Jound^and Drums, 

Omnes. Marcus Caius Coriolanus* 

Martins. I will goe wafh : 
And when my Face is faire, you fhall perceiue 
Whether I blufh,orno : howbeit,l thanke you, 
I meane to fbide your Steed, and at all times 
To vnder-creft your good Addition, 
To th^faireneffe of my power. 

Com. SOfto our Tent : 
Where ere we doe repofe vs, we will write 
To Rome of our fuccefTe : you Titus Lartius 
Muft to Corioles backe, fend vs to Rome 
The heft, with whom we may articulate. 
For their o'wne good, and ours* 

Lartius. I fhall, my Lord. 

Martins. The Gods begin to mocke me : 
I that now refus*d>moft Princely gifb. 
Am bound to begge of my Lord Generall. 

Com. Tak*t,*tis yours : what is*t ? 

Alartius. I fometime lay here in Corioles^ 
At a poore mans houfe: he ys*d me kindly. 
He cry*d to me : I faw him Prifoner : 
But then Anffidius was within my view. 
And Wrath oVe-whelm'd my pitrie : I requeft you 
To giue my poore Hoft freedome. 

Com. Oh well begged : 
Were he the Butcher of my Sonne, he fhould 
Be free, as is the Wmde : deliuer him,7/fitf. 

Lartius. MartiuSy\m Name. 

Martisa. By lupster forgot : 
I am wearie, yea, my memorie is tyr'd ; 
Haue we no Wine here ? 

Com. Goe we to our Tent : 
The bloud vpon your Vifage dryes,*tis time 
It fhould be lookt too : come. Eseennt. 

Aflonrifb. Cornets. Enter Tulhs AuffiMm 
bloudiCfVitb two or tbree Souldiors. 

Auffs. The Towne is ta'ne. 

Sonld. *Twill be deliuer*d backe on good Condition. 

Auffid. Condition ? 
I would I were a Roman, for I cannot. 
Being a VoUe^ht that I am. Condition ? 
What good Condition can a Treatie finde 
rth*part that is at mercy ^ fiue times, Aisr/zstf, 
I haue fought with thee j fo often haft thou beat me : 
And would*ft doe fo,I thinke,fhould we encounter 
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As often u we eate* By th*£Iementt, 

If ere againe I meet him beard to beard, 

He*s mine, or I am his : Mine Emulation 

Hath not that Honor in*t it had : For where 

] thought to crufli him in an equall Force, 

True Sword to Sword : lie potche at him fome way, 

Or Wrath, or Craft may get him. 

&/. He*8 the diuell. 

./^.Bolder, though not (o fubtleimy valors poi(bn*d, 
With onely fuff^ring ftaine by him : for him 
Shall flye out of it ielfe, nor fleepe, nor fandtuary, 
Being naked, ficke } nor Phane, nor Capitoll, 
The Prayers of Priefts, nor times of Sacrifice: 
Embarquements all of Fury, (hall lift vp 
Their rotten Priuiledge, and Cuftome *gainfb 
My hate to Martim. Where I finde him, were it 
At home, vpon my Brothers Guard, euen there 
Againft the hofpi table Canon, would I 
Waih my fierce hand in*s heart. Go you to th*Citie, 
Learne how *tis held, and what they are that muft 
Be Hoftages for Rome. 

SouL Will not you go > 

jiuf, I am attended at the Cyprus groue. I pray you 
(Tis South the City Mils) bring me word thither 
How the world goes : that to the pace of it 
I may fpurre on my iourney. 

SouL I fhall fir. 



ASius Secundus. 



Enttr Menen'nu wtb the two Trtbmes of the 
people^ Sicm'ws & Brutus. 

Men. The Agurer tels me, wee fhall haue Nevres to 
night. 

9rtf. Good or bad ? 

Men, Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they loue not Martins. 

iicin. Nature teaches Beafh to know their Friends. 

Alen. Pray you, who does the Wolfe loue ? 

Scin. The Lam be. 

Men. I, to deuour him, as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Martins . 

9rv. He*s a Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. 

AHen. Hee*s a Beare indeede, that lines like a Lambe. 
You two are old men, tell me one thing that I fhall aske 
you. 

Botb. Well fir. 

Aten. In what enormity is Martins poore in, that you 
two haue not in abundance f 

9rtf. He*s poore in no one fault, but flor*d v^thall. 

Sicin. Efpecially in Pride. 

Brn. And topping all others in boafVing. 

e^r0. This is flrange now : Do you two know, how 
vou are cenfured heere in the City, I mean of y$ a*th*right 
hand File, do you? 

^tb. Why? ho ware we cenfurM? 

Men. Becaufe you talke of Pride now , will you not 
be angry. 

^otb. Well, well fir, well. 

Aten. Why *tis no great matter : for a very little theefe 
of Occafion, will rob you of a great deale of Patience t 



Giue your difpofitions the reines, and bee angry at your 
pleafures (at the leafl)if you take it as a pleafure to yoo/u 
being fo : you blame Martins for being proud. 

^rut. We do it not alone, fir. 

Men» I know you can doe very little alone, for yoor 
helpes are many, or elfe your anions would growe woo- 
drous fingle : your abilities are to Infant-like, for dooing 
much alone. You talke of Pride: Oh, that you could ton 
your eyes toward the Napes of your neckes , and make 
but an Interiour furuey of your good felues. Oh that joo 
could. 

^tb. What then fir ? 

Men. Why then you fhould difcouer a brace of m- 
meriting, proud, violent, teflie Magifbates (alias Foole) 
as any in Rome. 

Sicin. Menenius^ you are knowne well enough too. 

Men» I am knowne to be a humorous Tatritian , tod 
one that loues a cup of hot Wine, with not a drop of alif- 
ing Tiber in*t : Said, to be fomething imperfect in fauoa- 
ring the firfl complaint, hafly and Tinder-like vppon, to 
triuiall motion : One, that conuerfcs more with the Bat- 
tocke of the night, then with the forhead of the morning. 
What I think, I vtter,and fpend my malice in my breath. 
Meeting two fuch Weales men as you are ( I cannot call 
you Ucurgujffes^) if the drinke you giue me, touch my Pa- 
lat aduerfly, I make a crooked face at it, I can fay, yoor 
Worfhippes haue deliuer*d the matter well, when I fiode 
the AfTe in compound, with the Maior part of your fylla- 
bles. And though I muft be content to beare with thpfC) 
that fay you are reuerend graue men, yet they lye deadly, 
that tell you haue good faces, if you fee this in the Map 
of my Microcof me, fbllowes it that I am knowne well e- 
nough too? What harme can your beefome Confpedui- 
ties gleane out of this Charra^er, if I be knowne well e- 
nough too. 

^ru. Come fir come, we know you well enough. 

Menen. You know neither mee, your felues, nor say 
thing : you are ambitious, for poore knaues cappes and 
legges : you weare out a good wbolefome Forenoone,in 
hearing a caufe betweene an Orendge wife, and a Forfet- 
feller, and then reioume the Controuerfie of three-pence 
to a fecond day of Audience. When you are hearing a 
matter betweene party and party, if you chaunce to bee 
pinch*d with the Collicke, you make ^ces like Muo- 
mers, fet vp the bloodie Flagge againft all Patience, and 
in roaring for a Chamber-pot, difmifTe the Controuerfie 
bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing : All the 
peace you make in their Caufe, is calling both the partici 
Knaues. You are a payre of ftrange ones. 

9rii. Come, come, you are well vnderftood to bee a 
perfeder gyber for the Table, then a neceflary Bencher b 
the Capitoll. 

Men. Our very Priefh muft become Mockers, if they 
fhall encounter fuch ridiculous Sublet as you are, when 
you fpeake beft vnto the purpofe. It is not woorch the 
wagging of your Beards, and your Beards defenie not fb 
honourable a graue, as to fbifTe a Botchers Cufhion, or to 
be intomb^d in an AfTes Packe-faddle ; yet you muft bee 
faying, Martins is proud : who in a cheape eftimation, is 
worth all your predecefTors, fince Dencalion^ though per- 
aduenture fome of the beft of *em were hereditarie hang- 
men. Godden to your Worfhips, more of your conuer- 
fation would inft€t my Braine, being the Heardfmen of 
the BeafUy Plebeans. I will be bold to take my leaue of 
you. 

^rn. and Scie, •AJuU. 

Enter 
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Enter Velumina^yirgUia^attd Valeria, 

How now (my as faire ai Noble) Ladyes, and the Moone 
were ihee Earthly, no Nobler ; whither doc you follow 
your Eyes (o faft ? 

yolitm. Honorable Menenhu^ my Boy Martm appro- 
ches : for the loue of luno let's goe. 

Menem, Ha? Martm comming home? 

Voium. ly worthy Afenenha, ind with moft profperous 
approbation. 

Mtnen, Take my Cappe Jupiter ^znd I thanke thee : 
hoOf Martini comming home? 

x.LaMes, Nay,*tis true. 

ydum, Looke, here's a Letter from him, the State hath 
another, his Wife another, and (I thinke^ there's one at 
home for you. 

Menen. I will make my very hoafe reele to night : 
A Letter for me ? 

Vtrgil, Yes certaine, there's a Letter for you, I faw't. 

Menen, A Letter for me ? it giues me an Eibte of fe- 
uen yeeres health ; in which time, 1 will make a Lippe at 
the PhyficianiThe moft foaeraigne Prefcription in Galen^ 
tt but Emperickqutique ; and to this Preferuatiue, of no 
better report then a Horfe-drench. Is he not wounded ? 
he was wont to come home wounded ? 

yirgiL Oh no, no, no. 

Volum, Oh, he is wounded, I thanke the Gods fbr*t. 

Mtnen, So doe I too, if it be not too much : brings a 
Vidiorie in his Pocket^the wounds become him. 

Volunu On*s Browes : Menenitu^hee comes the third 
dme home with the Oaken Garland. 

Menen, Ha*s he difciplin'd Ai^hu foundly ? 

Vdnm, Titm Lartim writes, they fought together, but 
Ae^lidim got off. 

Menen, And 'twas time for him too, lie warrant him 
that : and he had ftay'd by him, I would not haue been fo 
fiddious'd, for all the Chefb in Carioles, and the Gold 
that's in them. Is the Senate poiTeft of this f 

Volnm. Good Ladies let's goe. Yes, yes, yes : The 
Senate ha's Letters firom the Generall, wherein hee giues 
my Sonne the whole Name of the Warre : he hath in this 
a^ion out'done his former deeds doubly. 

f^aUr, In troth,there'8 wondrous things fpoke of him. 

Menen, Wondrous: 1,1 warrant you, and not with- 
out his true purchafing. 

Virgil, The Gods graunt them true. 

Vdnm, True ? pow waw, 

Mene, True ? lie be fwome they are true : where is 
hee wounded, God faue your good Worfhipsf c^artiut 
is comming home : hee ha's more caufe to be prowd : 
where is he wounded ? 
! Velum, Ith* Shoulder, and ith'left Arme : there will be 
large Cicatrices to fhew the People, when hee fhall ftand 
for his place : he receiued in the repulfe of Tarquin feuen 
hurts ith* Body. 

Alene, One ith* Neck, and two ith* Thigh, there's nine 
that I know. 

Volum. Hee had, before this laft Expedition, twende 
fiue Wounds vpon him. 

Aiene, Now it's twende feuen ; euery gaih was an 
Enemies Graue. Hearke, the Trumpets. 

A /bvmt , andjlourijh, 

Volum, Thefe are the Vfliers of c^Hartiut : 
Before him, hee carryes Noyfe ; 
And behinde him, hee leaues Teares : 



607 



Death, that darke Spirit, in's neruie Arme doth lye. 
Which being aduanc'd, declines, and then men dye. 

•A Sennet, Trumpett fotmd. 

Enter Cominim the Generall^and Titus Latiue: he* 
tveene them Coriolamu^cnmn^d with an Oal^ 
Garland f with Captaines and Sntl^ 
dien, and a Herauld, 
Herauld, Know Rome, that all alone Martitu did fight 
Within Corioles Gates : where he bath wonne. 
With Fame, a Name to cMartiut Caim: 
Thefe in honor foUowes cMartim Caim Coriolammt. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanut. 

Sound. Flourijb, 

All, Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolannt, 

Coriol, No more of this, it does o6fend my heart: pray 
now no more. 

Com, Looke, Sir, your Mother. 

Coriol. Oh! you haue, I know,peddon*d all the Gods 
for my profperide. Kneeles. 

Volum, Nay,my good Souldier,vp: 
My gentle e^artim^ worthy ^^ntf. 
And by deed-atchieuing Honor newly nam'd. 
What is it (jCoriolanut) muft I call thee ? 
But oh, thy Wife. 

Qorio, My gracious filence, hayle : 
Would'ft thou haue laugh'd, had I come Coffin*d home. 
That weep'ft to fee me triumph ? Ah my deare. 
Such eyes the Widowes in Carioles were. 
And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 

Mene, Now the Gods Crowne thee. 

Com, And liue you yet? Oh my fweet Lady, pardon. 

Volum, I know not where to turne. 
Oh welcome home:and welcome Generall, 
And y'are welcome all. . 

Mene, A hundred thoufand Welcomes : 
I could weepe,and I could laugh, 
I am light, and heauie \ welcome : 
A Curfe begin at very root on's heart, 
That is not glad to fee thee* 
Yon are three, that Rome ihould dote on : 
Yet by the faith of men, we haue 
Some old Crab-trees here at home. 
That will not be grafted to your Ralliih. 
Yet welcome Warrion : 
Wee call a Nettle, but a Nettle $ 
And the £iults of fooles,but folly. 

Com, Euer right. 

Cor. Meneniui^ euer, euer. 

Herauld, Giue way there, and goe on. 

Cor, Your Hand, and yours? 
Ere in our owne houTe I doe fhade my Head, 
The good Patricians muffc be vifited. 
From whom I haue receiu'd not onely greedngs, 
But with them, change of Honors. 

Volum. 1 haue liued, 
To fee inherited my very Wifhes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancie : 
Onely there's one thing wandng. 
Which (I doubt not) but our Rome 
Will cafl vpon thee. 

Qor. Know, good Mother, 
I had rather be their feruant in my way. 
Then fway vnth them in theirs. 

Com, On, to the Capitall. Flourijb, Cemett. 

Exeunt in State^ at before* 

Enter 
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Snter Brutus and Scictnhu, 

Bru. All tODgues fpeake of him, and the bleared fights 
Are fpedacled to fee him. Your pratling Nurie 
Into a rapture lets her Baby crie, 
While ihe chats him : the Kitchin Maltfpi pinnes 
Her richeft Lockram *bout her reechie necke, 
Clam bring the Walls to eye him: 
Stalls, BulkeSyWindoweSy are fmother*d vpi 
Leades filFd, and Ridges hon*d 
With variable Complexions} all agreeing 
In eameflneflTe to fee him: feld-ihowne Flamins 
Doe prefl*e among the popular Throngs, and pufFe 
To winne a vulgar ftadon : our veyfd Dames ' 

Commit the Warre of White and Damaske 
In their nicely gawded Cheekes,toth* wanton fpoyle 
Of Pbcehu burning KifTes : fuch a poother. 
As if that whatfoeuer God, who leadea him. 
Were flyly crept into his humane powers. 
And gaue him graceful! pofture. 

Scicln. On the fuddaine, I warrant him Confull. 

Brutus. Then our Office may, during his power, goe 
fleepe. 

Scicin. He cannot temperately tranfport his Honors, 
From where he ihould begin,and end, but will 
Lofe thofe he hath wonne. 

Brutus. In that there*s comfort. 

ScicL Doubt not. 
The Commoners, for whom we ftand, but they 
Vpon their ancient mallice, will forget 
With the leaft caufe,thefe his new Honors, 
Which that he will giue them, make I as little queftion, 
As he is prowd to doo*t. 

Brutus. 1 heard him fweare. 
Were he to ftand for Confull, neuer would he 
Appeare i*th*Market place, nor on him put 
The Naples Vefture of Humiiitie, 
Nor ihewing(as the manner is)his Wounds 
Toth' People, begge their ftinldng Breaths. 

Sciciu. Tis right. 

Brutus, It was hu word : 
Oh he would miHe it, rather then carry it. 
But by the fuite of the Gentry to him. 
And the defire of the Nobles. 

Scicin. I wiih no better, then haue him bold that pnr- 
pofe,and to put it in execution. 

Brutus. *Tis moft like he will. 

Scicin, It (hall be to him then, as our good wills j a 
fure deftru^on. 

Brutus, So it muft fall out 
To him, or our Authorities, for an end. 
We muft fuggeft the People, in what hatred 
He ftiU hath held them : that to*s power he would 
Haue made them Mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, 
And difpropertied their Freedomes; holding them. 
In humane Adtion, and Capacitie, 
Of no more Soule^nor fitnefle for the World, 
Then Cammels in their Warre, who haue their Prouand 
Onely for bearing Burthens, and fore blowes 
For finking vnder them. 

Scicin, This (as you fay) fuggefted. 
At fome time, when his foaring Infolence 
Shall teach the People, which time fiull not want. 
If he be put vpon*t,and that*s as eafie, 
As to fet Dogges on Sheepe, will be his fire 



To kindle their dry Stubble : and their Blase 
Shall darken him for euer. 

Smttr a Mtjfeuger, 

Brutus, What's the matter ? 

Attjf. You are fent for to the Capitoll t 
*Tis thought, that eMartim ihall be Confull : 
I haue feene the dumbe men throng to fee him. 
And the blind to heare him fpeak:Matrons flong Glooes, 
Ladies and Maids their Scarfres,and Handkerchezs, 
Vpon him as he pafs'd : the Nobles bended 
As to /0ii«tSutue,and the Commons made 
A Shower,and Thunder, with their Caps,and Showts: 
I neuer faw the like. 

Brutus, Let*8 to the Capitoll, 
And carry with vs Eares and Eyes forth*dme, 
But Hearts for the euent. 

&/Vfii. Haue with you. Exeunt, 

Enter /im Officers^ to lay Cu&ions^ it were^ 
in the Capitdl, 

1. Off, Come, come, they are almoft here : hew many 
fbnd for Confulihips ? 

2. Off, Three, they fay : but *tis thought of euery one, 
Coriolanus will carry it. 

I, Off, That's a braue fellow: but hee's vengeance 
prowd^and loues not the common people. 

^'Off' *Faith, there hath beene many great men that 
haue fGitter*d the people, who ne*re loued them; and there 
be many that they haue loued, they know not wherefore: 
fo that if they loue they know not why, they hate vpon 
no better a ground. Therefore, for Corioianus neyther to 
care whether they loue, or hate him , manifefts the true 
knowledge he ha's in their difpofition, and out of hii No- 
ble carelefhefle lets them plainely fee't. 

I. Off, If he did not care whether he had their loue, or 
no, hee waued indifferently, *twixt doing them neyther 
good, nor harme : but hee feekes their hate with greater 
deuotion, then they can render it him; and leiues nothing 
vndone, that may fiiUy difcouer him dieir oppofite. Now 
to feeme to afti;^ the mallice and difpleafure of the Peo- 
ple, is as bad, as that which he diflikes, to flatter them for 
their loue. 

2. Off. Hee hath deferued worthily of his Countrey, 
and his aflent is not by fuch eafie degrees as thofe, who 
hauing beene fupple and courteous to the People, Boo- 
netted, without any further deed, to haue them at all into 
their eftimation, and report: but hee hath Co planted hit 
Honors in their Eyes, and his a^ons in their Hearts, that 
for their Tongues to be filent,and not confcfTe fo much, 
were a kinde of ingratefull Iniurie : to report otherwife, 
were a Mallice, that giuing it felfie the Lye, wrould plucke 
reproofe and rebuke horn euery Eare that heard it. 

I. Off, No more of him, hee*s a worthy man : make 
way, they are comming. 

A Sennet, Enter tbe Patricisutt^ and the Tribunet tf 
the People^ Lifhrs before them: Cwiohnue^ Mene^ 
nius^Cominim tbe Conful: Scicinius and Brutus 
takf their places by tbemfelues : Corio' 
lamu jiands, 
Menen. Hauing determined of the Voices, 
And to fend for Titus Lartius: it remaines. 
As the maine Point of this our after-meeting, 
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dfie hit Noble feruice, that hath 

lood for his Countrey. Therefore pleafe you» 

euerend aod gnue Elders, to defire 

efent Confull, and laft Generally 

well-found SuccefTes, to report 

s of that worthy Worke, perform *d 

'ariim Caim Corhiamu: whom 

et here, both to thanke,and to remember, 

Honors like himfelfe. 

m. Speake, good Cominhu : 

nothing out for length, and make ts thinke 

' our ftates defe^ue for requitall, 

ire to ftretch it out. Matters a*th* People, 

e requeft your kindeft eares: and after 

ooing motion tovrard the common Body, 

id what paiTes here. 

M. We are conuented Tpon a pleating Treade,and 

earts inclinable to honor and aduance the Theame 

Aflembly. 

(fan. Which the rather wee fhall be bleft to doe, if 

lember a kinder value of the People, then he hath 

prizM them at. 

wgm. That*so/f,that*8ofF: I would you rather had 

lent : Pleafe you to heare Camnhu fpealce ? 

am. Moffc willingly : but yet my Caution was 

teitinent then the rebuke you giue it. 

w«. He loues your People, but tye him not to be 

Sed-fellow : Worthie Cominhu fpeake. 

Coriolamii rifts ^nd offers to goe at»ay. 
leepe your place. 

If. Sit Coriolamm : neuer flume to heare 
you haue Nobly done. 
19/. Your Honors pardon : 
rather haue my Wounds to heale againe, 
beare fay how I got them. 
urn. Sir, I hope my words dis-bench*d you not ? 
iol. No Sir : yet oft, 

blowet haue made me fby,I fled from words. 
toth*d not, therefore hurt not : but your People, 
them as they weigh — 
WW. Pray now fit downe. 

i».I had rather haue one fcratch my Head i*th*Sun, 
the Alarum were ftrucke,then idly fit 
ire my Nothings monfter*d. Exit CoriolanM 

nen. Mafters of the People, 
noldplying Spawne,how can he flatter? 
thouiand to one good one, when you now fee 
d rather venture all his Limbes for Honor, 
on ones Eares to heare it. Proceed Cominitti, 
. I fliall lacke voyce : the deeds of CorioUtmu 
I not be vtterM feebly : it is held, 
Valour is the chiefeft Vertue, 
\oft dignifies the hauer : if it be, 
lan 1 fpeake of, cannot in the World 
|ly counter- poys*d. At fizteene yeeres, 
Tarfuin made a Head for Rome, he fought 
1 the marke of others : our then Di^tor, 
1 with all prayfe I point at, iaw him fight, 
with hu Amazonian Sbinne he droue 
tizled Lippes before him : he beftrid 
«-preil Roman, and i*th*Confuls view 
hree Oppofers : Tarqidns felfe he met, 
rucke him on his Knee : in that dayes feates, 
he might ad the Woman in the Scene, 
KiM beft man i*th* fields and for his meed 
row-bound with the Oake. His Pupill age 



Man-entred thus, he waxed like a Sea, 

And in the brunt of feuenteene Battailes fince. 

He lurcht all Swords of the Garland: for this laft. 

Before, and in Corioles, let me fay 

I cannot fpeake him home : he ftopt the flyen. 

And by his rare example made the Coward 

Tume terror into fport : as Weeds before 

A Vcilell vnder iayle,fb men obey*d. 

And fell below his Stem : his Sword, Deaths ftampe. 

Where it did marke, it tooke from face to foot : 

He was a thing of Blood, whofe euery motion 

Was dm*d with dying Cryes : alone he entred 

The mortall Gate of thXide, which he painted 

With fliunleflfe deftinie : aydeleflfe came off. 

And with a fudden re-infbrcement ftrucke 

Carioles like a Planet : now all's his. 

When by and by the dinne of Warre gan pierce 

His readie fence : then ftraight his doubled fpirit 

Requickned what in flefh vos fiidgate. 

And to the Battaile came he, where he did 

Runne reeking o*re the liuesof men,asif *twere 

A perpetuall fpoyle : and dll we call'd 

Both Field and Cide ours, he neuer flood 

To eafe his Breft with pandng. 

Menem. Worthy man. 

Semat. He cannot but with meafure fit the Honors 
which we deuife him. 

Com. Our fpoyles he kickt at. 
And look*d vpon things precious, as they were 
The common Muck of the World : he couets leiTe 
Then Miferie it felfe would giue, rewards his deeds 
With doing them, and is content 
To fpend the dme,to end it. 

Menen. Hce's right Noble, let him be callM for. 

Senat. Call Qoriolama. 

Off, He doth appeare. 

Enter Corioianm. 

Menen. The Senate, Corio/tfMtf, are well pleas*d to make 
thee ConfuU. 

Corh. I doe owe them ftill my Life, and Seruices. 

Menen. It then remaines, that you doe fpeake to the 
People. 

Corio. I doe befeech you. 
Let me o*re-leape that cuftome : for I cannot 
Put on the Gowne, fbnd naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds fake, to giue their fufl!erage : 
Pleafe you that I may paiTe this doing. 

Scicin. Sir, the People muft haue their Voyces, 
Neyther will they bate one iot of Ceremonie. 

Mtnen. Put them not too*t : 
Pray you goe fit you to the Cuftome, 
And uke to you,as your PredeceiTors haue. 
Your Honor with your forme. 

Cario. It is a part that I fhall blufh in ading, 
And might well be taken from the People. 

Bmtni. Marke you that. 

Cork. To brag vnto them, thus I did, and thus 
Shew them thVnaking Skarres, which I fliould hide. 
As if I had receiu*d them for the hyre 
Of their breath onely. 

Menen. Doe not fland vpon*t : 
We recommend to you Tribunes of the People 
Our purpofe to them, and to our Noble Confull 
Wiih we all Ioy,and Honor. 

Senea. To 
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Senat. To Coriolanut come all ioy and Honor. 
Flourifi Corntts. 
Thin Exeunt, cManet Scimm and Brutus, 
^ru. You fee how he intends to vfe the people. 

&iV/ff.May they perceiae*s intent: he wil require them 
As if he did contemne what he requefted, 
Should be in them to giue. 

^ru» Come, wee*l informe them 
Of our proceedings heere on th*Market place, 
I know they do attend vs. 

Enter feuen or eight Gtmens, 

i.CrV. Once if he do require our Yoyces, wee ought 
not to deny him. 

i.Grr. We may Sir if we will. 

3.0'/. We haue power in our felues to do it, but it is 
a power that we haue no power to do : For,if hee ihew vs 
his wounds, and tell vs his deeds,' we are to put our ton- 
gues into thofe wounds, and fpeake for them : So if he tel 
vs his Noble deeds, we muft alTo tell him our Noble ac- 
ceptance of them. Ingratitude is monftrous, and for the 
multitude to be ingratefull, were to make a Monfter of 
the multitude^ of the which, we beingjmembers, ihould 
bring our felues to be monftrous members. 

l.CrV. And to make vs no better thought of a little 
helpe ^ill ferue: for once we ftood vp about the Come, 
he himfelfe ftucke not to call vs the many-headed Multi- 
tude. 

3.^//. We haue beene caird fo of many, not that our 
heads are fbme browncyfome blacke, fome Abram,fome 
bald } but that our wits are fo diuerfly Coolord ; and true- 
ly I thinke, if all our wittes were to iflue out of one Scull, 
they would flye £aft. Weft, North, South, and their con- 
fent of one direct way, ihould be at once to all the points 
a*th Compafle. 

2.^fV. Thinke you ib? Which way do you iudgemy 
wit would flye. 

3.C1V. Nay your wit will not fo foone out as another 
mans will, *tis ftrongly wadg*d vp in a blocke-head : but 
if it were at liberty, *twould fure Southward. 

a Cr>. Why that way ? 

3C1/. To loofe it felfe in a Fogge, where being three 
parts melted away with rotten Dewes, the fourth would 
returne for Confcience fake, to helpe to get thee a Wife. 

2 Gt . You are neuer without your trickes, you may, 
you may. 

3 Gt. Are you all refoluM to giue your voyces ? But 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it, I lay. If hee 
would incline to the people, there was neuer a worthier 
man. 

Enter Corulanm in a gvmne of Humility^ with 
Meneniut, 
Heere he comes, and in the Gowne of humility, marke 
his behauiour : we are not to ftay altogether, but to come 
by him where he ftands, by ones, by twoes, ic by threes. 
He*s to make his requefts by particulars, wherein euerie 
one of vs ha*s a fingle Honor, in giuing him our own voi- 
ces with our owne tongues, therefore follow me, and lie 
dired you how you (hall go by him. 

All, Content, content. 

Men. Oh Sir,you are not right:haue you not knowne 
The worthieft men haue done*t ? 

Q>rio. What muft I fay, I pray Sir? 
Plague vpon*t, I cannot bring 
My tougne to fuch a pace. Looke Sir, my wounds, 
I got them in mv Countries Seruice, when 
Some certaine of your Brethren roar*d, and ranne 



From th^noife of our owne Drummes. 

Menen, Oh me the Gods, you muft not fpeak c 
You muft defire them to thinke vpon you. 

Coriol, Thinke vpon me? Hang 'em, 
I would they would forget me, like the Vertues 
Which our Diuines lofe by em. 

Men. YouM marre all, 
He leaue you : Pray you fpeake to em, I pray yoa 
In wholfome manner. 

Enter three of the Gthuns. 

Corio. Bid them waih their Faces, 
And keepe their teeth deane : So, heere comes a bi 
You know the caufe (Sir) of my ftanding heere. 

3(^/>. We do Sir, tell vs what hath brought yoi 

Corio. Mine owne defert. 

2 Gt. Your owne defert. 
Cario. I, but mine owne defire. 

3 Gt. How not your owne defire ? 

Corio, No Sir,*twas neuer niy defire yet to trout 
poore v^th begging. 

3 Gt. You muft thinke if we giue you any thii 
hope to gaine by you. 

Corio, Well then I pray, your price a*th*Conful 

1 Cit. The price is, to aske it kindly. 

Grio. Kindly fir, I pray let me ha*t : I haue woi 
ihew you, which ihidl bee yours in priuate : yoi 
voice Sir, what iay you ? 

2 Gt. You ftiall ha*t worthy Sir. 

Qorlo. A match Sir, there's in all two worthie 
begg'd : I haue your Almes, Adieu. 

3 Gt, But this is fomething odde. 

2 Gt, And 'twere to giue againe ; but *ds no m^ 
Exeunt, Enter t9c other Gihunt. 

Griol. Pray you now, if it may fbnd with xk 
of your voices, that 1 may bee Confull, 1 haue ho 
Cuftomarie Gowne. 

X. You haue deferued Nobly of your Countre] 
you haue not deferued Nobly. 

Griol, YouriSnigma. 

1. You haue bin a fcourge to her enemies, yet 
bin a Rod to her Friends, you haue not indeede k>u 
Common people. 

Certo/. You ihould account mee the more Ve 
that I haue not bin common in my Loue^ I will fir 
my fwome Brother the people to eame a deerer < 
tion of them, 'tis a condition they account gentle:^ 
the wifedome of their choice, is rather to haue m 
then my Heart, I will pradtice the infinuating nod, 
oflf to them moft counterfetly, that is fir, I will cc 
fet the bewitchment of fome popular man, and 
bountifull to the defirers : Therefore befeech you, 
be Confull.- 

2. Wee hope to finde you our friend t and tb 
giue you our voices heartily. 

I. You haue receyued many wounds for your 
trey. 

Griol. I wil not Scale your knowledge with il 
them. I will make much of your voyoes, and io 1 
you no farther. 

Both, The Gods giue you ioy Sir heartily. 

GrioL Moft fweet Voyces : 
Better it is to dye, better to fterue, 
Then craue the higher, which firft we do deieme. 
Why in this Wooluiih tongue ihould I ibnd been 
To begge of Hob and Dicke, that docs appeere 
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Their needleiTe Vouches: Cuftome calls me too*t. 
What Cuftome wills in all things, ihould we doo*t ? 
The Duft on antique Time would lye vnfwept, 
And mountainous Error be too highly heapt. 
For Troth to o*re-peere. Rather then foole it fo , 
Let the high Office and the Honor go 
To one that would doe thus. I am halie through. 
The ODe part fofieredythe other will I doe. 

Enter three Gthuns more. 
Here come moe Voyces. 
Your Voyces? for your Voyces I haue fought. 
Watch t tor your Voyces: for your Voyces, beare 
Of Wounds, two dosen odde: Battailes thrice fix 
I haue feene, and heard of : for your Voyces, 
Haue done ouny things, fome le(re,fome more : 
Your Voyces ? Indeed I would be ConfuU. 

i.CSr/. Hee ha*s done Nobly, and cannot goe without 
aoy honeft mans Voyce* 

2.Grr. Therefore let him be ConfuU : the Gods giue 
Um ioy,and make him good friend to the People. 

jUL Amen, Amen« God faue thee, Noble Confull. 

Ctrio. Worthy Voyces. 

Enter MenemhUf vritb ^rutui and Seiclmm, 

Meme. You haue ftood your Ldmitation : 
And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, 
Remaines,that in th^Officiall Markes inuefted. 
You anon doe meet the Senate. 

Corio, Is this done / 

&^M.The Cuftome of Requeft you haue difchargMi 
The People doe admit you, and are fummonM 
To meet anon, vpon your approbation. 

Cgrie, Where ? at the Senate-houfe ? 

Sdcin^ There, QoriolaMm. 

Corn, May I change thefe Garments f 

Scuim. You may. Sir. 

Cvrj.That He ftraight do: and knowing my felfie again, 
Repayre toth* Senate-houfe. 

AUme. lie keepe yon company. WtlLyou along? 

*Brut, We ftay here for the People. 

Seiein, Fare you well. Exeunt CorioL and Aitne. 

He ha's it now : and by his Lookes,me thinkes, 
Tis warme at*s heart. 

^Bngf. With a prowd heart be wore his humble Weeds : 
Will you difmifle the People? 

Enter the PUbHant, 

ScieiMom now, my Mafters, haue you chofe this man? 

i.Gt/. He ha*s our Voyces, Sir. 

Brut, We pray the Gods, he may deferue your loues. 

i.Cr/. Amen, Sir: to my poore vn worthy notice, 
He mock*d ▼s,when he begg*d our Voyces. 

3.C/.Certainely,he flowted vs downe-right. 

l.Gr/.No,*tis his kind of fpeech,he did not mock vs. 

i.Cr/.Not one amongft vs,faue your felfe, but (ayes 
He TsM TS (cornefully : he fliould haue ihew*d vs 
His Marks of Merit, Wounds receiu*d for*s Countrey. 

Seiein, Why fo he did, I am fure. 

All, No, no: no man la w 'em . 

3.Gr^. Hee iaid hee had Wounds, 
Which he could ihew in priuate : 
And with his Hat, thus waning it in fcorne, 
I would be ConfuU, fayes he : aged Cuftome, 
But by your Voyces, will not fo permit me. 
Your Voyces therefore: when we graunted that. 
Here was, I thanke you for your Voyces, thanke you 
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Your moft fweet Voycesmow you haue left your Voyces, 
I haue no further with you. Was not this mockerie f 

Scicin, Why eyther were you ignorant to fce't? 
Or feeing it, of fuch Childiih friendlinefTe, 
To yecid your Voyces ? 

^rut. Could you not haue told him, 
As you were leiTonM : When he had no Power, 
But was a petde feruant to the State, 
He was your Enemie, euer fpake againft 
Your Liberties, and the Charters that you beare 
I'th'Body of the Wcale : and now arriuing 
A place of Potencie,and fway o*th* State, 
If he ihould ftill malignantly remaine 
Faft Foe toth'P^^//, your Voyces might 
Be Curfes to your felues. You fliould haue faid. 
That as his worthy deeds did dayme no Icfle 
Then what he ftood for: Co his gracious nature 
Would thinke vpon you, for your Voyces, 
And tranflate his Mallice towards you, into Loue, 
Standing your friendly Lord. 

Scicin, Thus to haue faid > 
As you were fore-aduis*d, had toucht his Spirit, 
And tiy*d his Inclination: from him pluckt 
Eyther his gracious Promife, which you might 
As caufe had caird you vp, haue held him to ; 
Or el(e it would haue gail'd hisfurly nature. 
Which cafily endures not Article, 
Tying him to ought, Co putting him to Rage, 
You fhould haue ta*ne th*aduantageof his ChoUer, 
And pafsM him vneledted. 

Brut, Did you perceiue, 
He did follicite you in free Contempt, 
When he did need your Loues: and doe you thinke, 
That his Contempt ihaU not be brufing to you. 
When he hath power to crufh^ Why,had your Bodyes 
No Heart among you ? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Againft the Re^orihip of ludgement ? 

Scicin. Haue you, ere now,deny*d the asker : 
And nowagaine,of him that did not aske,but mock, 
Beftow your fuM-for Tongues ? 

3.C/V.Hee*s not confirmed, we may deny him yet. 

2,Gt. And will deny him : 
He haue fiue hundred Voyces of that found. 

i.Gf/.l twice fiue hundred, & their friends, to piece *em. 

9rtf/.Get you hence inftantly,and tell thofe friends. 
They haue chofe a Confull, tfiat wiU from them take 
Their Liberties, make them of no more Voyce 
Then Dogges, that are as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to doe Co, 

&iW.Let them afiTembletand on a fafer ludgement. 
All reuoke your ignorant election : Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate vnto you: befides, forget not 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in his Suit he fcorn*d you: but your Loues, 
Thinking vpon his Seruices,tooke from you 
Th*apprehenfion of his prefent portance, 
Which moft gibingly, vngrauely, he did faihion 
After the inueterate Hate he beares you. 

Brut, lay a fault on vs,your Tribunes, 
That we laboured ( no impediment bet¥reene) 
But that you muft caft your Eledion on him. 

&iV/.Say you chofe him, more after our commandment. 
Then as guided by your owne true aftedions,and that 
Your Minds pre-occupy*d with what you rather muft do. 
Then what you ihould, made you againft the graine 
To Voyce him ConfuU. Lay the fiiult on vs. 

b b ^rut, I, 
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Brut. I, fparc vs not : Say, we read Le^res to you, 
How youngly he began to fenie his Countrey, 
How long continued, and what ftoclc he fprings of, 
The Noble Houre,o*th*c^tf r/Mi» : from whence came 
That Ancvi MartmyNumats Daughters Sonne: 
Who after great Hoftil'm here was King, 
Of the fame Houfe Tuhftus and Quintia were. 
That our beft Water, brought by Conduits hither, 
And Nobly nam*d. To twice being Cenfor, 
Was his great Anceftor. 

Sclcin. One thus defcended. 
That hath befide well in his perfon wrought, 
To be {et high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances : but you haue found, 
Skaling his prefent bearing with his paft. 
That hee*8 your fixed enemie ; and reuoke 
Your fuddaine approbation. 

Brut, Say you ne*re had don^t, 
(Harpe on that ftill) but by our putting on : 
And prerently,when you haue drawne your number, 
Repaire toth* Capitoll. 

jtlL We will lo : almoft all repent in their ele^ion. 
Exeunt TUhetant, 

^rut. Let them goe on : 
This Mutinie were better put in hazard, 
Then ftay paft doubt, for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he ^11 in rage 
With their refuiall, both obferue and anfwer 
The vantage of his anger. 

Scicin. Toth* Capitoll, come : 
We will be there before the ftreameo*th* People : 
And this ihall feeme, as partly 'tis, their owne, 
Which we haue goaded on->vard. Exeunt. 

AStus Tertius. 

Cornets. Enter Coriolantid, Afenenn/i ^ ail the Gentry^ 
Cominim^Titm Latiuiy and other Senators, 

Cork, Tulita Auffidim then had made new head. 

Latins, He had, my Lord, and that it was which caus*d 
Our fwifber Compofition* 

Carlo, So then the Voices ftand but as at firft, 
Readie when time ihall prompt them, to make roade 
Vpon*s againe. 

Com, They are worne (Lord Confull) fo. 
That we ihall hardly in our ages fee 
Their Banners waue againe. 

Corio, Saw you Auffidius ? 

Latins, On fafegard he came to me, and did curfe 
Againil the Voices, for they had fo vildly 
Yeelded the Towne : he is retyred to Antium. 

Corio, Spoke he of me ? 

Latins, He did, my Lord. 

Corio, How ? what ? 

Latins. How often he had met you Sword to Sword : 
That of all things vpon the Earth, he hated 
Your perfon moil : That he would pawne his fortunes 
To hopeleife reflitution, fo he might 
Be call*d your Vanquiiher. 

Corio. At Antium Hues he ? 

Latins, At Andum. 

Carlo, I wifli I had a caufe to feeke him there, 
To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 

Enter Sciclnius and Brutus. 
Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues o*th* Common Mouth. I do deipiie them : 



For they doe pranke them in Authoride, 
Againfl all Noble fufferance. 

Scicin, PaiTe no further. 

Cor. Hah ? what is that ? 

Brut. It will be dangerous to goe on— No further. 

Corio, What makes thu change / 

Mene, The matter? 

Com. Hath he not pais*d the Noble, and the Comi 

Brut, Cominius^no, 

Corio. Haue I had Childrens Voyces? 

&iia/.Tribunes giue way, he ihall toth*Market pli 

Brut, The People are incens*d againil him. 

Scicin. Stop,or all will ^11 in broyle. 

Corio. Are thefe your Heard ? 
Mufl thefe haue Voyces, that can yeeld them now. 
And ilraight difclaim their toungs?what are jrour Ofi 
You being their Mouthes,why rule you not their Te 
Haue you not fet them on ? 

Mene, Be calme, be calme. 

Corio, It is a purpos*d thing,and growes by Plot, 
To curbe the will of the Nobilide : 
SufFer*t,and Hue with fuch as cannot rule, 
Nor euer will be ruled. 

Brut. Cairt not a Plot : 
The People cry you mockt them : and of late. 
When Corne was giuen them gratify you repin*d, 
Scandard the Suppliants : for the People, calFd them 
Time- pleafers, flatterers, foes to Noblenefl*e* 

Corio* Why this was knowne before. 

Brut. Not to them all. 

Corio, Haue you inform*d them iithence ? 

^rut. How? I informe them ? 

Com. You are like to doe fuch buiineiTe. 

^rut. Not vnlike each way to better yourt. 

Corio, Why then ihould I be Confull? by yond CI 
Let me deferue fo ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow Tribune. 

Scicin. You fliew too much of that. 
For which the People Ainc i if you will paffe 
To where you are bound, you muil enquire your way. 
Which you are out of, with a gentler fpirit. 
Or neuer be fo Noble as a Confull, 
Nor yoake with him for Tribune. 

Aiene. Let*s be calme. 

Com, The People are abus*d : fet on,this paltring 
Becomes not Rome : nor ha*s Co''^olania 
Deferu*d this fo diihonor^d Rub, layd ^fely 
rth' plainc Way of his Merit. 

Corio, Tell me of Corne : this was my fpeech. 
And I will fpeak*t againe. 

Mene, Not now, not now. 

Senat. Not in this heat, Sir, now, 

Corio. Now as I liue, I will. 
My Nobler fiiends, I craue their pardons : 
For the mutable ranke-fented Meynie, 
Let them regard me, as I doe not flatter. 
And therein behold themfelues : I fay againe, 
In foothing them, we nouriih *gainfl our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence,Sedidon, 
Which we our felues haue plowed for, fow*d,& icatte 
By mingling them with ▼s,the honor*d Number, 
Who lack not Vertue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which they haue giuen to Beggers. 

Mene. Well, no more. 

Senat. No more words, we befeech you. 

Corio, How ? no more^ 
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my Coantry, I haue ihed my blood, 
iring outward force : So fhall my Lungs 
liords dli their decay, aga'mft thofe Meazels 

we difdaine ihould Tetter ▼«, yet fought 
sry way to catch them. 

t. You fpeake a*th*peop]e,as if you were a God, 
lifh; Not a man, of their Infirmity, 
r. *Twcre well we let the people know*t. 
w. What, what? His Choller? 
.Choller? Were I as patient as the midnight fleep, 
le, *twould be my minde. 
«. It is a minde that (hall remain a poifon 
c it is : not poyfon any further, 
if. Shall remaine? 

you this Triton of the MtKHotut ? Marke you 
ifolute Shall ? 

>. *Twas from the Cannon. 
• Shall? O God ! but moft vnwife Patricians: why 
;raue, but wreaklefTe Senators, haue you thus 

Hidra heere to choofe an Officer, 
with his peremptory Shall, being but 
lome, and noife o*th*Monfter8, vrants not fpirit 
ff hee*l tume your Current in a ditch, 
oake your Channell his? If he haue power, 
▼ale your Ignorance : If none, awake 
dangerous Lenity : If you are LeamM, 
t at common Fooles j if you are not, 
em haue Cuihions by you. You are Plebeians, 
f be Senators : and they are no leflc, 
I both your voices blended, the great*ft tafte 
pallates theirs. They choofe their Magiflrate, 
uch a one as he, who puts his Shall, 
»puUr Shall, againfl a grauer Bench 
euer firownM in Greece. By loue himfelfe, 
ces the Confuls bafe ; and my Soule akes 
low, when two Authorities are vp, 
it Supreame ; How foone Confufion 
nter *twixt the gap of Both, and take 
ne by th*other. 

t. Well, on to'th'Market place. 
m. Who euer gaue that Counfell,to giue forth 
!ome a*th*Store-hou{e gratis, as *twas ysM 
ime in Greece. 

w. Well, well, no more of that. 
'.Thogh there the people had more abfolute powre 
Jiey noriiht difobedience: fed, the ruin of the State, 
v. Why (hall the people giue 
hat fpeakes thus, their voyce ? 
*!•. lie giue my Reafons, 

worthier then their Voyces. They know the Corne 
not our recompence, refUng well afTurM 
ne*re did feruice fbr*t j being prcft to'th*Warre, 
when the Nauell of the State was touch*d, 
would not thred the Gates: This kinde of Seruice 
»t deferue Come gratis. Being i*th*Warre, 

Mutinies and Reuolts, wherein they fhew*d 
V'alour, fpokenotfbr them. Th*Accufation 
ti they haue often made againft the Senate, 
ufe vn borne, could neuer be the Natiue 
r fo franke Donation. Well, what then? 
flull this Bofome-multiplied, digefl 
•enates Courtefie? Let deeds exprefTe 
's like to be their words. We did requefl it, 
t the greater pole, and in true feare 
gaue vs our demands. Thus we debafe 
Mature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 



Call our Cares, Feares ; which will in time 
Breake ope the Lockes a*th*Senate, and bring in 
The Crowes to pecke the Eagles. 

Metie. Come enough. 

9r«. Enough, with ouer meafure. 

Corn, No, take more. 
What may be fworne by, both Diuine and Humane, 
Seale what I end withall. This double worfhip. 
Whereon part do*s difdaine with caufe, the other 
Infult without all reafon : where Gentry , Title, wdfi^dom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of generall Ignorance, it muft omit 
Reall Neceflities, and giue way the while « 

To vnftable SlightnefTe. Purpofe fo barr*d, it fbllowes. 
Nothing is (done to purpofe. Therefore befeech you. 
You that will be lefTe fearefuU, then difcreet. 
That loue the Fundamentall part of State 
More then you doubt the change on*t : That preferre 
A Noble life, before a Long, and Wifh, 
To iumpe a Body with a dangerous Phyficke, 
That's lure of death without it : at once plucke out 
The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not licke 
The fweet which is their poyfon. Your difhonor 
Mangles true iudgement, and bereaues the State 
Of that Integrity which fhould becom*t : 
Not hauing the power to do the good it would 
For th'ill which doth controuPt. 

Bru, Has faid enough. 

Skin, Ha*s fpoken like a Traitor, and ihall anfwer 
As Traitors do. 

Corh, Thou wretch, defpight ore-whelme thee : 
What fhould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience failea 
To*th*greater Bench, in a Rebellion : 
When what*s not meet, but what mufl be, was Law, 
Then were they chofen : in a better houre. 
Let what is meet, be faide it mufl be meet. 
And throw their power i'th'dufl. 

Bru, Manifeft Treafon. 

Sidn. ThisaConfuU?No. 

Enter an e/£dUe. 

Tru. The Ediles hoe : Let him be apprehended : 

Scin. Go call the people, in whofe name my Selfb 
Attach thee as a Traitorous Innouator i 
A Foe to'th*publike Weale. Obey I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anfwer. 

Corio, Hence old Goat. 

jlil. Wee*l Surety him. 

Com. Ag*d fir, hands off. 

Corio. Hence rotten thing, or I fhall fhake thy bones 
Out of thy Garments. 

Sicin, Helpe ye Citizens. 

Enter a rahb le of Plehaans with the e>£diles, 

Mtne. On both fides more refped. 

Sicin, Heere*s hee, that would uke firom you all your 
power. 

Bru. Seize him t^Jiles.X 

jill. DoMrne with him, downe with him. 

2 Sen, Weapons, weapons, weapons : 
They all huftle about Coriolanus. 
Tribunet, Patncians, Citizens : what ho : 
Siciniuij Brutuiy Coriolanuiy Citizens. 

All. Peace, peace, peace, flay, hold, peace. 

Mene. What is about to be/ 1 am out of Breath, 
Confufions neere,I cannot fpeake. You, Tribunes 
To*th*people : Cbrio/omtf, patience : Speak good Siciniut. 
Bb % Scin. 
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ScicL Heare me, People peace. 

ji/L Lef s here our Tribune : peace, fpealce, fpeake, 
fpeake. 

Scici You are at point to lofe your Liberties : 
Marthu would haue all from you ; Aiartim, 
Whom late you haue nam'd for ConfuU. 

Afirm. Fie, fie, fie, this is the way to kindle, not to 
quench. 

Sena, To vnbuild the Citie,and to lay all flat. 

Scid, What is the Citie,but the People? 

Ali, True, the People are the Citie. 

^rut. By the confent of all, we were eftablifli*d the 
Peoples Magiftrates. 

yilL You Co remaine. 

Mtne, And fo are like to doe. 

Com. That is the way to lay the Cide flat. 
To bring the Rooie to the Foundation , 
And burie all, which yet diftin£Uy raunges 
In heapes, and piles of Ruine. 

Scici. This deferues Death. 

*Bna. Or let vs ftand to our AuthoridV, 
Or let vs lofe it : we doe here pronounce, 
Vpon the part o*th* People, in whbfc power 
We were elected theirs, Afdr/iitf is worthy 
Of prefent Death. 

Scici, Therefore lay hold of him : 
Beare him toth' Rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into deftru^^ion caft him. 

^rut, MdHet feize him. 

ji/lPle. Yceld Martius, yet]d. 

Meat, Heare me one word, 'befeech you Tribunes, 
heare me but a word. 

c^diles. Peace, peace. 

Mene, Be that you feeme, truly your Countries Aricnd, 
And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefTe. 

Brut, Sir, thoie cold wayes, 
Thatfeeme like prudent helpes, are very poyfonous. 
Where the Difeafe is violent. Lay hands vpon him, 
And beare him to the Rock. Corio, draves bit Smord, 

Cerio, No, lie die here : 
There's fome among you haue beheld me fighting, 
Come trie vpon your felues, what you haue feene me. 

A^ne, Downe with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw 
a while. 

*Brta, Lay hands vpon him. 

Alefie, Helpe A£ir//t«tf,helpe : you that be noble, helpe 
him young and old. 

AIL Downe with him, downe with him. Exeumt, 

In this Mutinie^tbe Trihunes^ the c/£dilesy and the 
People are beat in, 

Mene. Goe,get you to our Houfe: be gone, away. 
All will be naught el(e. 

2. Sena, Get you gone. 

Com, Sund fafl, we haue as many friends as enemies. 

Mene, Shall it be put to that? 

Sena. The Gods forbid : 
I prythee noble friend, home to thy Houfe, 
Leaue vs to cure this Caufe. 

Mene, For *tis a Sore vpon vs. 
You cannot Tent your fclfe : be gone, *befeech you. 

Corio, Come Sir, along with vs. 

Mtne. I would they were Barbarians, as they are. 
Though in Rome litterM : not Romans, as they are not, 
Though calued i'th* Porch o'th* CapitoU : 
Be gone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 



One dme will owe another. 

Corio. On faire ground,! could beat fortie of them. 

Mene, I could my felfe take vp a Brace o*th* beft o 
them, yea, the two Tribunes. 

Com. But now *tis oddes beyond Arithmetick, 
And Manhood is callM Foolerie, when it fUads 
Againft a falling Fabrick. Will you hence, 
Before the Tagge returne ? whofe Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted Waters, and o*re-beare 
What they are vs'd to beare. 

Mene, Pray you be gone ! 
He trie whether my old Wit be in requeft 
With thofe that haue but little: this muft be patcht 
With Cloth of any Colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. Exeunt Cort^laam an 



Patri, This man ha*s marr*d his fortune. 

Mene. His nature is too noble for the World s 
He would not flatter Neptune for his Trident, 
Or /0ifr,for*s power to Thunder: his Heart's hit Month : 
What his Breft forges, that his Tongue mufk vent, 
And Being angry, does forget that euer 
He heard the Name of Death. ^A Noife witUn. 

Here's goodly worke. 

Patri, I would they were a bed. 

Mene, I would they Vfere in Tyber. 
What the vengeance, could he not fpeake *em £aire f 
Enter *Bruttu and Sicinius with the rabble agaime. 

Skin. Where is this Viper, 
That would depopulate the city,& be euery man himfe! 

Mene, You worthy Tribunes. 

Sicin. He (hall be throwne dosme the Tarpeian rod 
With rigorous hands : he hath refifbd Law, 
And therefore Law fluU fcorne him further Triall 
Then the feuerity of the publike Power, 
Which he fo fets at naught. 

I Gt. He fluU well know the Noble Tribunes are 
The peoples mouths, and we their hands. 

All. He fliall fure ont. 

Mene, Sir, fir. Skin,' Peace. 

e^e. Do not cry hauocke, where you fbold bat hox 
With modeft warrant. 

Sicin, Sir, how com'fl that you haue hoipe 
To make this refcue ? 

Mene. Heere me fpeake? As I do know 
The Confuls worthinefTe, fo can I name his Faults. 

Scin, ConfuU? what Confull? 

Mene^ The Confull Coriolanus. 

Bru, He Confull. . 

All, No, no, no, no, no. 

Mene, If by the Tribunes leaue, 
And yours good people, 
I may be heard, I would craue a word or two, 
The which ihall tume you to no further harme^ 
Then fo much lofle of time. 

Sic. Speake breefely then. 
For we are peremptory to difpatch 
Th'is Viporous Traitor : to eiedl him hence 
Were but one danger, and to keepe him heere 
Our certaine death: therefore it i s decreed, 
He dyes to night. 

Menen. Now the good Gods forbid. 
That our renowned Rome, whofe gratitude 
Towards her deferued Children, is enroU'd 
In loues owne Booke,like an vnnaturall Dam 
Should now eate vp her owne. 

Ski 
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w. He's a Difetfe that muft be cut away. 


To fpeake of Peace, or Warre* I talke of you. 


"irar. Oh he*t a Limbe/ that ba*s but a Difeafe 


Why did you wi(h me milder? Would you haue me 


11, to cut it off: to cure it, eafie. 


Falfe to my Nature ? Rather fay, I play 


ha*s he done to Rome, that*s worthy death ? 


The man I am. 


g our Enemies, the blood he hath loft 


Voium. Oh fir, fir, fir. 


ch I dare Touch,i8 more then that he hath 


I would haue had you put your power well on 


my an Ounce; he droppM it for hit Country: 


Before you had worne it out. 


rhat is left, to loofe it by hit Countrey, 


Corio, Let go. 


to Tsall that doo't, and fuffcr it 


^0/. You might haue beene enough the man you are. 


nd to th'end a*th World. 


With ftriuing Icffe to be fo : Lefler had bin 


«. This is cleanc kamme. 


The things of your difpofitions, if 


tf. Meerely awry : 


You had not ihew*d them how ye were difposM 


1 he did loue his Country, it honoured him. 


Ere they lacked power to croffe you. 


mtn. The feruice of the foote 


Corio. Let them hang.i 


once gangren'd, it not then refpeded 


Volum. l,and burne top. 


hat before it was. 


Enter Meneniui witb the Senators. 


!. Wee'l heare no more : 


Aien, Come, come, you haue bin too rough, fomthing 


: him to hit houfe,and pluclce him thence. 


too rough : you muft returne, and mend it. 


bis infe^on being of catching nature. 


Sen. There's no remedy. 


further. 


Vnleffe by not fo doing, our good Cide 


mn. One word more, one word : 


Cleaue in the midd*ft,and periHi. 


riger-footed-rage, when it fliall find 


f^olum. Pray be counfaiPd ; 


arme of rnskan'd fwiftneffe, will (too late) 


I haue a heart as little apt as yours. 


<eaden pounds too's heeles. Proceed by Proceffe, 


But yet a braine, that leades my rfe of Anger 


parties (as he is belouM) breake out. 


To better vantage. 


kcke great Rome with Romanes. 


Mene. Well faid,Noble woman : 


\t. If it were fo / 


Before he fiiould thus ftoope to'th*heart, but that 


It. What do ye talke f 


The violent fit a*th*time craues it as Phyficke 


we not had a tafte of his Obedience ? 


For the whole Sute; I would put mine Armour on. 


diles fmot : our felues refifted : come. 


Which I can fcarfely bearc. 


lu. Confider this : He ha's bin bred i'th'Warres 


ario. What muft I do? 


s could draw a Sword, and is ill-fchoord 


Mene. Returne to th* Tribunes. 


ilted Language : Meale and Bran together 


Corio. Well, what then?what then? 


rowes without diftindion. Giue me leaue. 


Mene. Repent, what you haue fpoke. 


to him, and vndertake to bring him in peace, 


Corio. For them, I cannot do it to the Gods, 


e he ihall anfwer by a lawfuU Forme 


Muft I then doo*t to them ? 


ace) to his vtmoft perill. 


Volum. You are too abfolute. 


Of. Noble Tribunes, 


Though therein you can neuer be too Noble, 


le humane way : the other courfe 


But when extremities fpeake. 1 haue heard you fay, 


voue to bloody : and the end of it, 


Honor and Policy, like vnfcuer*d Friends, 


owne to the Beginning. 


rth*Warre do grow together : Grant that, and tell me 


loble MtneniiUf be you then as the peoples officer: 


In Peace, what each of them by th*other loofe. 


rs, lay downe your Weapons. 


That they combine not there ? 


r. Go not home. 


Corio. Tuih,tufli. 


Meet on the Market place :wee'l attend you there: 


c3f(f«. A gi)od demand. 


: if you bring not Marthts f wtt*\ proceede 


Volum. If it be Honor in your Warres,to feeme 


firft way. 


The (ame you are not, which for your beft ends 


tun. He bring him to you. 


You adopt your policy : How is it lefle or worie 


e defire your company : he muft come. 


That it ihall hold Companionfliip in Peace 


lat is worft will follow. 


With Honour, as in Warre ; fince that to both 


r. Pray you let*s to him. Sxtunt Omnes, 


It ftands in like requeft. 


Enter Qorielamtt mtbNohks. 


Corio. Why force you thbf 


0. Let them pull all about mine eares, prefent me 


Volum. Becaufe, that 


on the Wheele, or at wilde Horfes heeles. 


Now it lyes you on to fpeake to th'people: 
Not by your owne inftrudion, nor by*th*matter 


e ten hilles on the Tarpdan Rocke, 


he precipitation might downe ftretch 


Which your heart prompts you, but with fuch words 


the beame of fight; yet will I ftill 


That are but roated in your Tongue; 


IS to them. 


Though but Baftards,and Syllables 


Snttr f^olttmnia. 


Of no allowance, to your bofomes troth. 


We. You do the Nobler. 


Now, this no more dishonors you at all. 


w. I mufe my Mother 


Then to take in a Towne with gentle words. 


ot approue me forther, who was wont 


Which elfe would put you to your fortune, and 


1 them Wollen Vaffailes, things created 


The hazard of much blood. 


r and (ell with Groats, to ihew bare heads 


I would difiTemble with my Nature, where 


igregadons, to yawne, be ftill, and wonder. 


My Fortunes and my Friends at ftake, required 


one but of my ordinance ftood vp 


I ftiould do fo in Honor, I am in this 




b b 3 Your 
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Your Wife, your Sonne: Thcfe Senators, the Nobles, 
And you, will rather ihew our generall Lowts, 
How you can fro wne, then fpend a fawne vpon *em. 
For the inheritance of their loues, and fafegard 
or what that want might ruine. 

^Mentn, Noble Lady, 
Come goe with vs, fpeake faire : you may falue fo, 
Not what is dangerous prerent,but the loiTe 
Of what is paft. 

Velum, 1 pry thee now, my Sonne, 
Goe to them, with this Bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus farre hauing ftretcht it (here be with them) 
Thy Knee buffing the ftones: for in fuch bufineffi^ 
Adion is eloquence, and the eyes of th*ignorant 
More learned then the eares, wauing thy head, 
Which often thus corre^ng thy ftout heart. 
Now humble as the ripeft Mulberry, 
That will not hold the handling : or fay to them, 
Thou art their SouIdier,and being bred in broyles, 
Hafl not the foft way, which thou do*fl confefle 
Were fit for thee to vfe,as they to clayme, 
In asking their good loues, but thou wilt frame 
Thy felfe (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo fiirre. 
As thou haft power and perfon. 

Metun, This but done, 
Euen as ihe fpeakes,why their hearts were youn : 
For they haue Pardons, being ask*d,as free. 
As words to little purpoTe. 

Volum, Prythee now, 
Goe, and be ruPd : although I know thou hadft rather 
Follow thine Enemie in a fierie Gulfis, 
Then flatter him in a Bower. EMter Cominim. 

Here is Cominm, 

Com, I haue beene i*th* Market place : and Sir *tis fit 
You make ftrong partie, or defend your felfe 
By calmenefTe^or by abfence: alFs in anger. 

Menem, Onely ^ire fpeech. 

Com, I thinke *twill feme, if he can thereto frame his 
fpirit. 

Velum, He muft, and will : 
Prythee now fay you will, and goe about it. 

Corie, Muft 1 goe fhew them my vnbarb*d Sconce ? 
Muft I with my bafe Tongue giue to my Noble Heart 
A Lye, that it muft beare well ? 1 will doo*t : 
Yet were there but this fingle Plot, to loofe 
This Mould of A£ir/iM,they to duft (hould grinde it, 
And throw*t againft the Winde. Toth' Market place : 
You haue put me now to fuch a part, which neuer 
I ihall difcharge toth* Life. 

Com. Come, come, wceMe prompt you. 

Velum, I prythee now fweet Son, as thou haft (aid 
My praifes made thee firft a Souldier ; fo 
To haue my praife for this, per forme a part 
Thou haft not done before. 

Corio, Well,I muft doo*t: 
Away my difpofidon, and poffisfTe me 
Some Harlots fpirit : My throat of Warre be turn*d. 
Which quier*d vrith my Drumme into a Pipe, 
Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin voyce 
That Babies lull a-flecpe : The fmiles of Knaues 
Tent in my cheekes, and Schoole-boyes Teares uke vp 
The GlafTes of my fight : A Beggars Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips, and my Arm'd knees 
Who bow*d but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
That hath receiuM an Almes. I will not doo*t, 
Leaft I furceafe to honor mine owne truth. 



And by my Bodies a£Hon, teach my Minde 
A moft inherent BafenefTe. 

Velum, At thy choice then : 
To begge of thee, it is my more dif-honor, 
Then thou of them. Come all to ruine, let 
Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, then fcare 
Thy dangerous StoutnefTe : for I mocke at death 
With as bigge heart as thou. Do as thou lift, 
Thy ValbntnefTe was mine, thou fuck*ft it from me : 
But owe thy Pride thy felfe. 

Corio. Pray be content : 
Mother, I am going to the Market place :^ 
Chide me no more. He Mountebanke their Louet, 
Cogge their Hearts from them, and come home beloQ*d 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Looke, I am going : 
Commend me to my Wife, He returne Confull, 
Or neuer truft to what my Tongue can do 
rth way of Flattery further. 

Velum. Do your will. Exit Vobmmg 

Cmm, Away, the Tribunes do attend you: arm your felf 
To anfwer mildely : for they are prepared 
With Accufations, as I heare more flrong 
Then are vpon you yet. 

Corie. The word is, Mildely. Pray you let vs go, 
Let them accufe me by inuention : I 
Will anfwer in mine Honor. 

Menen, I, but mildely. 

Corie. Well mildely be it then, Mildely. BxetaH 

Enter Sicinita and Brutm, 
9nv. In this point charge him home, that he afifeds 
Tyrannicall power : If he euadc vs there, 
Infbrce him with his enuy to the people. 
And that the Spoile got on the Antiats 
Was neVe diftributed. What, will he come ? 

Enter an Edile, 

Bdile, Hee*s comming, 

Bru, How accompanied ? 

Edile, With old Meneniut jznd thofe Senators 
That alwayes fiiuour*d him. 

Scin, Haue you a Catalogue 
Of all the Voices that we haue procured, fet downe by*th 

Edile, I haue : 'tis ready. (Pole / 

Sicin, Haue you collected them by Tribes? 

Sdile, I haue. 

Sicin, AfTemble prefently the people hither : 
And when they heare me lay, it ihall be fo, 
rth*right and ftrength a*th*Commons : be it either 
For death, for fine, or Banifhment, then let them 
If I fay Fine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death, 
Infifting on the olde prerogatiue 
And power i*th Truth a*th Caufe, 

Edile, I fhall informe them. 

9rtt. And when fuch time they haue begun to ciy, 
Let them not cea(e, but with a dinne confiitM 
Inforce the prefent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 
Sdi, Very well. 

Sicin, Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint 
When we (hall hap to giu*t them. 

9r». Go about it. 
Put him to Choller ftraite, he hath bene vs*d 
Euer to conquer, and to haue his worth 
Of contradi^on. Being once chait, he cannot 
Be rein*d againe to Temperance, then he fpeakes 

What's 
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What*t in hit heartland that is there which looket 
With Y s to breake his nccke. 

Enttr Corhlattas^MeneniuSfOrul Coml^ 
mm f with others, 
Scin, Well, heere he comes. 
Ainte. Calmely, 1 do befeech you. 
Corn. If as an Hoftler, that fourth pooreft peece 
Will beare the Knaue by'th Volume : 
Th*honor*d Goddes 

Keepe Rome in (afety, and the Chaires of luftice 
Supplied with worthy men, plant loue amongs 
Through our large Temples with y (hewes of peace 
And not our (beets with Warre. 
t Sen* Amen, Amen. 
C^eme. A Noble wi(h. 

Enter the Edile with the Plebeians. 
Stein, Draw neere ye people. 
BMU, Lift to your Tribunes. Audience : 
Peace I fay. 

Cork, Firft heare me fpeake. 
'Both Tri. Well,fay : Peace hoe. 
Qorio. Shall I be chargM no further then this prefent i 
Moft all determine heere ? . 

Skin, I do demand, 
If you fubmit you to the peoples voices, * 

Allow their Officers, and are content 
To fufler lawfull Cenfure for fuch faults 
As fhall be prouM vpon you. 
Gptm. I am Content. 

Mene. Lo Citizens, he fayes he is Content. 
The warlike Seruice he ha*s done, confider : Thinkc 
Vpon the wounds his body beares, which (hew 
Like Graues i*th holy Church-yard. 

G»rf». Scratches with Briars, fcarres to moue 
Laughter onely. 

Mine. Confider further : 
That when he fpeakes not like a Citizen, 
You finde him like a Soldier : do not take 
His rougher Anions for malicious founds : 
But as I fay, fuch as become a Soldier, 
Rather then enuy you. 

dm. Well, well, no more. 
Cori^, What is the matter, 
That being paft for Confull with full roycc : 
I am fo difhonour*d, that the very houre 
You take it off againe. 
Sian. Anfwer to vs. 
Cerio. Say then : *tis true, I ought (b 
Skin, We charge you, that you haue contriuM to take 
From Rome all feafon*d Oflke, and to winde 
Your felfe into a power tyrannicall. 
For which you are a Traitor to the people. 
Carta, How? Traytor? 
Mene, Nay temperately : your promife. 
C«ri«. The fires i*th'loweft hell. Fould in the people : 
Call me their Traitor, thou iniurious Tribune! 
Within thine eyes fate twenty thoufiind deaths 
In thy hands dutcht : as many Millions in 
Thy lying tongue, both numbers. I would fay 
Thou lyeft vnto thee, with a voice as free. 
As I do pray the Gods. 

Sicin. Marke you this people ? 
All. To*th*Rocke, to'th^Rocke with him. 
Sicin, Peace: 
We neede not put new matter to his charge t 
What you hauc (eenfe him do, and heard him fpeake : 
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Beating your Officers, curfing your fe!ues, 
Oppo(ing Lawes with ftroalces, and heere defying 
Thofe whofe great power muft try him, 
Euen this fo criminall, and in fuch capitall kinde 
Deferues th'extreame(l death. 

^r«. But (ince he hath fcruM well for Rome. 

Corie. What do you prate of Seruice. 

^rut, I talke of that, that kn ow it. 

Corio, You ? 

M£ne, Is this the promife that you made your mother. 

Com. Know, 1 pray you. 

Corio. He know no further : 
Let them pronounce the fteepe Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a graine a day, I would not buy 
Their mercie, at the price of one (aire word. 
Nor checke my Courage for what they can giue, 
To haue*t with faying. Good morrow. 

Sicin. For that he ha*s 
(As muah as in him lies^from time to time 
£nui*d againft the people ; feeking meancs 
To plucke away their power: as now at lad, 
Giuen Hoftile ftrokes, and that not in the prefence 
Of dreaded lufHce, but on the Minifters 
That doth difhibute it. In the name a^th*people. 
And in the power of vs the Tribunes, wee 
(£u*n from thisinftant) banifh himourCitie 
In perill of precipitation 
From off the Rocke Tarpeian, neuer more 
To enter our Rome gates. TthTeoples name, 
I fay it (hall bee fo. 

All. It (hall be fo, it (hall be fo : let him away : 
Hee*s bani(hM, and it (hall be fo. 

Com. Heare me my Mailers, and my common friends. 

Sicin. He*s fentenc'd : No more hearing. 

Com. Let me fpeake : 
I haue bene Confull, and can (hew from Rome 
Her Enemies markes vpon me. I do loue 
My Countries good, with a refped more tender. 
More holy, and profound, then mine owne life, 
' My deere Wiues eftimate, her wombes encreafe. 
And treaibre of my Loynes: then if I would 
Speake that. 

Sicin. We know your drift. Speake what ? 

9r». There's no more to be faid, but he is bani(h*d 
As Enemy to the people, and his Countrey . 
It (hall bee fo. 

All. It (hall be fo, it (hall be fo. 

Carlo. You common cry of Curs, whofe breath I hate, 
As reeke a'thVotten Pennes : whofe Loues I prize, 
As the dead Carka(res of vnburied men, 
That do corrupt my Ayre : I bani(h you. 
And heere remaine with your vnceruintic. 
Let euery feeble Rumor (hake your hearts : ' 

Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you into difpaire : Haue the power ftill 
To bani(h your Defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance ( which Andes not till it feeles. 
Making but referuation of your felues. 
Still your owne Foes) deliuer you 
As moft abated Captiues, to fome Nation 
That wonne you without blowes, defpifing 
For you the City. Thus I turne my backe; 
There is a world eifewhere. 

Exeunt Coriolanus, CominiutfWtb Cnmalys. 
Tbey allfioutf and throw t/p their Caps. 

Edile. 
__ 



20 



The Tr age die of Qoriolanus. 



SJile. The peoples Enemy is gone, is gone. 

•AJl, Our enemy is baniih'dyhe is gone: Hoo,oo. 

Scin. Go (ee him out at Gates,and follow him 
As he hath followed you, v^ch all defpight 
Giue him deferuM vexation. Let a guard 
Attend vs through the City. 

ylll. Come, come, lets fee him out at gates, come: 
The Gods prelerue our Noble Tribunes, come. Exeunt^ 



A6lus Quartus. 



Enter CorlolaniUy Volumnia^ yirgUia^ Menenius^ Cemimhu, 
•mitb tbeyong Nobility of Rome. 

Cbrio.Come leaue your teares:a brief farwehthe beaft 
With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage ? You were vs*d 
To fay, Extreamities was the trier of fpirits, t 

That common chances. Common men could beare. 
That when the Sea was calme, all Boats alike 
ShewM Mafterfliip in floating. Fortunes blowes. 
When mod ftroolce home, being gentle wounded, craues 
A Noble cunning. You were ▼s*d to load me 
With Precepts that would make inuindble 
The heart that conned them. 

Virg, Oh heauens ! O heauens / 

Corio, Nay, I prythee woman. 

J^o/.Now the Red Peftilence ftrike al Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations perifh. 

Qorio. What, what, what : 
I (hall be louM when I am lackM. Nay Mother, 
Refume that Spirit, when you were wont to (ay. 
If you had beene the Wife of HercuUt^ 
Six of his Labours youKd haue done, and (auM 
Your Husband fo much fwet. Cominitu^ 
Droope not. Adieu: Farewell my Wife, my Mother, 
He do well yet. Thou old and true MeneHtui^ 
Thy teares are falter then a yonger mans. 
And venomous to thine eyes. My ( fometime^Generall, 
I haue feene the Sterne, and thou haft oft beheld 
Heart-hardning fpedlacles. Tell thefe fad women, 
*Tis fond to waile ineuitable (Irokes, 
As *tis to laugh at *em. My Mother, you wot well 
My hazards (lill haue beene your folace,aDd 
Beleeu*t not lightly, though I go alone 
Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Fenne 
Makes fear*d,and talked of more then feene : your Sonne 
Will or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and pradice. 

Volum. My (irft fonne. 
Whether will thou go ? Take good Cominiut 
With thee awhile : Determine on fome courfe 
More then a wilde expofture, to each chance 
That ftart's i*th*way before thee. 

Corio. O the Gods ! 

Com. lie follow thee a Moneth, deuife with thee 
Where thou (halt reft, that thou may*ft heare of vs. 
And we of thee. So if the time thruft forth 
A cau(e for thy Repeale, we (hall not fend 
0*re the vaft world, to feeke a (ingle man. 
And loofe aduantage, which doth euer coole 
lth*ab(ence of the needer. 

Corio, Fare ye well : 
Thou haft yeares vpon thee, and thou art too full 



Of the warres furfets, to go roue with one 
That's yet vnbruis*d : bring me but out at gate. 
Come my fweet wife, my deereft Mother, and 
My Friends of Noble touch : when I am forth. 
Bid me ferewell, and fmile. I pray you come : 
While I remaine aboue the ground, you (hall 
Heare from me ftill, and neuer of me ought 
But what is like me formerly. 

eMenen. That's worthily 
As any eare can heare. Come, let's not weepe. 
If I could (hake off but one feuen yeeres 
From thefe old armes and legges, by the good Gods 
rid with thee, euery foot. 

Qorio. Giue me thy hand, come. Ext 

Enter the two Tribunes , Siciniiu^anJ ^rutut, 

wtb the Edile. 

57ri'if.Bid them all home, he's gone: & wee'l no furth 
The Nobility are vexed, whom we fee haue tided 
In his behalfe. 

9r»t. Now we haue (hewne our power, 
Let vs feeme humbler after it is done, 
Then when it was a dooing. 

Sicin. Bid them home: fay their great enemy » goi 
And they, ftand in their ancient ftrength. 

9ra/. DifmifTe them home. Here comes his Moth 
Snter Volumnia^ Virgilia^and c^enenm, 

Sicin. Let's not meet her. 

^rut. Why? 

Scin. They fay (he's mad. 

'Brut, They haue tane note of vs:keepe on your w; 

y'olum. Oh y'are well met : 
Th'hoorded plague a'th'Gods requit your loue. 

Menen. Peace, peace, be not fo loud. 

Volum. If that I could for weeping, vou (hould hea 
Nay, and you (hall heare feme. Will you be gone? 

Virg, You (hall ftay too : I would I had the power 
To fay {o to my Husband. I 

Sicin. Are you mankinde ? 

Volum. I foole,is that a (hame. Note but this Foo 
Was not a man my Father ? Had'ft thou Fox(hip 
To bani(h him that ftrooke more blowes for Rome 
Then thou haft fpoken words. 

Sicin. Oh ble(red Heauens I 

Volum, Moe Noble blowes, then euer y wife word 
And for Romes good. He tell thee what t yet goe : 
Nay but thou (halt ftay too : I would my Sonne 
Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe before him^ 
His good Sword in \a% hand. 

Sdn. What then? 

^r^.What then? Hee'ld make an end of thy pofter 

Volum, Baftards,and all. 
Good man, the Wounds that he does beare for Rome I 

Menen. Come, come, peace . 

Sicin, I would he had continued to his Country 
As he began, and not vnknit himfelfe 
The Noble knot he made. 

Bru. I would he had. 

Volum. I would he had ? 'Twas you incenft the rab 
Cats, that can iudge as fitly of his worth, 
As 1 can of thofe Myfteries which heauen 
Will not haue earth to know. 

Brut. Pray let's go. 

Volum. Now pray fir get you gone. 
You haue done a braue deede ; Ere you go, heare this : 
As farre as doth the Capitoll exceede 
The meaneft houfe in Rome; fo farre my Sonne 

TI 
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ies Husband heere ; this ^do you fee) 
>u hauc bantih'd, does exceed you all. 
Well, well, wee'l leaue vou. 
Why ftay we to be baited 
: that wants her Wits. Exit Trihunes, 

Take my Prayers with you. 
he Gods had nothing elfe to do, 
nfirme my CurlTes. Could I meete *em 
a day, it would vnclogge my heart 
yes heauy too't. 

You haue told them home, 
ny troth you haue caufe : you*l Sup with me. 
. Angers my Meate : I fuppe vpon my felft, 
lail fterue with Feeding : Come , let*s go, 
s ftint-puling, and lament as 1 do, 
, /iriM-like : Come , come , come. Exeunt 

Fie, fie, fie. Exit. 

Enter a %oman^ and a yoke, 
I know you well fir, and you know mec t your 
linke i^JUrian. 

It is fo fir , truly I haue forgot yon. 
I am a Roman, and my Scruices are as you are, 
n. Know you me yet. 
Nicanor : no. 
The fame fir. 

You had more Beard when I laft faw you, but 
our is well appearM by your Tongue. What's 
rs in Rome : I hane a Note from the Volcean 
inde you out there. You haue well faued mee a 
mey. 

There hath beene in Rome flraunge Infurredi- 
e people, againft the Senatours, Patricians, and 

iath bin $ is it ended then? Our State thinks not 
are in a mofl warlike preparation, & hope to com 
m, in the heate of their diuifion 

The maine blaze of it is pafi, but a fmall thing 
ake it flame againe. For the Nobles receyue fo 

the Banifhment of that worthy Coriolantu^ that 
n a ripe aptneffe , to take al power firom the peo- 
1 to plucke from them their Tribunes for euer . 

glowing I can tell you, and is almofl mature for 
It breaking out. 
jtriolanm Baniiht ? 
Banifh*d fir. 
'ou will be welcome with this intelligence Ni- 

The day ferues well for them now. I haue heard 
the fittefl time to corrupt a mans Wife, is when 
ne out with her Husband. Your Noble Tullm 
well appeare well in thefe Warres, his great 
Ceriolanut being now in no requeft of his coun- 

He cannot choofe : 1 am moft fortunate, thus 
lly to encounter you* You haue ended my Bu- 
id I will merrily accompany you home. 

I fhall betweene this and Supper, tell you mofl 
liings firom Rome : all tending to the good of 
lerfaries. Haue you an Army ready fay you ? 
I moft Royall one : The Centurions, and their 
tiftindly billetted already in th*entertainment, 
: on foot at an houres warning* 

I am ioyfiiU to heare of their readinefTe^and am 
I thinke, that fhall fet them in prefent AAion.So 
ly well met, and mofl glad of your Company. ' 

You take my part from me fir, I haue the moft 



caufe to be glad ofyours. 

Rom, Well, let vs go together. Exeunt. 

Enter Coriolanm in meane Apfarrell^ Dif- 
guijd^nd muffed. 

Cor 10, A goodly City is this Antiym. Citty, 
*Tis 1 that made thy Widdowes : Many an heyre 
Of thefe fiure Edifices fore my Warres 
Haue I heard groane,and drop : Then know me not, 
Leaft that thy Wiues with Spits, and Boyes with ftones 
In puny Battell flay me. Saue you fir. 
Enter a Qtizen, 

Gt. And you. 

Corio. Dired me, if it be your will, where great tAMf- 
fiditu lies : Is he in jintium ? 

Gt. He is, and Feafts the Nobles of the State, at his 
houfe this night. 

Corio. Which is his houfe, befeech you / 

Gt. This heere before you. 

Corio. Thanke you fir, farewell. Exit Ctiaen 

Oh World, thy flippery turnes ! Friends now faft fwom, 
Whofe double bofomes feemes to weare one heart, 
Whofe Houres, whofe Bed, whofe Meale and Exercife 
Are fUU together : who Twin (as *twere)in Loue, 
Vnfeparable, fhall within this houre, 
On a difTention of a Doit, breake out 
To bittereft Enmity : So felleft Foes, 
Whofe Paffionsy and whofe Plots haue broke their fieep 
To take the one the other, by fome chance. 
Some tricke not worth an Egge, fhall grow deere friends 
And inter-ioyne their yfTues. So with me. 
My Birth-place haue I, and my loues vpon 
This Enemie Towne : He enter, ifhe flay me 
He does fiiire luftice : ifhe giue me way, 
lie do his Country Seruice. Exit, 

MuficJ^e fUyes. Enter a Sentingman, 

1 5ifr. Wine, Wine, Wine : What fcruice is heere ? I 
thinke our Fellowes are afleepe. 

Enter another Seruingman, 

2 Ser, Where's C^tiuimj M.cals for him; Cot$u, Exit 

Enter Coriolanm, 
Grio, A goodly Houfe : 
The Feaft finels well : but I appeare not like a Gueft. 
Enter the firfi Seruingman, 
I &r. What would you haue Friend? whence are you? 
Here's no place for you : Pray go to the doore ? Exit 
Grio, I haue deferu'd no better entertainment, in be- 
ing GriolanM. Enter Jectmd Servant, 

2 Ser. Whence are you fir ? Ha's the Porter his eyes in 
his head , that he giues entrance to fuch Companions ? 
Pray get you out. 
Corio. Away. 

2 Ser, K>NVi ? Get you away. 
Grio, Now th'art troublefome. 

2 Ser. Are you fo braue : He haue you talkt with anon 

Enter 3 Seruingman^ the I meets him. 

3 What Fellowes this? 

I A ftrange one as euer I look'd onl: I cannot get him 
out o'th'houfe : Prythee call my Mafter to him. 

3 What haue you to do here fellow ? Pray you auoid 
the houfe. 

Grio. Let me but ftand,I will not hurt yourHarth. 

3 What are you ? 

Grio. A Gentleman. 

3 A maru'llous poore one. 

Grio, True,foIam. 

3 Pray you poore Gentleman, take vp fome other fta- 

ition. 
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tion : Heere*s no place for you , pray you auoid : Come. 

Cerio, Follow your Fundion , go , and batten on colde 
bits. Pujbts bim amay from b'm. 

3 What you will not? Prythee tell my Malfter what 
a ilrange Gueft he ha*t heere. 

2 And 1 flull. Exitfecond Sermngman, 

3 Where dweFft thou ? 
Corio. Vnder the Canopy, 
3 Vnder the Canopy ? 
Corio, I. 

3 Where'i that ? 

Cerio. rth City of Kites and Crowes. 

3 rth City of Kites and Crowes ? What an AiTe it is, 
then thou dwerft with Dawes too ? 

Corio. No, I feme not thy Mafter. 

3 How fir? Do you meddle with my Mafter ? 
Corio, I, tis an honefter feruice, then to meddle with 
thy Miftris : Thou prat*ft,and prat*ft, ferue with thy tren- 
cher ; Hence. 'Btatt bim aeway 
Enter Auffidim witb the Sermngman, 

Auf, Where is this Fellow ? 

2 Here fir, Tde haue beaten him like a dogge, but for 
difturbing the Lords within. 

^i//.Whence com'ft thou? What woldft y?Thy name? 
Why fpeak'ft not^ Speake man : What's thy name ? 

Corio. If tullm not yet thou know*ft me, and iceing 
me, doft not thinke me for the man I am, necefiitie com- 
mands me name my felfe. 

Auf. What is thy name ? 

Corio. A name vnmuficall to the Volcians eares,| 
And harih in found to thine. 

Auf. Say, what*s thy name ? 
Thou haft a Grim apparance, and thy Face 
Beares a Command in*t : Though thy Tackles torne, 
Thou ftiew'ft a Noble VeiTell : What's thy name ? 

Corio. Prepare thy brow to frowne:knowft y me yet? 

Auf. I know thee not ? Thy Name f 

Corio. My name is Cairn c^fiirriM, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices 
Great hurt and Mifchiefe : thereto witnefte may 
My Surname Coriolanus. The painfull Seruice, 
The extreme Dangers, and the droppes of Blood 
Shed for my thanklefle Country, are requitted : 
But with that Surname, a good memorie 
And witnefte of the Malice and Difpleafure 
Which thou ihould'ft beare me, only that name remains. 
The Cruelty and £nuy of the people, 
Permitted by our daibird Nobles, who 
Haue all forfooke me, hath deuour'd the reft : 
And fufter'd me by th'voyce of Slaues to be 
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity, 
Hath brought me to thy Harth, not out of Hope 
(Miftake me not) to faue my life : for if 
I had fear'd death, of all the Men i'th' World 
I would haue voided thee. But in meere fpight 
To be full quit of thofe my Banifhers, 
Sund 1 before thee heere : Then if thou haft 
A heart of wreake in thee, that wilt reuenge 
Thine owne particular wrongs, and ftop thofe maimes 
Of fhame feene through thy Country, fpeed thee ibaight 
And make my mifery feme thy turne : So vfe it, 
That my reuengefull Seruices may proue 
As Benefits to thee. For I will fight 
Againft my Cankred Countrey, with the Spleene 
Of all the vnder Fiends. But if fo be. 
Thou dar*ft not this, and that to proue more Fortunes 



Th'art tyr'd, then in a word, I alTo am 
Longer to liue moft wearie : and preTent 
My throat to thee, and to thy Ancient Malice : 
Which not to cut, would fhew thee but a Foole, 
Since I haue eoer followed thee with hate, 
Drawne Tunnes of Blood out of thy Countries breft, 
And cannot liue but to thy fhame, vnlefTe 
It be to do thee feruice. 

Auf. Oh MarttM^Martiusi 
Each word thou haft fpoke, hath weeded from my heart 
A roote of Ancient £nuy. If lupiter 
Should from yond clowd fpeake diuine things, 
And fay *tis true; I'de not beleeue them more 
Then tiiee all-Noble Martha. Let me twine 
Mine armes about that body, where againft 
My grained Afh an hundred times hath broke, 
And fcarr'd the Moone with fplinters : iieerc I deep 
The Anuile of my Sword, and do conteft 
As hotly, and as Nobly with thy Loue, 
As euer in Ambitious fbength, I did 
Contend againft thy Valour. Know thou firft, 
I lou'd the Maid I married t neuer man 
Sigh'd truer breath. But that I fee thee heere 
Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 
Then when 1 firft my wedded Miftris faw 
Beftride my Threfhold. Why, thou Mars I tell thee, 
We haue a Power on fbote : and I had purpofe 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawne, 
Or loofe mine Arroe for*t : Thou haft beate mee out 
Twelue feucrall times, and I haue nightly fince 
Dreamt of encounters *twixt thy felfe and me: 
We haue beene downe together in my fleepe, 
Vnbuckling Helmes,fifting each others Throat, 
And %vak*d hal& dead with nothing. Worthy Martmi 
Had we no other quarrell elfe to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence Banifh'd, we would mufter all 
From twelue, to feuentie : and powring Warre 
Into the bowels of vngratefuU Rome, 
Like a bold Flood oVe-beate. Oh come, go in, 
And take our Friendly Senators by*th' hands 
Who now are heere, taking their leauesof mee, 
Who am prepared againft your Territories, 
Though not for Rome it felfe. 

Corio. You blefTe me Gods. 

Auf. Therefore moft abfolute Sir,if thoa wilt haue 
The leading of thine owne Reuengcs, take 
Th'one halfe of my Commifnon,and fet downe 
As beft thou art experience, fince thou know'ft 
Thy Countries ftrength and weaknefte, thine own waits 
Whether to knocke againft the Gates of Rome, 
Or rudely vifit them in parts remote,! 
To fright them, ere deftroy. But come in. 
Let me commend thee firft, to thofe that ftiall 
Say yea to thy defires. A thoufand welcomes, 
And more a Friend, then ere an Enemie, 
Yet Martim that was much. Your hand: moft welcome. 



Enter tw> oftbe Struingmem, 

I Heere*s a ftrange alteration ? 

X By my hand, I hadthoght to haue fhoken him witb 
a Cudgell,and yet ray minde gane me, his cloathes made 
a falfe report of him. 

1 What an Arme he has, he torn*d me about with bis 
finger and his thumbe,as one would fet vp a Top. 

2 Nay, I knew by his face that there was fome-thing 
in him. He had fir, a kinde of fiice me thought, I cannot 

tell 
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tearme it, 

i fo, looking as it were, would I were hangM 
C there was more in him, then I could think. 
I, lie be fworne: He, is (imply the rareft nun 

Ice he is : but a greater foldier then h^, 

ay Mafter? 
:*s no matter for that. 
fix on him. 
>t fo neither: but I take him to be the greater 

ooke you, one cannot tell how to (ay that: for 
of a Towne,our Generall is excellent, 
for an adault too. 

Enttr the third SerutMgpuui* 
tues, I can tell you Newes,News you Rafcals 
lat, what, what P Let's partake, 
i not be a Roman of all Nations j I had as 
idemn*d man. 
lerefore? Wherefore? 

iere*s he that was wont to thwacke our Ge- 
c^artim, 

you (ay, thwacke our Generall i 

ot fay thwacke our Generafl, but he was al- 
*nough for him 

Rre are followes and friends : he was euer too 
I, I haue heard him fay fo himfelfe. 

1 too hard for him diredly, to fay the Troth 
hriohsj he fcotcht him,and notcht him like a 

:e had bin Cannibaily giuen, hee might haue 
ten him too, 
•re of thy Newes. 

he is fo made on heere within, as if hee were 
ire to Mars, fet at vpper end o*th'Table : No 
: him by any of the Senators, but they (land 
lim. Our Generall himfelfe makes a Miftris 
%fits himfelfe with*s hand, and turnes vp the 
ye to his Difcourfe. But the bottome of the 
r Generall is cut i*th*middle,& but one halfe 
Rras yefterdav. For the other ha's halfe, by 
and graunt of the whole Table. Hee*l go he 
le the Porter of Rome Gates by thVares. He 
11 downe before him, and leaue his pa(rage 

:*s as like to do*t,as any man I can imagine. 

he will doo*t : for look you (ir, he has as ma- 

8 Enemies : which Friends (ir as it were,durft 

rou (ir) (hew themfelues (as we Cerme it) his 

left be*s in Direditude. 

\ide> What's that/ 

ten they (hall (ee (ir,his Creft vp againe,and 

>lood , they will out of their Burroughes (like 

Raine) and reuell all with him. 

en goes this forward .* 

rrow, to day, prefently, you (hall haue the 

e vp this afternoone : ^'fis as it were a parcel 

I, and to be executed ere they wipe their lips. 

hen wee (hall haue a (Krring World againe : 

is nothing, but to ruft Ironjiencreafe Taylors, 

illad-maken. 

; haue Warre fay I, it exceeds peace as (arre 

light: It's fprightly walking, audible, and foil 

*eace, is a very Apoplexy, Lethargie, muH'd, 

', in(en(ible, a getter of more baftard Chil- 



dren, then warres a deftroyer of men. 

2 Tis fo, and as warres in fome fort may be faide to 
be a Raui(her, fo it canndt be denied, but peace is a great 
maker of Cuckolds. 

I I, and it makes men hate one anodier. 

3 Reafon, becaufe they then \effc neede one another : 
The Warres for my money. I hope to (ee Romanes as 
cheape as Yolcians. They are rifing,they are riling. 

^tb. In, in, in, in. Exeunt 

Enter the two Tribunes ^Skinim^and^Bruttu, 

Sicin. We heare not of him, neither need we fear him. 
His remedies are tame, the prefent peace. 
And quietne(re of the people, which before 
Were in wilde hurry. Heere do we make his Friends 
Blu(h, that the world goes well : who rather had. 
Though they themfelues did foffer by*t, behold 
DilTentious numbers peftring ftreets, then fee 
Our Tradefmen fmging in their (hops, and going 
About their Functions friendly. 

Enter ^Meneniui, 

Bru, We ftood too't in good time. Is this Meneniui\} 

Sicln, *Tis he, 'tis he : O he is grown moft kind of late: 
Hailf Sir. Mene. Haile to you both. 

&cin. Your Coriolanus is not much mift, but with hb 
Friends : the Commonwealth doth (bnd, and fo would 
do, were he more angry at it. 

Mene. All's well, and might haue bene much better, 
if he could haue temporiz'd. 

Sicln. Where is he,heare you ? 

Mene. Nay I heare nothing : 
His Mother and his wife, heare nothing from him. 
Enter three or foure Gtaum, 

All. The Gods preferue you both. 

Sicin, Gooden our Neighbours. 

^ru. Gooden to you all, gooden to you all. 

I Our relues,our wiuet,and children, on our knees. 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sicin. Liue,and thriue. 

Bru, Farewell kinde Neighhours*: 
We wi(ht CoriolatiM had lou'd you as we did. 

All. Now the Gods keepe you. 

Both Tri. Farewellffarewell. Exeunt Gtissens 

Sicin. This is a happier and more comely time. 
Then when thefe Feliowes ran about the ftreets, 
Crying Confu(ion. 

9r». Caius Martim was 
A worthy 0(ficcr i'th' Warre, but Infolent, 
O'recome with Pride, Ambitious,paft all thinking 
Selfe-Iouing.| 

Sicin. An^ affedling one fole Throne, without afliftSce 

cMene. 1 thinke not fo. 

Sicin. We (hould by this, to all our Lamention, 
If he had gone forth ConfuU, found it fo. 

^ru. The Gods haue well preuented it,and Rome 
Sits fafe and (till, without him. 

Enter an e^dile, 

t/Bdile. Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a Slaue whom we haue put in prifon,' 
Reports the Voices with two ieuerall Powers 
Are entred in the Roman Territories, 
And with the deepeft malice of the Warre, 
Deftroy, what lies before 'em. 

Mene. 'Tis Auffidius^ 
Who hearing of our Martiut Bani(hment, 
Thrufts forth his homes againe into the world 
Which were In-(heird, when Martim (lood for Rome, 

And 
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And durft not once peepe out. 

Sicin, Come, what talke you ofe^artiui. 

'Bru. Go fee this Rumorer whipt, it cannot be. 
The Voices dare brealce with vs. 

Mitne. Cannot be ? 
We haue Record, that very well it can, 
And three examples of the like, hath beene 
Within my Age. But reafon with the fellow 
Before you punifh him, where he heard this, 
Leaft you fliall chance to whip your Information, 
And beate the Meflenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sicin. Tell not me : I know this cannot be. 

Bni, Notpoffible. 

Enter a Meffenger, 

MtJ, The Nobles in great earneftnefle are going 
All to the Senate-houfe : fome newes is comming 
That turnes their Countenances. 

Sicin. Tis this Slaue : 
Go whip him fore the peoples eyes : His raifing. 
Nothing but his report. 

Mef. Yes worthy Sir, 
The Slaues report is reconded,and more 
More fearfuU is deliuerM. 

Sicin, What more fearefuU ? 

Mef. It is fpoke freely out of many mouths, 
How probable 1 do not know, that Martiut 
Ioyn*d witJi AuffidhUy leads a power 'gainft Rome, 
And vowes Reuenge as fpacious, as betweene 
The yong*fl and oldeft thing. 

Sicin, This is mofl likely.* * 

^ru. Rais'd onely,that the weaker fort may wiih 
Good Martim home againe. 

Sicin. The very tricke on't, 

Mene. This is vnlikely. 
He, and j^ffiditu can no more attone 
Then violent'fl Contrariety. 

Enter Mtjfenger, 

Mef. You are fent for to the Senate : 
A fearefiiU Army, led by Caiiu MartiWj 
Aflbciated with j^uffidiiUy Rages 
Vpon our Territories, and haue already 
OVe-borne their way, confum*d with fire, and tooke 
What lay before them. 

Enter ComintM. 

Com. Oh you haue made good worke. 

Mene. What newes ? What newes/ 

Com. You haue holp to rauifh your owne daughters, & 
To melt the Citty Leades vpon your pates. 
To fee your Wiues diflionour'd to your Nofes. 

Mene, What's the newes? What's the newes ? 

Com. Your Temples burned in their Ciment, and 
Your Franchifes, whereon you ftood, confin*d 
Into an Augors boare. 

Mene, Pray now, your Newes : 
You haue made ^ire worke I feare me : pray your newes. 
If Martim Hiould be ioyn'd with Volceans. 

Com. If? He is their God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by fume other Deity then Nature, 
That ihapes man Better : and they follow him 
Againft vs Brats, with no lefle Confidence, 
Then Boyes purfuing Summer Butter-flies, 
Or Butchers killing Flyes. 

Mene. You haue made good worke, 
You and your Apron men : you, that ftood fo much 
Vpon the voyce of occupation, and 



The breath of Garlicke-eaters. 

Com. Hee*l fhake your Rome about your cares. 

Mine. As Hercules did ihake downe Mellow Fruite ; 
You haue made faire worke. 

Brut. But is this true fir ? 

Com, I, and you'l looke pale 
Before you finde it other. All the Regions 
Do fmilingly Reuolt, and who refifts 
Are mock'd for valiant Ignorance, 
And perifh conftant Fooles: who is'tcan blame him? 
Your Enemies and his, finde fomething in him. 

Mene. We are all vndone, vnleiTe 
The Noble man haue mercy. 

Com. Whoihallaskeit? 
The Tribunes cannot doo't for ihame ; the people 
Deferue fuch pitty of him, as the Wolfe 
Doe*s of the Shepheards : For his beft Friends, if they 
Should fiiy be good to Rome, they charg'd him, euen 
As thofe mould do that had deferu*d his hate. 
And therein (hew'd like Enemies. 
c^tr.Tis true, if he were putting to my houfe, the braiul 
That ihould confume it, I haue not the face 
To fay, befeech you ceafe. You haue made faire hands, 
You and your Crafb,you haue crafted fiiire. 

Com. You haue brought 
A Trembling vpon Rome, fuch as was neuer 
S'incapeable of helpe. 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Mene, How? Wat't we ? We lou*d him, 
But like Beafts, and Cowardly Nobles, 
Gaue way vnto your Clufters, who did hoote 
Him out o*th'Citty. 

Com. But I feare 
TheyM roare him in againe. Tullui Aujfidim^ 
The fecond name of men, obeyes his points 
As if he were his Officer : Defperation, 
Is all the Policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Rome can make againft them. 

Enter a Troofte of Gti%ens, 

Mene. Heere come the Cluflers. 
And is Auffidmi with him •' You are they 
That made the Ay re vnwholfome,when you caft 
Your ftinking, greafie Caps, in hooting 
At Corio/anm Exile. Now he's comming,) 
And not a haire vpon a Souldiers head 
Which will not proue a whip : As many Coxcombes | 
As you threw Caps vp,will he tumble dowre, I 

And pay you for your voyces. *Tis no matter, 
If he could bume vs all into oue coale, 
We haue deferu'd it. 

Omnes. Faith, we heare fisarfull Newes. 

1 Gt, For mine owne part. 

When I faid banifh him, I (aid *twas pitty. 

2 And fo did I. 

3 And fo did I : and to fay the truth, fo did very w»r 
ny of vs, that we did we did for the beft,and though wee 
willingly confented to hu Baniihment,yet it was againft 
our will. 

Com. Y'are goodly things, you Voyces. 

Aiene, You haue made good worke 
You and your cry. Shal's to the Capitol! ? 

Com. Oh I, what elfe ^ Exeunt both 

Sicin, Go Mafters get you home, be not difmaid, 
Thefe are a Side, that would be glad to haue 
This true, which they fo feeme to feare. Go home. 
And fhew no figne of Feare. 

1.0 
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The Gods bcc good to vs : Come Mafters let*« 
:uer iaid we were i*th wrong, when we bani(h'd 

So did we all. But come, let*s home. Exit Gt, 
do not like this Newes. 
Nor I. 

«t's to the Capitoll : would balfe my wealth 
y this for a lye. 
Pray let's go. txtunt Tribunes, 

Enter Auffiditu wtb bit Lieutenant, 
>o they fttii flye to'th'Roman ? 
l do not know what Witchcraft's in him : but 
liers vfe him as the Grace 'fore meate, 
ce at Table, and their Thankes at end, 
ire darkned in this a£Uon Sir, 
''our owne. 
cannot helpe it now, 
IT yfing meai\es I lame the foote 
(igne. He beares himfelfe more proudller, 
iy perfon, then I thought he would 
ft I did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
no Changeling, and 1 muft eacufe 
not be amended. 
Vet I wifli Sir, 

for yoor particular) you had not 
Commiflion with him : but either haue borne 
a of your felfe, or elfe to him, had left it foly. 
I vnderftand thee well, and be thou fure 
ihall come to his account, he knowes not 
in yrge againft him, although it feemes 
: thinkes, and u no le^Te apparant 
gar eye, that he beares all things iairely : 
es good Husbandry for the Volcian State, 
agon-like, and does atcheeue as foone 
lis Sword : yet he hath le/t vndooe 
ch fluU breake his necke, or hazard mine, 
: we come to our account. 
Sir, I befeech you, think you he*l carry Rome ? 
All places yeelds to him ere he Acs downe, 
Mobility of Rome are his : 
tors and Patricians loue him too : 
ines are no Soldiers : and their people 
t raih in the repeale, as hafty 
him thence. 1 thinke hee'l be to Rome 
Afpray to the Fiih, who takes it 
ignty of Nature. Firft, he was 
[eruant to them, but he could not 
Honors eeuen : whether *was Pride 
It of dayly Fortune euer taints 
IT man j whether detedi of iudgement, 
I the difpofing of thofe chances 
: was Lord of: or whether Nature, 
other then one thing, not moouing 
^ske to th*Cu(hion : but commanding peace 
I the (ame aufterity and garbe, 
troird the warre. But one of thefe 
th fpices of them all) not all, 
fo farre free him, made him feared, 
and fo bani(h*d : but he ha's a Merit 
r it in the vtt*rance : So our Vcrtue, 
nterpretation of the time, 
r vnto it felfe mod commendable, 
a Tombe fo euident as a Chaire 
rhat it hath done. 

riues out one Are ; one Naile,one Naile ; 
rights fouler, ftrengths by ftrengths do iaile. 



Come let*s away : when Caiu6 Rome is thine. 

Thou art poorUt of allj then (hortly art thou mine. exeunt 



ASlus Quintus. 



Snter MeneniuSf Cominiut^ SiciniuSyBrutMf 
the tvfo TribuneSf'mitb others, 

Menen. No, lie not go: you heare what he hath faid 
Which was fometime his Generall : who loued him 
In a moft deere particular. He callM me Father : 
But what o'that f Go you that banifh'd him 
A Mile before his Tent, fall downe, and knee 
The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd 
To heare Cominiiu fpeake, He keepe at home. 

Com. He would not feeme to know me. 

Menen. Do you heare ? 

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
I vrg*d our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we haue bled together. Corioianus 
He would not anfwer too : Forbad all Names, 
He was a kinde of Nothing, TitlelelTe, 
Till he had forgM himfelfe a name a*ih*Are 
Of burning Rome. 

Menen. Why fo : you haue made good worke : 
A paire of Tribunes, that haue wrack'd for Rome, 
To make Coales cheape : A Noble memory. 

Com. I minded him, how Royall *twas to patdon 
When it was lefle expected. He replyed 
It was a bare petition of a State 
To one whom they had puni(h*d. 

Menen. Very well, could he fay IcflTe. 

Com. I offered to awaken his regard 
For^s priuate Friends. His anfwer to me was 
He could not flay to picke them, in a pile 
Of noyfome mufty Chaffe. He faid, 'twas folly 
For one poore graine or two, to leaue vn burnt 
And flill to nofe th*ofFence. 

Menen. For one poore graine or two ? 
I am one of thofe : his Mother, Wife, his Childe, 
And this braue Fellow too : we are the Graines, 
You are the mufly Chaffejand you are fmelt 
Aboue the Moone. We roufl be burnt for you. 

Sicin, Nay, pray be patient: If you refiife your ayde 
In this fo neuer-needed helpe, yet do not 
Vpbraid*s with our diflreffe. But fure if you 
Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue 
More then the inflant Armie we can make 
Might flop our Countryman. 

eMene. No : He not meddle. 

Scin. Pray you go to him. 

Mene. What fhould I do ? 

Bru. Onely make triall what your Loue can do. 
For Rome, towards Marttut. 

eMene. Well, and fay that Martim returne mee. 
As Qominim is returned, vnheard: what then ? 
But as a difcontented Friend, greefe-ihot 
With his vnkindnefTe. Say*t be fo f 

Sicin. Yet your good will 
Mufl haue that thankes from Rome, after the meafure 
As you intended well. 

Mene. He vnderuk't : 
I thinke hee*l heare me. Yet to bite his lip. 
And humme at good Cominiuty much vnhearts mee. 

c c Hee 
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He was not taken well, he had not din'd, 
The Vcines vnfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We powt vpon the Morning, are vnapt 
To giue or to forgiue; but when we haue ftufFt 
Thefe Pipes, and thcfe Conueyances of our blood 
With Wine and Feeding, we haue fuppler Scules 
Then in our Prieft-Iike Fafts: therefore lie watch him 
Till he be dieted to my requeft, 
And then He fet vpon him. 

9rtf. You know the very rode into his kindnefle, 
And cannot lofe your way. 

Mint, Good faith He proue him, 
Speed how it will. I fhall ere long, haue knowledge 
Of my fucceflc. Exit, 

Com. HeeM neuer heare him. 

Sciti, Not. 

Com, I tell you, he doe*s fit in Gold, his eye 
Red as *twould burne Rome : and his Iniury 
The Gaoler to his pitty. I kneeled before him, 
Twas very ^intly he faid Rife: difmift me 
Thus with his fpeechlcfle hand. What he would do 
He fent in writing after me : what he would not, 
Bound with an Oath to yeeld to his conditions: 
So that all hope is vaine, vnlefTe his Noble Mother, 
And his Wife, who (as I heare) meane to folicite him 
For mercy to his Countrey : therefore let's hence, 
And with our faire in treaties haft them on. Exeunt 

Enter Alenenm to the H^atcb or Guard, 

i.H^at, Stay: whence are you. 

2. Wat, Stand, and go backe. 

Me, You guard like men, 'tis well. But by your leaue, 
I am an Officer of State, & come to fpeak with Coriolanm 

I From whence ? Mere. From Rome. 

1 You may not pafle, you muft returne : our Generall 
will no more heare from thence. 

2 You'l fee your Rome embrac'd with fire, before 
You*l fpeake with Coriolanut. 

Mine. Good my Friends, 
If you haue heard your Generall talke of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, ic is Lots to Blankes, 
My name hath touch't your eares : it is Menenhu, 

I Be it fo, go back: the vertue of your name, 
Is not heere pafTable. 

eMene. I tell thee Fellow, 
Thy Generall is my Louer : I haue beene 
The booke of his good A^, whence men haue read 
His Fame vnparaleird, happely amplified : 
For I haue eucr verified my Friends, 
(Of whom hce's cheefe) with all the fire that verity 
Would without lapfing fuflTer : Nay, fometimes. 
Like to a Bowie vpon a fubtle ground 
I haue tumbled paft the throw : and in his praife 
Haue (almoil) ftampt the Leafing, Therefore Fellow, 
I muft haue leaue to paffe. 

1 Faith Sir, if you had told as many lies in his behalfe, 
as you haue vttered words in your owne, you ftiould not 
pafie heere : no, though it were as vertuous to lye, as to 
liue chaftly. Therefore go backe. 

il4r». Prythce fellow, remember my name is MeneniuSy 
alwayes fa^ionary on the party of your Generall. 

2 Howfoeuer you haue bin his Lier, as you fay you 
haue, I am one that telling true vnder him, muft fay you 
cannot paffe. Therefore go backe. 

Mene, Ha's he din'd can'ft thou tell? For I would not 
fpeake with him, till after dinner. 
I You are a Roman, are you f 



Mene, I am as thy Generall is. 

I Then you fliould hate Rome, as he do's. Can yoa, 
when you haue pufht out your gates, the very Defender 
of them, and in a violent popular ignorance, giuen your 
enemy your (hield, thinke to front his reuenges i^th the 
eafie groanes of old women, the Virginall Palms eA your 
daughters, .'or with the palfied intercefilion of fuch a de- 
cayed Dotant as you feeme to be? Can you think to blov 
out the intended fire, your City is ready to flame in, with 
fuch weake breath as this? No, you are deceiu'd, therfbre 
backe to Rome, and prepare for your execution : you art 
condemned, our Generall has fworne you out of repreeue 
and pardon. 

Mene, Sirra, if thy Captaine knew I were heere, 
He would vfe me with eftimation. 

I Come, my Captaine knowes you not. 

Mene. I meane thy Generall. 

I My Generall cares not for you.. Back I iay, go: kaft 
I let forth your halfe pinte of blood. Backe, that's the ft- 
moft of your hauing, backe. 

Mene, Nay but Fellow, Fellow. 

Enter Coriolanut rfitb ^Aufftdm, 

Corio. What's the matter ? 

Mene.'^o^ you Companion : He fay an arrant for yoo : 
you (hall know now that 1 am in eftimation : you (haO 
perceiue, that a lacke gardant cannot office me from mj 
Son Cbr/o/tfffjM, guefife but my entertainment with him: ^ 
thou ftand'ft not i'th ftate of hanging, or of fome^catb 
more long in Spe€hitorftiip,and crueller in fufl^ering, be> 
hold now prefently, and fwoond for what's to come vpon 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourely Synod about tbj 
particular prufperity,and loue thee no worfe then thy ol^ 
Father Mener.m do's. O my Son, my Son ' thou art pre- 
paring fire for vs : looke thee, heere's Mfater to quench it. 
I was hardly moued to come to thee : but beeing afinred 
none but my felfe could moue thee , 1 haue bene blowne 
out of your Gates with fighes : and coniure thee to par- 
don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrimen. The good 
Gods afifwage thy wrath, and tume the dregs of it, vpon 
this Varlet heere : This, who like a blocke hath dcnycd 
my accefiTe to thee. 

Corio* Away. 

Mene. How? Away ? 

Corio, Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My tfliiro 
Are Seruanted to others : Though I owe 
My Reuenge properly, my remifiTion lies 
In Volcean brefts. That we haue beene familiar, 
Ingrate fbrgetfulnefte (hall poifon rather 
Then pitty : Note how much,itherefore be gone. 
Mine eares againft your fuites, are ftronger then 
Your gates againft my force. Yet for 1 loued thee. 
Take this along, I writ it for thy fiike, 
And would haue fent it. Another word Mtneniut^ 
I will not heare thee fpeake. This man Aufidhn 
Was my belou'd in Rome : yet thou behold'ft. 

jiuffid. You keepe a conftant temper. Exeat 

Manet the Guard and Meneniui • 

1 Now fir, is your name Menenius ? 

2 *Tis a fpell you fee of much power : 
You know the way home againe. 

z Do you heare how wee are ftient for keeping yov 
greatnefie backe ? 

2 What caufe do you thinke I haue to fwoond? 

Menen, I neither care for th'world, nor your Geneni : 
for fuch things as you, I can fcarfe thinke tber*t any,y'are 
fo flight. He that hath a will to die by himfelfe, feaits it 

not 
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n another : Let yoor Geaenll do his worft. For 
e that you are, i long; and your mifery encreafe 
«r age. I (ay to you, as I was faid to, Aw»y, Exit 
Noble Fellow I warrant him. 
'he worthy Fellow is our General.He*s the Rock, 
ike not to be winde-ihaken. Exit IVatcb. 

Enttr Corhiamis and jiufftdim, 
. We will before the walls of Rome to morrow 
me our Hoaft. My partner in this Afiion, 
uft report to th*Volcian Lords, how plainly 
borne this BufineiTe. 

Onely their ends you haue refpe^led, 
Mir eares againft the generall fuite of Rome : 
idroitted a priuat whifper, no not with fuch firends 
lought them fure of you. 
I. This laft old man, 

with a cracked heart I haue fent to Rome, 
oe, aboue the meafure of a Father, 
dded me indeed. Their lateft refuge 
fend him : for whofe old Loue I haue 
;h I ihew*d fowrely to him^ once more ofFer*d 
ft Conditions which they did refiife, 
nnot now accept, to grace him onely, 
lougbt he could do more : A very little 
jrcelded too. Freih £mbafles,and Suites, 
>m the State, nor priuate friends heereafter 
lend eare to. Ha?what ihout is this } Shout wtbiu 
be tempted to infringe my vow 
(ame time *tis made? I will not. 
tttr yirgiUayyolumma^aleria^yongMartiuSj 

9itb Attendants, 
e comes formoft, then the honour*d mould 
n this Trunke was fram*d, and in her hand 
randchilde to her blood. But out affedion, 
id and priuiiedge of Nature breake \ 
c Vertuous to be Obftinate. 
I that Curt*fie worth? Or thofe Doues eyes, 
can make Gods fbrfworne ? I melt, and am not 
iger earth then others: my Mother bowes, 
lympus to a Mole-hill ihould 
lication Nod : and my yong Boy 
a Afpe^ of interceAion, which 
fature cries. Deny not. Let the Voices 
Rome, and harrow Italy, lie neuer 
1 a Gofling to obey inftindt ; but ftand 
man were Author of himrelf,& knew no other kin 
f/. My Lord and Husband. 
. Thefe eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome. 
. The forrow that deliuers vs thus changed, 
you thinke fo. 

>. Like a dull A£tor now, I haue forgot my part, 
im out, euen to a full Difgrace. Beft of my Fle(h, 
my Tyranny : but do not (ay, 
t Ibrgiue our Romanes. O a kifTe 
\ my Exile, fweet as my Reuenge ! 
' the iealous Queene of Heauen, that kiile 
1 from thee deare ; and my true Lippe 
irgin*d it ere fince. You Gods, I pray, 
e rooft noble Mother of the world 
'nialuted : Sinke my knee i*th*earth, KneeUi 

deepe duty, more impreision (hew 
bat of common Sonnes. 
■. Oh ftand vp bleft ! 
with no fofter Cuihion then the Flint 
e before thee, and vnproperly 
uty as miftaken, all this while. 



Betweene the Childe,and Parent. 

Cork. What's this? your knees to me ? 
To your Corre^ed Sonne ? 
Then let the Pibbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the Starres : Then, let the mutinous windes 
Strike the proud Cedars 'gainft the Aery Sun : 
MurdVing Impoffibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight worke. 

Volum, Thou art my Warriour, I hope to frame thee 
Do you know this Lady ? 

Cork. The Noble Sifter of Publlcola ; 
The Moone of Rome : Chafte as the Ifide 
That's curdled by the Froft, from pureft Snow, 
And hangs on Dions Temple : Deere Valeria, 

Volum. This is a poore Epitome of yours. 
Which by th 'interpretation of full time, 
May ihew like all your felfe. 

Corio, The God of Souldiers : 
With the confent of fupreame loue, informe 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefle, that thou mayft proue 
To ftiame vnvulnerable, and fticke i'th Warres 
Like a great Sea-marke ftanding euery flaw, 
And fauing thofe that eye thee. 

Zfolum, Your knee, Sirrah. 

Corio, That's my braue Boy. 

Volum. Euen he,your wife, this Ladie,and my felfe. 
Are Suton to you. 

Corio. I befeech you peace: 
Or if you'ld aske, remember this before ; 
The thing I haue forfworne to graunt, may neuer 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Difmiflfe my Soldiers, or capitulate 
Againe, with Romes Mechanickes . Tell me not 
Wherein I feeme vnnaturall : Dcfire not t'allay 
My Rages and Reuenges, with your colder reafons. 

Volum. Oh no more, no more : 
You haue faid you will not grant vs any thing : 
For we haue nothing elfe to aske, but that 
Which you deny already : yet we will aske. 
That if you 4z\\t in our requeft, the blame 
May hang vpon your hardnefle, therefore heare vs. 

Corio. AuffiStu , and you Voices marke, for wce'l 
Heare nought firom Rome in priuate. Your requeft? 

Volum, Should we be fllent & not fpeak, our Raiment 
And ftate of Bodies would bewray what life 
We haue led fince thy Exile. Thinke with thy felfe. 
How more vn fortunate then all liuing women 
Are we come hither ; fince that thy fight, which fliould 
Make our eies flow with ioy, harts dance with comforts, 
Conftraines them weepe,and fliake with feare & forow, 
Making the Mother, wife, and Childe to fee. 
The Sonne, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowels out; and to poore we 
Thine enmities moft capitall : Thou barr'ft vs 
Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enioy. For how can we ? 
Alas! how can we, for our Country pray ? 
Whereto we are bound, together with thy viftory : 
Whereto we are bound : Alacke,or we muft loofe 
The Countrie our dcere Nurfe, or elfe thy perfon 
Our comfort in the Country. We muft finde 
An euident Calamity, though we had 
Our wifli, which fide fliould win. For either thou 
Muft as a Forraine Recreant be led 
Wjth Manacles through our ftreets, or elfe 
Triumphantly treade on thy Countries mine, 

c c 2 And 
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And beare the Palme, for hauing brauely ihed 
Thy Wife and Childrens blood : For my felfe, Sonne, 
I purpofe not to waite on Fortune, till 
Thefe warret determine : If I cannot perfvrade thee, 
Rather to (hew a Noble grace to both parts, 
Then feelce the end of one ; thou ihalt no fooner 
March to aiTault thy Country, then to treade 
(Truft too*t, thou flialt not) on thy Mothers worobe 
That brought thee to this world. 

Vtrg. I, and mine, that brought you forth this boy. 
To keepe your name liuing to time. 

^Boy, A (hall not tread on me : He run away 
Till 1 am bigger, but then He Aght. 

Corto, Not of a womans tenderneife to be, 
Requires nor Childe, nor womans face to fee : 
I haue fate too long. 

Volum, Nay, go not from vs thus : 
If it were fo,that our requeft did tend 
To (aue the Romanes, thereby to deftroy 
The Voices whom you feme, you might condemne rs 
As poyfonous of your Honour. No, our fuite 
Is that you reconcile them : While die Voices 
May fay, this mercy we haue (hew*d : the Romanes, 
This we receiuM, and each in either fide 
Giue the All-haile to thee, and cry be Bleft 
For making vp this peace. Thou know*il (great Sonne) 
The end of Warres vnceruine : but this certaine. 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou (halt thereby reape, is fuch a name 
Whofe repetition will be dogg'd with Curfes : 
Whofe Chronicle thus writ. The man was Noble, 
But with hb laft Attempt, he wip*d it out: 
DeftroyM his Country, and his name remaines 
To th*infuing Age,abhorrM. Speake to me Son : 
Thou haft afl^ed the fiue ftraines of Honor, 
To imiute the graces of the Gods. 
To teare with Thunder the wide Cheekes a*th*Ayre, 
And yet to change thy Sulphure with a Boult 
That (hould but riue an Oake. Why do*ft not fpcake ? 
Think*ft thou it Honourable for a Nobleman'* 
Still to remember wrongs / Daughter, fpeake you : 
He cares not for your weeping. Speake thou Boy, 
Perhaps thy childi(hne(re will nioue him more 
Then can our Reafons* There^ no roan in the world 
More bound to*s Mother, yet heere he let*s me prate 
Like one i*th*Stockes. Thou haft neuer in thy life, 
ShewM thy deere Mother any curtefie. 
When (he( poore Hen j fond of no fecond brood, 
Ha*s clocked thee to the Warres : and fafelie home 
Loden with Honor. Say my Requeft^s vniuft. 
And fpurne me backe : But, if it be not fo 
Thou art not honeft, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reftrain*ft from me the Duty, which 
To a Mothers part belongs. He turnes away : 
Down Ladies: let vs (hame him with him withloor knees 
To his fur-name Corioiamu longs more pride 
Then pitty to our Prayers. Downe : an end. 
This is the laft. So, we will home to Rome, 
And dye among our Neighbours : Nay, behold*s. 
This Boy that cannot tell what he would haue. 
But kneeles, and holds vp hands for fellowfhip, 
Doe*s reafon our Petition with more ftrength 
Then thou haft to deny*t. Come, let vs go : 
This Fellow had a Volcean to his Mother: 
His Wife is in CorioUt^ and his Childe 
Like him by chance : yet giue vs our difpatch : 



I am hufht vntill our City be afire, & then He fpeak a litk 
Holdi her by the bandJUent, 

C»rw. O Mother, Mother' 
What haue you done ? Behold, the Heauens do ope. 
The Gods looke downe, and this vnnaturaH Scene 
They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother : Oh j 
You haue wonne a happy Vidory to Rome. 
But for your Sonne, beleeue it :Oh beleeue it, 
Moft dangeroufly you haue with him preuaiPd, 
If not moft mortall to him. But let it come : 
Aufftdm^ though I cannot make true Warres, 
He frame conuenient peace. Now good AuffldSM^ 
Were you in my fteed, would you haue heard 
A Mother lefTe? or granted lefle Auffidiiu f 

Auf, I was mou*d withall. 

Cono. I dare be fworne you were : 
And fir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to fweat compafiion. But (good fir) 
What peace you*l make,aduife me :For my part. 
He not to Rome, He backe with you, and pray yoo 
Stand to me in this caufe. Oh Mother! Wife ! 

Auf. I am glad thou haft fet thy mercy, & thy Honor 
A t difference in thee : Out of that He worke 
My felfe a former Fortune. 

Ccr'to, I by and by \ But we will drinke together : 
And you (hall beare 

A better witnefTe backe then words, which we 
On like conditions, will haue Counter-feafd. 
Come enter with vs : Ladies you deferue 
To haue a Temple built you : All the Svrords 
In Italy, and her Confederate Armes 
Could not haue made this peace. Exetnt, 

Enter Meneniut and Scinhu. ((bnc ? 

Mene. See you yon*d Coin a'th Capitol, yonM comer 

Sicin, Why what of that ? 

A^ne. If it be pofiible for you to difplace it with your 
little finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Rome,efpe- 
cially his Mother, may preuaile with him. But I fay, there 
is no hope in*t, our throats are fentencM, and (by vppoo 
execution. 

Scin. Is*t pofsible, that fo (hort a time can alter the 
condition of a man. 

Mene, There is difftrency between a Grub & a But- 
terfly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub : this eMartim, ii 
growne from Man to Dragon : He has wings, hee*s more 
then a creeping thing. 

Sicin. He lou*d his Mother deerely. 

AHene. So did he mee : and he no more remembers his 
Mother now, then an eight yeare old horfe. The tartneffe 
of his face,fowres ripe Grapes. When he walks, he mooo 
like an £ngine,and the ground (hrinkfs before his Trea- 
ding. He is able to pierce a Corflet with his eye : Talkes 
like a knell, and his hum u a Battery, lie fits in his Sutt, 
as a thing made for Alexander, What |ie bids boe done, it 
fini(ht with his bidding. He wants noting of a God but 
Eternity, and a Heauen to Throne in. 

Sicin, Yes,mercy,if you report him jtruly. 

Mene. I paint him in the Charadi^e^. Mark what mer- 
cy his Mother (hall bring from him :| There is no more 
mercy in him, then there is milke in ia male-Tyger, that 
(hall our poore City finde : and all tMu is long of yoa. 

Sicin, The Gods be good vnto ^yj. 

Mene. No, in fuch a cafe the /^ds will not bee good 
vnto vs. When we bani(h*d hii^'^, we refpeded not them i 
"^ necks, they rcfpea not n 



vnto vs. wncn we Daniih d nii^"^, 

and he returning to breake 01^5 ne 

Enter a ^^^j^tn 
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, if youMd (aueyour life, flye to your Houfe, 
ms haue got your Fellow Tribune, 
im vp and downe ; all fwearing, if 
ae Ladies bring not comfort home, 

him death by Inches. 

Enter another Mejjhiger. 
Vhat*s the Newei ? TpreuayPd, 

ood Newet, good newes, the Ladies haue 
ns are diflodgM, and Martius gone : 
ay did neuer yet greet Rome, 
!xpulfion of the Tarouins. 
iend, art thou certame this is true ? 
rtaine. 

certaine as I know the Sun is fire t 
e you lurkM that you make doubt of it : 
igb an Arch Co hurried the blowne Tide, 
tmforted through th*gates. Why harke you : 
Trumpets J HohoyeSf*D rums beatt^ altogether, 
pets, Sack-buts, Pl'alteries,and Fifes, 
I Symboles, and the ihowting Romans; 
>unne dance. Hearke you. Afimt within 

This is good Newes : 
eete the Ladies* Thb Volumnia^ 
f Confuls, Senators, Patricians, 

:Of Tribunes fuch as you, 
^nd full : you haue prayed well to day : 
ng, for ten thoufand of your throates, 
le giuen a doit. Harke, how they ioy. 

Sound Jiillvltb the Shouts, 
irft, the Gods blefTe you for your tydings : 
t my thankefulnelTe. 

-, we haue all great caufe to gtue great thanks, 
ley are neere the City, 
moft at point to enter. 
ee*l meet them, and helpe the ioy. Exeunt. 

T two Senators f with Ladies , f of sing ouer 
the St age f with other Lords. 

ehold our PatronneiTe, the life of Rome : 
jr Tribes together, praife the Gods, 
triumphant fires, ftrew Flowers before them : 
e noife that BanifhM Afartius ; 
n, with the welcome of his Mother : 
9e Ladies, welcome, 
elcome Ladies, welcome. 

ji Flourijh with Drummes & Trumpets. 

ter Tullus •AuffidiuSfWith Attendants. 
tell the Lords a'th*City, I am heere : 
m this Paper : hauing read it, 
:payre to th*Market place, where I 
eirs,and in the Commons eares 
the truth of it. Him 1 accufe : 
orts by this hath entered, and 
>peare before the People, hoping 
imfelfe with words. Difpatch. 
T 3 or 4 Qonjfirators of Auffidius FaBion, 
9me. 

low is it with our Generall ? 
en ro,as with a man by his ovme Almet im- 
nd with his Charity flaine. 
3fl Noble Sir, If you do hold the fame intent 
ou wiiht vs parties : Wee*l deliuer you 
at danger. 
', I cannot tell, 



We roufl proceed as we do finde the People. 

j.Cbii. The People will remaine vncertaine, whirfl 
*Twixt you there*8 difference : but the fall of either 
Makes the Suruiuor heyre of all. 

Auf. I know it : 
And my pretext to ilrike at him, admits 
A good conflrudlion. I raisM him, and I pawn*d 
Mine Honor for his truth : who being fo heightened. 
He watered his new Plants with dewes of Flattery, 
Seducing £0 my Friends : and to this end. 
He bow*d his Nature, neuer knowne before. 
But to be rough, vnrwayable,and free. 

'K.ConJ^. Sir, his ftoutnefTe 
When he did fbnd for Confull, which he loft 
By lacke of ftoopingv 

Auf. That I would haue fpokeiof : 
Being banifhM for*t, he came vnto my Harth, 
Prefented to my knifie his Throat : I tooke him, 
Made him ioynt-feruant with me : Gaue him way 
In all his owne defires : Nay, let him choofe 
Out of my Files, his proie^,to accomplifh 
My beft and frefheft men, feru'd his defignementi 
In mine owne perfon : holpe to reape the Fame 
Which he did end all his; and tooke fome pride 
To do my felfe this wrong : Till at the laft 
I feemM his Follower, not Partner; and 
He wadg'd me with his Countenance, as if 
I had bin Mercenary. 

I. Con. So he did my Lord : 
The Army marueylM at it, and in the laft. 
When he had carried Rome, and that we looked 
For no leffe Spoile, then Glory. 

Auf There was it ; 
For which my iinewes ihall be ftretcht vpon him, 
At a few drops of Womens rhewme, which are 
As cheape as Lies; he fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Adion; therefore fhall he dye, 
And lie renew me in his fall. But hearke. 

Drummes and Trumpets Jounds^with great 
Jbvwts of the people. 

1. Con. Your Natiue Towne you entered like a Pofte, 
And had no welcomes home, but he retumes 
Splitting the Ay re with noyfe. 

2. Con, And patient Fooles, 

Whofe children he hath flaine, their bafe throats teare 
With giuing him glory. 

3. Con. Therefore at your vantage, 

Ere he exprcfTe himfelfe, or moue the people 
With what he would fay, let him feele your Sword: 
Which we will fecond, when he lies along 
After your way. His Tale pronounced, fhall bury 
His Reafons, with his Body. 

Auf Say no more. Heere come the Lords, 
Enter the Lords of the Qty. 

All Lords, You are moft welcome home. 

Auff, I haue not deferuM it. 
But worthy Lords, haue you with heede perufed 
What I haue written to you ? 

All, We haue. 

I. Lord. And greeue to heare*t! 
What faults he made before the laft, I thinke 
Might haue found eafie Fines : But there to end 
Where he was to begin, and giue away 
The benefit of our Leuies, anfwering vs 
With our owne charge : making a Treatie, where 
There was a yeelding; this admits no excufe. 

c c 3 Auf 
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Auf. He approaches, you fliall heare him. 
Enttr Coriolafius marching xfitb Drummeyand Coioun» The 
Commoners being rritb bim, 

Corio, Uaile Lords, I am returnM your Souldier : 
No more infe^ed with my Countries loue 
Then when I parted hence : but ftill fubfifting 
Vnder your great Command. You are to know, 
That profperouHy I haue attempted, and 
With bloody paiTage led your Warrcs, euen to 
The gates of Rome : Our fpoiles we haue brought home 
Doth more then counterpoize a full third part 
The charges of the Adtion. We haue made peace 
With no leflc Honor to the Antiates 
Then (hame to th*Romaines. And we heere deliuer 
Subfcrib'd by'th^ConfuIs, and Patricians, 
Together with the Sealc a*th Senat, what 
We haue compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traitor in the higheft degree 
He hath abused your Powers. 

Corio, Traitor? How now? 

Auf. I Traitor, Martins, 

Corio, Martitu ? 

Auf, I Martius, Cairn Martius ; Do*ft thou thinke 
He grace thee with that Robbery, thy ftolne nam« 
Coriolanm in Corio/es } 

You Lords and Heads a*th'State,perfidiouny 
He ha*s betray'd your bufinefTe ,and giuen vp 
For certaine drops of Salt, your City Rome : 
I fay your City to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Refolution, like 
A twift of rotten Silke, neuer admitting 
Counfaile a*th Varre : But at his Nurfes teares 
He whined and roar*d away your Vidtory, 
That Pages blufli*d at him, and men of heart 
Look*d wondering each at others. 

Corio. Hear*ft thou Mars ? 

*Auf. Name not the God, thou boy of Teares. 

Corio, Ha? 

Auf J. No more. 

Corio, Meafurelefle Lyar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what containcs it. Boy? Oh Slaue, 
Pardon me Lords, 'tis the firft time that euer 
I was forc'd to fcoul*d.Your iudgments my graue Lords 
Muft giue this Curre the Lye : and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my ftriprs impreft vpon him, that 
Muft beare my beating to his Graue, ftiall ioyne 
To thruft the Lyevnto him, 

I Lord, Peace both, and heare me fpeake. 

Corio. Cut me to peecrs Voices men and Lads, 
Staine all your edges on me. Boy, falfe Hound : 
If you haue writ your Annaies true, *tis there, 
That like an Eagle in a Doue-coat, I 



Flatter'd your Volcians in Corioles, 
Alone I did it, Boy. 

^uf. Why Noble Lords, 
Will you be put in minde of his blinde Fortune, 
Which was your ftiame, by this vnholy Braggart ? 
Tore your owne eyes,and eares ? 

•AllConJ^. Let him dyp for't. 

A/I People. Teare him to peeces,do it prefently ; 
He kiird mySonne, my daughter, he kiU*d my Cofine 
Marcus^ he killM my Father. 

2 Lord. Peace hoe : no outrage, peace : 
The man is Noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orbe o'th'carth : His laft offences to ti 
Shall haue ludicious hearing. Stand Auffidbu^ 
And trouble not the peace. 

Corio. O that I had him, with fix AuffieUuffeSfOt mom \ 
His Tribe, to vfe my lawfull Sword. 

Auf. Infolent Villaine. 

AllCon^. Kill,kilUkill,kill,kin him. 

Draw botb the ConJ>iratorsy and ^jh c^artiM,9b$ 
fallesy Auffidim fandx on bim. 

Lords, Hold,hold,hold,hold. 

Auf. My Noble Mafters, heare me fpeake. 

I. Lord, O TuIIm, 

^.Lord. Thou haft done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weepe. 

^.Lord. Tread not vpon him Maften,aU be quiet^ 
Put vp your Swords. 

Auf. My Lords, 
When you fhall know (as in this Rage 
Prouok'd by him, you cannot^ the great danger 
Which this mans life did owe you, you*l reioyce 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours 
To call me toyour Senate, He deliuer 
My felfe your loyall Seruant, or endure 
Your heauieft Cenfure. 

J. Lord, Beare from hence his body, 
And mourne you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the moft Noble Coarfe, that euer Herald 
Did follow to his Vrne. 

2.Lord, His owne impadence. 
Takes from Auffidiut a great part of blame : 
Let's make the Beftofit. 

Auf. My Rage is gone. 
And I am ftrucke with forrow. Take him vp : 
Helpe three a'th'cheefeft Souldiers,Ile be one. 
Beate thou the Drumme that it fpeake mournfully : 
Traile your fteele Pikes. Though in this City hee 
Hath widdowed and vnchilded many a one. 
Which to this houre bewaile the Iniury, 
Yet he fliall haue a Noble Memory. AfHft. 

Exeunt bearing tbe ^ody of Martins. A dead March 
Sounded, 



FINIS. 
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Titus Andronicus. 

nASius Primus. Scaena ^rima. 



p. Enter the TrUmnes and Senators ahfi And then 
eater Saturmmu and his Followers at one doore^ 
and ^afiiamu and hit Followers at the 
other ^ with ^rum & Colours. 

Satuminus, 
|ttp Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 
9& Defend the tuftice of my Caufe with Armes. 
fiM And Countrey-men, my louing Followers, 
!BK Pleade my Succeffiue Title with your Swords. 

the firft borne Sonne, that was the laft 
wore the Imperiatl Diadem of Rome : 

let niy Fathers Honours liue in me, 
inrong mine Age with this indignitie. 
fsiamui. Roraaines, Friends, Followers, 
ircrs of my Right : 
it *BafsianMf Ctfars Sonne, 
: gracious in the eyes of Royall Rome, 
e then this pafTage to the CapitoU : 
fuffer not Diihonour to approach 
nperiall Seace to Vertue : confecrate 
iftice. Continence, and Nobility : 
et Defert in pure £le£lion ihine ; 
Romanes, fight for Freedome in your Choice. 

Enter Marctu Andronictu aloft with the Crvmne. 

et, that ftriue by Fadions, and by Friends, 

itioufly for Rule and Empery : 

V, that the people of Rome for whom wt fbnd 

Kiall Party, haue by Common voyce 

e€Hon for the Romane Emperie, 

?n Andronicuiy Sur- named fioui^ 

nany good and great deferts to Rome. 

)bler man, a brauer Warriour, 
not this day within the City Waltes. 

y the Senate is accited home, 

I weary Warres again ft the barbarous Gothcs, 
with his Sonnes (a terror to our Foes) 
yoak*d a Nation ftrong, trained vp in Armes. 

^eares are fpent, fince firft he vndertooke 

Caufe of Rome, and chafticed with Armes 

Enemies pride. Flue times he hath returned 

ling to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes 

>ffins from the Field. 

now at laft, laden with Honours Spoyles, 

rnes the good Andronkm to Rome, 

iwned Tifitf, flouriihing in Armes. 



Let vs intreat, by Honour of his Name, 
Whom (worthily) you would haue now fiicceede, 
And in the CapitoU and Senates right. 
Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 
DifmifTe your Followers, and as Suters fhould, 
Pleade your Deferts in Peace and HumblenefTe. 

Saturnine, How fayre the Tribune fpeakes. 
To calme my thoughts. 

Bafsia, c^Hfarcus Andronkus^ fo I do affie 
In thy vprightneflc and Integrity : 
And fo I Loue and Honor thee, and thine. 
Thy Noble Brother 7?w, and his Sonnes, 
And Her (to whom my thoughts are humbled all) 
Gracious Lauinlay Romes rich Ornament, 
That I will heere difmiflfe my louing Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Fauour, 
Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weighed. 

Exit Souldiours, 

Saturnine. Friends, that haue beene 
Thus forward in my Right, 
I thanke you all, and heere Difmiflfe you alt, 
And to the Loue and Fauour of my Countrey, 
Commit my Selfe, my Perfon, and the Caufe : 
Rome, be as iuft and gracious vnto me, 
As I am confident and kinde to thee. 
Open the Gates, and let me in. 

bafsia. Tribunes, and me, a poore Competitor. 

Flour ijb. They go vp into the Senat beufe. 

Enter a Captaine. 
Cap, Romanes make way : the good Andronictts^ 
Patron of Vertue, Romes beft Champion, 
Succeffefull in the Battailes that he fights. 
With Honour and with fortune is return*d. 
From whence he circumfcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 

Sound Drummes and Trumpets, And then enter txpo of Tttus 
Sonnes ; Afer tbem^ , two men bearing a Coffin couered 
with blaclfey then two other Sonnes. After them^ Tttud 
AndronicuSf and then Tamora the ^ueene of GotbeSf & 
her two Sonnes Chiron and Demetrius^ with tAaron the 
Moore f and others f as many 06 can bee; They Jet downe the 
Coffin, and Tttus ff>eal^s . 



Andronicus, Haile Rome : 
Vi^orious in thy Mourning Weedes : 



Loe, 
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oe as the Barlce that hath difchargM his ^ught, 
Returnes with precious lading to the Bay, 
From whence at firft ihe wegih*d her Anchorage : 
Commeth Androntcui bound with Lawrell bowes. 
To refalute his Country with his teares, 
Teares of true ioy for his returne to Rome, 
Thou great defender of this Capitol! , 
Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. 
Romainesyof iiue and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 
Halfe of the number that King Priam had, 
Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead ! 
Thefe that Suruine,let Rome reward with Loue : 
Thefe that I bring vnto their lateft home. 
With buriall amongft their Aunceftors. 
Heere Gothes haue giuen me leaue to (heath my Sword: 
Titus vnkinde,and careleflfe of thine owne, 
Why fuffer*ft thou thy Sonnes vnburied yet, 
To houer on the dreadfull ihore of Stix ? 
Make way to lay them by their Bretheren. 

Tbfy open the Tomhe* 
There greete in (ilence as the dead are wont. 
And fleepe in peace, flaine in your Countries warres : 
O facred receptacle of my ioyes, 
Sweet Cell of vertue and Noblitie, 
How many Sonnes of mine haft thou in ftore, 
That thou wilt neuer render to me more ^ 

Luc. Giue vs the proudeft prifoner of the Gothes, 
That we may hew his limbes, and on a pile 
yiJ manmfratrum^ facrifice his flefti : 
Before this earthly prifon of their bones. 
That Co the fliadowes be not vnappeasM, 
Nor we difturb*d with prodigies on earth. 

Ttt. I giue him you, the Nobleft that SuruJues, 
The eldeft Son of this diftrcflfcd Qi^eene. 

J WW. Stay Romaine Bretheren, gracious Conqueror, 
Victorious 7i/ftf,rue the teares I flied, 
A Mothers teares in pafllon for her fonne : 
And if thy Sonnes were euer deere to thee. 
Oh thinke my Tonnes to be as deere to mee. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome 
To beautifie thy Triumphs, and returne 
Captiue to thee, and to thy Romaine yoake. 
But muft my Sonnes be (laughtred in the ftreetes. 
For Valiant doings in their Countries caufe ? 
O ! If to fight for King and Common-weale, 
Were piety in thine, it is in thefe : 
j^ndroniciu fttiinc not thy Tombe with blood. 
Wilt thou draw neere the nature of the Gods? 
Draw neere them then in being mcrCifull. 
Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge. 
Thrice Noble T//M,fpare my firft borne fonne. 

Tit. Patient your lelfe Madam, and pardon me. 
Thefe are the Brethren, whom you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their Bretheren flaine, 
Religioufly they aske a facrifice : 
To this your fonne is markt, and die he muft, 
T*appeafe their groaning fliadowes that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him, and make a fire ftraight. 
And with our Swords vpon a pile of wood. 
Let's hew his limbes till they be cleane confum*d. 

Exit Sonnet vitb Alarbm. 
Tamo. O cruell irreligious piety. 
Chi. Was euer Scythia halfe fo barbarous i 
Dem, Oppofe me Scythia to ambitious Rome, 



Alarbiu goes to reft, and we furuiue. 

To tremble vnder Tttus threatning lookes. 

Then Madam ftand refolu*d,but hope withall. 

The felfe fame Gods that armM the Queene of Troy 

With opportunitie of iharpe reuenge 

Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 

May fauour Tamora the Queene of Gothes, 

(When Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was Queene) 

To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes. 

Enter the Sonnes of Andronicui againe. 

Luei. See Lord and Father, how we haue perform *d 
Our Romaine xx^XxHyAlarbm limbs are lopt, 
And intrals feede the facrififing fire, 
Whofe fmoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie. 
Remaineth nought but to interre our Brethren, 
And with low*d Larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit» Let it be fo,and let Andronicm 
Make this his lateft farewell to their foules. 



Then Sound Trumpets ^ and lay the Coffins in the Tombt. 
In peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes, 
Romes readieft Champions, repofe you heere in refl. 
Secure from worldly chaunces and miftiaps : 
Heere lurks no Treafon, heere no enuie fwels, 
Heere grow no damned grudges, heere are no ftormes. 
No noyfe,but filence and Eternall fleepe. 
In peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes. 

Enter Lauinia. 

Laui. In peace and Honour, liue Lord Tittu long. 
My Noble Lord and Father, liue in Fame : 
Loe at this Tombe my tributarie teares, 
I render for my Bretherens Obfequies : 
And at thy feete I kneele, with teares of ioy 
Shed on the earth for thy returne to Rome. 
O bleflfe me heere with thy vidorious hand, 
Whofe Fortune Romes beft Citizens applauM. 

Ti. Kind Rome, 
That haft thus louingly referu*d 
The Cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 
Lauinia liue, out-liue thy Fathers dayes : 
And Fames eternall date for vertues praife. 

Marc. Long liue Lord Titus, my beloued brother. 
Gracious Triumpher in the eyes of Rome* 

Ttt. Thankes'Gentle Tribune, 
Noble brother Marcus. 

Mar. And welcome! Nephews fi^m fuccefiuU win, 
You that furuiue and you that fleepe in Fame : 
Faire Lords your Fortunes are all alike in all, 
That in your Countries feruice drew your Swords. 
But fafer Triumph is this Funerall Pompe, 
That hath afpir'd to Soions Happines, 
And Triumphs ouer chaunce in honoun bed. 
Tit us Andronicui „ th ep eopl e of Rome, 
Whofe friend in iuftice thou haft euer bene. 
Send thee by me their Tribune and their truft. 
This Palliament of white and fpotlefle Hoe, 
And name thee in Election for the Empire, 
With thefe our late deceafed Emperours Sonnes t 
Be Candidatus then, and put it on, 
And helpe to fet a head on headleflfe Rome. 

Ttt. A better head her Glorious body fits, 
Then his that fliakes for age and feebleneflfe: 

What 
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9uld I d*on this Robe and trouble you^ 
:a with proclaxnationt to day, 
ow yceld vp rule, refigne my life, 
abroad new bufinelTe for you all. 
haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 
my Countries ftrength fuccefrefullyy 
ied one and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 
d in Field, ilaine manfully in Armes, 
and Seruice of their Noble Countrie : 
: a ftaffe of Honour for mine age, 
a Scepter to controule the world, 
he held it Lords, that held it laft. 
. 7//ftf,thou ihalt obuine and aske the Emperie. 
Proud and ambitious Tribune can*ft thou tell? 
. Patience Prince Saturnimu, 
Romaioes do me right. 
IS draw your Swords ,andflieath them not 
trnirm be Romes Emperour : 
us would thou wert fliipt to hell, 
:hen rob me oi the peoples harts. 

Proud Saturninty interrupter of the good 
>ble minded Tttus meanes to thee. 
Content thee Prince,! will reftore to thee 
pies haru,and weane them from themfelues. 

ji/idron'uu6yl do not flatter thee 
lour thee, and will doe till I die : 
lion if thou ftrengthen with thy Friend ? 
oft thankefuU be,and thanices to men 
emindes,is Honourable Meede. 
People of Rome, and Noble Tribune s heere, 
our voyces and your Suflrages, 
I beftow them friendly on Andronicus ? 
ines. To gratifie the good AndronicuSy 
atulare his fafe returne to Rome, 
pie will accept whom he admits. 
Tribunes 1 thanke you, and this fure I make, 
u Create your Emperours eldeft fonne, 
turnlney whofe Vertues will I hope, 
on Rome as Tytans Rayes on earth, 
en luftice in this Common-weale: 
you will (led by my aduife, 
him, and fay : Long liue our Emperour. 

Ai. With Voyces and applaufe of euery fort, 
IS and Plebcans we Create 
turninus Romes Great Emperour. 
, Long lltu our Emperour Saturnine. 
A long Flourijb till tbey come dovne, 

Titus AndronicuSffoT thy Fauours done, 

I our Elc^^ion this day, 

lee thankes in part of thy Deferts, 

II with Deeds requite thy gentleneflTe : 
an Onfet Titus to aduance 

me, and Honorable Familie, 
will I make my EmprefTe, 
Royall Miftris,Miftris of my hart 
the Sacred Pathan her efpoufe : 
1 Atidronieus doth this motion pleafe thee i 
It doth my worthy Lord, and in this match, 
ne Highly Honoured of your Grace, 
ere in fightof Rome, to Saturnine, 
id Commander of our Common-weale, 
ide- worlds Emperour, do I Confecrate, 
ird,my Chariot, and my Prifonerss, 
I well Worthy Romes Jmperiall Lord : 
them then, the Tribute that I owe, 
[onoun Enfignes humbled at my feete. 



Satu. Thankes Noble 77f»j, Father of my life, 
How proud I am of thee,and of thy gifts 
Rome fliall record,and when I do forget 
The leaft of thefe vnfpeakable Deferts, 
Romans forget your Fealtie to me. 

Tit, Now Madam are your prifoner to an Emperour, 
To him that for you Honour and your State, 
Will vfe you Nobly and your followers. 

Satu, A goodly Lady, truft me of the Hue 
That I would choofe, were I to choofe a new : 
CIcere vp Faire Queene that cloudy countenance, 
Though chance of warre 
Hath wrought this change of cheere. 
Thou com*ft not to be made a fcorne in Rome : 
Princely ihall be thy vfage euery way. 
Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam he comforts you. 
Can make your Greater then the Queene of Gothes ? 
Lauinia you are not difpleaf M with this ? 

Lau. Not I my Lord, Hth true Nobilitie, 
Warrants thefe words in Princely curtcfie. 

Sat, Thankes fweete Lauinia^KomzM let vs goe: 
Ranfomleflfe heere we fet our Prifoners free, 
Proclaime our Honors Lords with Thimpe and Drum. 

Bafs* Lord Titus by your leaue,this Maid is mine. 

Tit, How fir i Are you in earneft then my Lord ? 

Bajs, I Noble Titus ^^nA refolu'd withall. 
To doe my felfe this reafon, and this right. 

Mare. Suumcuiquam, is our Romane luftice. 
This Prince in luftice ceazeth but his owne. 

Luc, And that he will and ftiall, if Lucius liue. 

Tit. Traytors auant, where is the Emperours Guarde ? 
Treafon my Lord,X.tf»/ma is furpriPd. 

Sat, Surprif M, by whom f 

Bafs. By him that iuftly may 
Beare his Betroth *d, from all the world away. 

Muti. Brothers helpe to conuey her hence away. 
And with my Sword He keepe this doore fafe. 

77/ . Follow my Lord, and He foone bring her backe. 

Mut. My Lord you pafte not heere. 

Tit. What villaine Boy, bar'ft me my way in Rome ? 

l^Iut. Helpe Lucius helpe. He J(ils Aim, 

Luc, My Lord you are vniuft,and more then fo. 
In wrongfull quarrell, you haue flaine your fon« 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he are any fonnes of mine. 
My fonnes would neuer fo diflionour me« 
Tray tor reftore Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Luc, Dead if you will, but not to be his wife, 
That is anothers lawful 1 promift Loue. 

Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamora and her two 
fonnes y and Aaron the Moore. 

Empe, No 77;«rf,no,the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke : 
He truft by Leifure him that mocks me once. 
Thee neuer : nor thy Trayterous haughty fonnes. 
Confederates all, thus to dilhonour me. 
Was none in Rome to make a ftale 
But Saturnine f Full well Andronicus 
Agree thefe Deeds, with that proud bragge of thine. 
That faid*ft,I beg*d the Empire at thy handsj 

Tit, O monftrous,what reproachhill words are thefe ? 

Sat. But goe thy wayes,goe giue that changing peece. 
To him that flourifht for her with his Sword : 
A Valliant fohne in-law thou fhalt enioy : 
One, fit to bandy with thy lawlefte Sonnes, 

To 
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To rufFle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 

Tit, Thefe words arc Razors to my wounded hart. 

Sat. And therefore louely Tamora Queene of Gothes, 
That like the ftately libthe mong'ft her Nimphs 
Doft ouer-fliine the Gallant 'ft Chimes of R ome, 
If thou be pleaPd with this my fodaine choyfc, 
Behold I choofe thee Tamora for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Emprefle of Rome. 
Spealce Queene of Goths doft thou applau*d my choyfe ? 
And heere I fweare by all the Romaine Gods, 
Sith Prieft and Holy-water are fo neere, 
And Tapers burne fo brfght, and euery thing 
In readines for Hymeneus ftand, 
I will not refalute the ftreets of Rome, 
Or clime my Pallace.till firom forth this place, 
I leade efpouPd my Bride along with me, 

Tamo, And heere in fight of heauen to Rome I fweare, 
If Saturnine aduance the Queen of Gothes, 
Shee will a Hand-maid be to his defires, 
A louing Nurfe, a Mother to his youth. 

Satur. Afcend Faire Qeene, 
Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and his louely Bride, 
Sent by the heauens for Prince Saturnine^ 
Whofe wifedome hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There ihall we Confummate our Spouiall rites. 

Exeunt omna. 

Tit, I am not bid to waite vpon this Bride: 
Titu* when wer*t thou wont to walke alone, 
Diihonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs ? 

Enter cMarau and Tttus Sonnes, 

Mar O Tttui fee ! O fee what thou haft done! 
In a bad quarrell ,flaine a Vertuous fonne« 

Ttt. No foolifh Tribune, no : No fonne of mine. 
Nor thou, nor thefe Confedrates in the deed, 
That hath dishonoured all our Family, 
Vnworthy brother, and vnworthy Sonnes. 

Lua. But let vs giue him buriall as becomes j 
Giue cMutius buriall with our Bretheren. 

77/. Traytors away, he reft's not in this Tombe j 
This Monument fiue hundreth yeares hath ftood. 
Which I haue Sumptuoufly re-edified : 
Heere none but Souldiers, and Romes Seruitors, 
Repofe in Fame : None bafely ilaine in braules, 
Bury him where you can, he comes not heere. 

Afltir. My Lord this is impiety in you. 
My Nephew e^utiui deeds do plead for him. 
He muft be buried with his bretheren. 
Titus tvfo Sonnes Jpeai^t. 
And ftiaU,or him we will accompany. 

Tt. And ihall ! What villaine was it fpake that word f 
Tttus fonne Jpea\es. 
He that would vouched it in any place but heere. 

Tit, What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Mar, No Noble 77/vf,but intreat of thee. 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tt. Marcus, Euen thou haft ftroke vpon my Creft, 
And with thefe Boyes mine Honour thou haft wounded. 
My foes I doe repute you euery one. 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

I.Sonne, He is not himfelfe,Iet vs withdraw. 

i.Sonnt. Not I tell Aiutius bones be buried. 
Tbe brother and the Jonnes i^eele. 

Mar. Brother, for in that n an;te doth nature plea^d. 



^.Sonne, Father, and in that name doth nature fpeake. 

Ttt. Speake thou no move if all the reft will fpeede. 

cZfar. Renowned Ttus more then halfe my foule. 

Luc. Deare Father, foule and fubftance of vs all. 

e3ftfr. Suffer thy brother Marcus to interre 
His Noble Nephew heere in vertucs neft. 
That died in Honour and Lauinias caufe. 
Thou art a Romaine, be not barbarous : 
The Greekes vpon aduife did bury ^ax 
That flew himfelfe : And Laertes fonne. 
Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals \ 
Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy. 
Be bar*d his entrance heere. 

Ta. Rife Marcus, tMty 
The difmalPft day is this that ere I faw. 
To be di flionored by my Sonnes in Rome : 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 
They put bim in the Tomhe. 

Luc, There lie thy bones fweet Mutius with thy 
Till we with Trophees do adorne thy Tombe. (fnendi 

They all l^neele and Jay, 
No man ftied teares for Noble Mutius, 
He Hues in Fame, that di* d in vertues caufe. Exit. 

Mar* My Lord to ftep out of thefe fudden dumps. 
How comes it that the fubtile Queene of Gothes, 
Is of a fodaine thus aduanc*d in Rome ? 

Ti. I know not Marcus : but I know It is, 
(Whether by deuife or no) the heauens can tell. 
Is ftie not then beholding to the man. 
That brought her for this high good turne fo hxtt ? 
Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. 

Flourijh. 
Enter the Emperor, Tamora, and her twcfons, with the Mam 
at one doore. Enter at the other doore ^Jaanm and 
Lauinia r»ith others. 

Sat, So BaJsianus,yo\x haue plaid your prise, 
God giue you ioy fir of your Gallant Bride. 

Bajs. And you oi yours my Lord : I fay no more. 
Nor wiih no lefl*e,and fo I uke my leaue. 

Sat, Traytor,if Rome haue law, or we haue power. 
Thou and thy Fa£lion ihall repent this Rape. 

^ajs. Rape call you it my Lord, to ceafe my owoe. 
My thie betrothed Loue, and now my wife f 
But let the lawes of Rome determine all, 
Meane while I am poflfeft of that is mine. 

Sat. *Tis good fir : you are very ihort with vs, 
But if we liue, weele be as fliarpe with you. 

Bafs. My Lord, what I haue done as beft I may, 
Anfwere I muft, and fhall do with my life, 
Onely thus much I giue your Grace to know. 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This Noble Gentleman Lord Tttut heere, 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong*d. 
That in the refcue of Lauinia, 
With his owne hand did flay his youngeft Son, 
In zeale to you, and highly mou*d to wrath. 
To be controurd in that he frankly gaue : 
Receiue him then to fauour Saturnine, 
That hath expre*ft himfelfe in all his deeds, 
A Father and a friend to thee,and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Bafsianus Itxae to plead my Deeds, 
*Tis thou, and thofe, that haue diihonoured me, 
Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 
How I haue louM and HonourM Saturnine, 

Tarn, My worthy Lord if euer Tamora^ 

Wert 
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gncioos in thofe Princely eyes of thine, 
heare roe fpeake indifferently for all : 
t my fute ( fweet ) pardon what is paft. 
«. What Madam, be diihonoured openly, 
>afely put it vp without reuenge ? 
iR. Not fo my Lord, 
^odi of Rome for-fend, 
Id be Authour to diflionouryou. 
n mine honour dare, I vndertake 
>od Lord Titm innocence in all : 
e fury not difTembled fpeakes his griefes : 
at my fute iooke gracioufly on him, 
not lo noble a friend on vaine fuppofe, 
rith foMrre lookes afHi£t his gentle heart. 
ord,be ruKd by me, be wonne at laft, 
able all your griefes and difcontents, 
re but newly planted in your Throne, 
then the people, and Patricians too, 
a iuft furuey take Titm part, 
b fupplant vs for ingratitude, 
ti Rome reputes to be a hainous (in ne. 
at intreats, and then let me alone : 
de a day to mafTacre them all, 
ace their &£iion,and their familie, 
ruell Father, and his traytVous Tonnes, 
lom I fued for my deare Tonnes life, 
nake them know what *tis to let a Qi»eene. 
e in the flreetes,and beg for grace in vaine. 
, come, Tweet Emperour, ( come Androniau) 
▼p this good old man, and cheere the heart, 
dies in tempeft of thy angry firowne. 
»jf. Rife T<rw,riTe, 
mpreffe hath preuaiPd. 
lu. I thanke your Maieftie, 
ler my Lord, 
words, theTe lookes, 
new life in me. 

aoo. Tttuty 1 am incorparate in Rome, 
man now adopted happily, 
nuft aduife the Emperour for his good , 
lay all quarrels die Andronicus. 
et it be mine honour good my Lord, 
1 haue reconciled your friends and you. 
ra Prince Bajsiatius,! haue pail 
ord and promiTe to the Emperour, 
fOM will be more milde and tradable, 
eare not Lords : 
fou Lauinia^ 

r aduiTe all humbled on your knees, 
ball aske pardon of his Maieilie. 
. We doe, 

fow to heauen, and to his Highnes, 
what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
ing our (iflers honour and our owne. 
ir. That on mine honour heere 1 do protefl. 
9g. Away and talke not, trouble vs no more. 
mora. Nay, nay, 

Emperour, we muft all be friends, 
^ribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, 
not be denied. Tweet hart Iooke back. 
ttg. Marcus f 

ly Take and thy brothers heere, 
t my louely Tamora's intreats, 
remit theTe young mens haynous faults. 
▼p : Itf«iiv/tf, though you left me like a churle, 
d a friend, and Ture as death I Tware, 



1 would not part a Batchellour from the Priefl. 
Come, if the Emperours Court can feaft two Brides, 
You are my gueft Lauinia, and your friends : 
This dayihall be a Loue-day Tamora. 

Tit. To morrow and it pleaTe your Maieftie, 
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me. 
With home and Hound, 
Weelc glue your Grace Bon tour, 

Satur, Be it To Tir«tf,and Gramercy to. Exeunt. 



ASlus Secunda. 



Flourljb. 



Enter Aaron alone. 



Aron» Now climbeth Tamora Olympus toppe. 
Safe out of Fortunes fhot, and (its aloft, 
Secure of Thunders cracke or lightning flafh, 
Aduanc*d about pale enuies threatning reach : 
As when the goldenSunne (alutes the morne. 
And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames. 
Gallops the Zodiacke in his gliftering Coach, 
And ouer-lookes the higheft piering hills : 
^\TaMora\ 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite. 
And vertue ftoopes and trembles at her frowne. 
Then Aaron arme thy hart,and fit thy thoughts. 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 
And mount her pitch, whom thou in ttiumph long 
Haft priToner held, fettred in amorous chaines. 
And fafter bound to Aarons charming eyes. 
Then is Prometheus ti*de to Caucafus. 
Away with flauifh weedes,and idle thoughts, 
I will be bright and ihine in PeaHe and Gold, 
To waite vpon this new made £mpre(re. 
To waite Taid I ^ To wanton with this Queene, 
This GoddeflTe, this Semerimu^ this Queene, 
This Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine^ 
And Tee his fhipwracke,and his Common weales. 
Hollo, what ftorme is this ? ' 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius hrauing. 
Dem. Chiron thy yeres wants wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners to intru*d where 1 am graced, 
And may for ought thou know'ft afFeded be. 

Chi. DemetriuSfthoa doo*ft ouer-weene in all. 
And To in this, to beare me downe with braues, 
*Tis not the difference ofayeere or two 
Makes me leffe gracious, or thee more fortunate : 
1 am as able, and as fir, as thou, 
To Tcruc,and to deTerue my Miftris grace, 
And that my Tword vpon thee (hall approue. 
And plead my paffions for Lauinia's loue. 

./^row.Clubs, clubs, theTe loucrs will not keep the peace. 

Dem. Why Boy, although our mother ( vnaduiTed ) 
Gaue you a daunting Rapier by your fide. 
Are you To deTperate growne to threat your friends ? 
Goe too : haue your Lath glued within your (heath. 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi, Meane while fir, with the little skill I haue. 
Full well (halt thou perceiue how much 1 dare. 

Deme. I Boy,grow ye To braue i They drove. 

Aron. Why how now Lords? 
So nere the Emperours Pallace dare you draw. 

And 
_ 
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And maintaine fuch a quarrell openly ? 

Full well I wote, the ground of all this grudge. 

I would not for a million of Gold, 

The caufe were knowne to them it moft concernes. 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 

Be fo d iihonored in the Court of Rome : • 

For ihame put vp. 

Deme, Not I, till I baue iheathM 
My rapier in his bofome,and withall 
Thruft thefe reprochfull fpccches downe his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my diflionour hccre. 

Chi. For that 1 am prepared, and fiill refoluM, 
Foule fpolcen Coward, 
That thundreft with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ft performe. 

^ron, A way 1 fay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, 
This pretty brabble will vndoo vs all : 
Why Lords, and thinke you not how dangerous 
It is to fet vpon a Princes right } 
What is Lauinia then become fo loofe, 
Or Bajsianm fo degenerate, 
That tor her loue luch quarrels may be broacht, 
Without controulement, luftice, or reuenge } 
Young Lords beware, and fliould the Empreflfe know. 
This difcord ground, the muficke would not pleafe. 

CbL I care not I, knew (he and all the world, 
I loue Lau'mia more then all the world. 

Demet, Youngling, 
Learne thou to make fome meaner choiie, 
Latdnia is thine elder brothers hope. 

Aron, Why are ye mad ? Or know ye not in Rome, 
How furious and impatient they be. 
And cannot brooke Competitors in loue } 
I tell you Lords, you doe but plot your deaths, 
By this deuife. 

Chi, Aaron^z thoufand deaths would 1 propofe, 
To atchieue her whom 1 do loue. 

Aron. To atchciue her, how ? 

Deme, Why,mak'ft thou it fo ftrange ? 
Shee is a woman, therefore may be woo*d, 
Shee is a woman, rherfore may be wonne, 
Shee is Lauinia therefore muH be lou*d. 
What man, more water glideth by the Mill 
Then wots the Miller of, and eaAe it is 
Of a cut loafe to fteale a (hiue we know t 
Though bajsianm be the Emperours brother, 
Better then he haue worne VuUani badge, 

Aron^ I, and as good as Saturnm may. 

Dtme, Then why (hould he diipaire that knowes to 
With words, faire lookes, and liberality : (court it 

What hall not thou full often ftrucke a Doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe i 

Aron. Why then it feemes fome ceruine fnatch or fo 
Would feme your turnes. 

Chi, I fo the turne were ferued. 

Deme, Aaron thou haft hit it. 

Aron, Would you had hit it too. 
Then (hould not we be tir'd with this adoo : 
Why harke yee, harke yec, aud are you fuch fboles, 
To fquare for this f Would it offend you then ? 

CbL Faith not me. 

Deme. Nor me,fo I were one. 

Aron, For ihame be friends, tc ioyne for that you iar : 
*Tu pollicie, and ftratageme muft doe 
That you affed,and fo muft yoo refolue. 



That what you cannot as you would atcheiue^ 

You muft perforce accomplifh as you may : 

Take this of mcy Lucrece was not more chaft 

Then thu Lau'wia^ BaJ'iiamu loue, 

A fpeedier courfe this lingring languiihment 

Muft we purfue, and I haue found the path : 

My Lords, a folemne hunting is in hand. 

There will the louely Roman Ladirs troopc : 

The Forreft walkes are wide and fpacious, 

And many vnrVequented plots there are, 

Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie : 

Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 

And ftrike her home by force, if not by words: 

This way or not at all, fland you in hope. 

Come, come, our Empreflfe with her facred wit 

To viliainie an d vengance confecrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And (he (hall file our engines with aduife, 

That will not (uffer you to fquare your felueSy 

But to your wifhes height aduance you both. 

The Emperours Court is like the houfe of Faroe, 

The pallace full of tongues, of eyes, of eares: 

The Woods are ruthlefTe, dreadtuU,deafe, and dull : 

There fpeake,and ftrike braue Boyes,& ukc your tumei. 

There (erue your lufts, ftiadow'd ^om heauens eye. 

And reuell in Lauimat Treafurie. 

Cbl, Thy counfell Lad fmells of no cowardife. 

^eme, Syfatautnefas^ till I finde the ftreames, 
To coole this heat, a Charme to calme their fits, 
Fer Ss'tgia per manes Vebor, Exentt. 

Enter Titus Andron'tciu and bis three Jonnesy making a myji 
with bounds and bornes, and c^areus. 

Tit. The hunt is vp, the morne is bright and gray. 
The fields are fragranr, and the Woods are greene, 
Vncouple heere, and let vs make a bay, 
And wake the Emperour, and his lodely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peale, 
That all the Court may eccho with the noyfe. 
Sonnes let it be your charge, as it is ours, 
To attend the Emperours perfon carefiilly : 
I haue bene troubled in my fleepe this night. 
But dawning day new comfort hath infpir*d. 

fVmde Hornet, 
Heere a cry ofboundet^ and wnde homes in a feaU^tben 
Enter Saturmnus , Tamora ^'^ajfianus , ^^auimia , Cbiron, De- 
metrius, and their Attendants, 

Ti, Many good morrowes to your Maieftie,] 
Madam to you as many and as good. 
I promifed your Grace, a Hunters peale. 

Satur. And you haue rung it luftily my Lords, 
Somewhat to earely for new married Ladies. 

^afs. Lauinia, how fay you ? 
Laui. I fay no : 
I baue bene awake two houres and more* 

Satur, Come on then, horfe and Chariots letvs hane, 
And to our fport : Madam, now (hall ye fee. 
Our Romaine hunting. 

Mar. 1 haue dogges my Lord, 
Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chaie, 
And clime the higheft P omontary top. 

Tu, And I haue horfe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runnes likes Swallowes ore . the plainc 

*Deme, Cbtrm 
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nt» Chiron we hunt not we, with Horfe nor Hound 
ope to plucke a dainty Doe to ground. ExeuHt 

Enter Aaron alont, 
on. He that had wit, would thinke that I had none, 
iry fo much Gold vndrr a Tree, 
leuer after to inherit it. 
im that thinks of nne fo abie^ly, . 
f that this Gold mud coine a ftratageme, 
h cunningly effed^ed, will beget 
y excellent peece of vilhny : 
fb repofe fweet Gold for their vnreft, 
haue their Almes out of the Empteffe Cheft. 

Snter Tamora to the Aioon, 
■». My louely Aaron^ 
«fore look'ft thou fad, 
I euery thing doth make a Gleefiill boaft ? 
iirds c haunt melody on euery buih, 
nake lies rolled in the chearefull Suone, 
prrene leaues qui uer with the cooling winde, 
nake a chekerM ihadow on the ground : 
r their fweete ikkdCytAaron let vs (it, 
vhil'ft the babling Eccho mock's the Hounds, 
ing (hrilly to the well tun'd-Hornes, 
a double hunt were heard at once, 
t fit downe, and marke their yelping noyfe: 
ifter conflict, fuch as was fuppos'd. 
irandrtng Prince and Dido once enioy*d, 
I with a happy ftorme they were furpris'd, 
[^urtain'd with a Counfaile- keeping Caue, 
lay each wreathed in the others armes, 
paftimes done) pofTeflfe a Golden flumber, 
^s Hounds and Homes, and fweet Melodious Birds 
to vs, as is a Nurfes Song 
illabie,to bring her Babe alleepe. 
vn. Afiadame, 

gh yenm gouerne your defires, 
ic isDominatorouermine : 

fignifies my deadly ftanding eye, 
lence,and my Cloudy Melancholie, 
eece of Woolly halre, that now vncurlei, 
as an Adder when ihe doth vnrowJe 
• (bme latall execution ? 
Udam,the(e are no Veneriall fignes, 
ranee is in my heart, death in my hand, 
, and reuenge, are Hammering in my head. 
£ Tamoraythc EmpreflTe of my Soule, 
h neuer hopes more heauen ,then reds in thee, 
s the day of Doome for Bajiianm\ 
bi/oflftf/muft loofe her tongue to day, 
tonnes make Pillage of her Chaftity, 
raih their hands in Baffianut blood, 
hou this Letter, take it vp 1 pray thee, 
;iue the King this £itall plotted Scrowle, 
^ueftion me no more, we are efpied, 

comes a parcell of our hopeful! Booty, 
b dreads not yet their liues deftrudion. 

Enter ^Baffianiu and Lauinia. 

no. Ah my fweet e^oorei 

er to me then life. 

w. No more great Em^rtife, BaffiaMut comes, 

rife with him, and ile goe fetch thy Sonnes 

eke thy quarrell what Co ere they be* 

ffi. Whom haue we heere? 

s Royall Emprefle, 



Vnfurniiht of our well befeeming troope.^ 
Or is it Dian habited like her. 
Who hath abandoned her holy Groues, 
To fee the generall Hunting in thisForreft? 

Tamo, Sawcie controuler of our priuate fteps: 
Had I the power, that fome fay Dian had, 
Thy Temples fhould be planted prefently. 
With Homes, as was AEieonSy and the Hounds 
Should driue vpon his new ttans/urmed limbes, 
Vnmannerly Intruder as thou art. 

Laui. Vnder your patience gentle EmprefTe, 
*Tis thought you haue a goodly gitt in Horning, 
And to be doubted ,that your Moore and you 
Are fingled forth to try experiments : 
loue iheild your husband from his Hounds to day, 
*Tis pitty thty ihould take him for a Stag. 

Bajfi. Beleeue me Queene, your fwarth Cymerion, 
Doth make your Honour of his bodies Hue, 
Spotted. detefted. and abhominable. 
Why are you fequeftred from all your traine ? 
Difmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 
And wandred hither to an obfcure plot, 
Accompjnied with a barbarous Moore^ 
If foule delire had not conduced you ? 

Lam. And being intercepted i n your fport, 
Great reafon that my Noble Lord, be rated 
For Saucineffe, I pray you let vs hence. 
And let her ioy her Rauen coloured loue. 
This valley fits the purpofe pafiTing well. 

BaJfi.The King my Brother fhall haue notice of this. 

Laui, I, for thefe Hips haue made hfm noted long. 
Good King, to be fo mightily abufed. 

Tamora, Why I haue patience to endure all this? 
Enter Chiron and Demetnui. 
fDem, How now deere Soueraigne 
And our gracious Mother, 
Why doth your Highnes looke Co pale and wan ? 

Tamo. Haue I not reafon thinke you to looke pale. 
Thefe two haue tic*d me hither to this place, 
A barren, detefied vale you fee it is. 
The Trees though Sommer,yet forlorne and leane. 
Ore-come with Mofre,and balefuU Mifielto. 
Heere neuer fhines the Sunne, heere nothing breeds, 
Vnlefle the nightly Owle,or fiitall Rauen : 
And when they fhew*d me this abhorred pit, 
They told me heere at dead time of the night, 
A thoufand Fiends, a thoufand hifiing Snakes, 
Ten thoufand fwelling Toades,as many Vrchinsy 
Would make fuch fearefull and confided cries, 
As any mortall body hearing it, 
Should ftraite fall mad,or elfe die fuddenly. 
No fooner had they told this helliih tale. 
But ftrait they told me they would binde me heere, 
Vnto the body ofa difmall yew. 
And leaue me to this miferable death. 
And then they caird me foule AdulterefTe, 
Lafciuious Gothland all the bittereft tcarmes 
That eucr eare did heare to fuch effect. 
And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed : 
Reuenge it, as you loue your Mothers life. 
Or be ye not henceforth caPd my Children, 

^em^ This is a witnelTe that I am thy Sonne. JfaS bim, 

Chi, And this for me, 
Strook home to fhew my ilrength. 

Laui, 1 come Semeramit , nay Barbarous Tamora. 

d d For 
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For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. 

tarn. Giuc me thy poyniard, you ihal know my boyca 
Your Mothers hand (hall right your Mothers wrong. 

Dtmt, Stay Madam heere is more belongs to her, 
Firfl thrafh the Come, then after burne the ftraw : 
This Minion ftood vpon her chaftity, 
Vpon her Nuptiall vow, her loyaltie. 
And with that painted hope,braues your Mightinelfe, 
And fliall Hie carry this vnto her graue ? 

Chu And if Hie doe, 
I would I were an Eunuch, 
Drag hence her husband to Tome fecret bole, 
And make his dead Trunke-Pillow to our luft. 

tam9. But when ye haue the hony we defire. 
Let not this Wafpe out-liue vs both to (ling. 

Chtr. 1 warrant you Madam we will make that fure: 
Come Miftris, now perforce we will enioy, 
That nice-preferued honefty of yours. 

Laui* Oh Tamwa^ thou bear*ft a woman face. 

TtfMo* I will not heare her fpeake,away with her. 

Laui, Sweet Lords intreat her heare me but a word . 

Dtmet, Liften faire Madam, let it be your glory 
To fee her teare8,but be your hart to them. 
As vnrelenting flint to drops of raine. 

Laui^ When did the Tigers young-ones teach the dam? 
O doe not learne her wrath, (he taught it thee. 
The milke thou fuck'ft from her did tume to Marble, 
Euen at thv Teat thou had'ft thy Tyranny, 
Yet euery Mother breeds not Sonnes alike, 
Do thou intreat her (hew a woman pitty. 

OiVtf. What, 
Would'ft thou haue me proue my fel/e a ba(brd ? 

Laui, Tistrue, 
The Rauen doth not hatch a Larke, 
Yet haue I heard, Oh could I finde it now. 
The Lion mou'd with pitty, did indure 
To haue his Princely pawes par*d all away. 
Some fay, that Rauens fofter fb'rlome children, 
The whiril their owne birds fimi(h in their ne(b : 
Oh be to me though thy hard hart fay no, 
Nothing fo kind but fomething pittifull. 

Tamo. I know not whit it meanes,away with her. 

Lauim. Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers fake, 
That gaue thee lite when well he might haue flaine thee: 
Be not obdurate, open thy deafe eares. 

r<i«M. Had'il thou in perfon nere ofl'ended me. 
Euen for his fake am I pittileffet 
Remember Boyes 1 powr'd forth teares in Taine, 
To laue your brother from the facrifice, 
But fierce AnJn^mkm would not relent, 
Therefore away with her,and vfe heras you will. 
The wtufe to her, the better lou*d of me. 

Laui Oh Tt4W\?r«t, 
Be caird a gentle Queene, 
And with thine owne hands kill me in this place. 
For *tis not lil^ that 1 haue beg^d fo long, 
Poore 1 was lliine, when B^ij/tuitm dy'«i. 
Tumi, What beg'tl thou then * fond wc^nan let me go ? 

Laui. *'n$ prelent death I beg, and one thing more, 
Th4t w^>manh<xxl denies my tongue to tell : 
Oh keepe me tTv>m their v^-orfe then killing hift, 
Ai»d tumble me into fome loathf^^me pJt, 
Where neuer mans eye may beh^>lJ my body, 
j Dee I hi*, and be a charitable murderer. 
) 'lum. So libould 1 rob my Iweet Sonnes of their fee, 
1 No let them tatiltie their lutt on thee. 



Detru. Away, 
For thou haft (laid vs heere too long. 

Lauinia. No Garace, 
No womanhood ? Ah beadly creature, 
The blot and enemy to our generall name, 
Confu(ion fall 

Chi. Nay then He (lop your mouth 
Bring thou her husband,' 
This is the Hole where jiaron bid vi hide him. 

Tarn. Farewell my Sonnes, fee that you make her fure, 
Nere let my heart know merry cheere indeed. 
Till all the jtndronici be made away : 
Now will I hence to feeke my louely Moore^ 
And let my fpleenefiill Sonnes this Trull defloure. Exit, 

Enter Aaron rrirb two ofTitm Somtres. 

Aron, Come on my Lords, the better fbote befixe. 
Straight will I bring you to the lothfome pit. 
Where I efpied the Panther fad afleepe. 

Qwn. My (ight is very dull what ere it bodes. 
Marti. And mine I promife you, were it not for flume, 
Well could I leauc our fport to (leepe a while. 

Sluin. What art thou fallen ? 
What fubtile Hole is this, 

Whofe mouth is couered with Rude growing Briers, 
Vpon whofe leaues are drops of new-fhed-blood, 
As frefh as mornings dew diftird on flowers, 
A very fatall place it feemes to me: 
Speake Brother haft thou hurt thee with the fiill i 

Martim. Oh Brother, 
With the difmarft obiea 
That euer eye with fight made heart lament. 

Arw. Now will 1 fetch the King to finde them heere, 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle. 
How thefe were they that made away his Brother. 

Exit Asrm. 

Marti. Why doft not comfort me and helpe roe out, 
From this vnhallowM and blood-ibined Hole ? 

^tautm. I am furprifed with an vncouth fieaie, 
A chilling fweat ore-runs my trembling iovnts, 
My heart fufpeds more then mine eie can fee. 

Marti. To proue thou haft a true diuining heart, 
Aarom and thou looke downe into this den. 
And fee a fearefull fight of blood and death. 

Sltdmtm* Aarvm is gone, 
And my compaffionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by furmife : 
Oh tell me how it is, for nere till now 
Was 1 a child, to feare I know not what. 

Marti. Lord ^Bajfiamis lies embrewed heere. 
All on a heape like to the fUughtred Lambe, 
In this deteflcd, darke,blood.drinking pit. 

Qmm^ If it be darke, how dooft thoa know *t]S be ? 

Murt. Vpon his bloody finger he doth weare 
A precious Ring,that lightens all the Hole : 
Which like a Taper in fome Monument, 
Doth ihine vpon the dead mans earthly cheekes. 
And (bewes the ragged intraiks of the pi c : 
So ^le did (bine the Mooneon Prrammt^ 
When he by night Lay bathM in Maiden b tood: 
O Brother helpe me with thy Minting hand, 
if feare hath made thee faint, as mec it hath. 
Out of this lell deuoortng receptacle. 
As hatefull as (kitm miftie month. 

^«r. Rcttch me thv hand, that I may helpe thee oq(i 

Or 

6|6^ 



The T rage die of Titus aAndronicus. 



39 



jng (h-ength to doc thee fo much good, 
\ pluckt into the fwallowing wombe, 
leepe pit,poore ^ajuanm graue : 

ftrcngth to pluclce thee to the brinke. 
ntf.Nor 1 no ftrength to clime without thy help. 
. Thy hand once more, 1 will not loofe againe, 
I] art heere aloft, or I below, 

n*ft not come to me, I come to thee, ^otbsfall in, 

EMter the Emperour , Aaron the c^oore. 

. Along with me, He fee what hole ii heere, 
at he ii that now is leapt into it. 
> art thou that lately dtd*ft defcend, 

1 gaping hollow of the earth ? 

f . The ynhappie fonne of old Andronicut^ 
hither in a moft vntuckie houre, 
: thy brother Bafslanus dead. 
. My brother dead ? I know thou doft but ieft, 
his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
e North-fide of this pieafant Chafe, 
an houre fince I left him there. 
•//. We know not where you left him all aliue, 
alas, heere haue we found him dead. 

Enter Tamoray AndromaUyOnd Lucm • 

. Where is my Lord the King ? 

Heere Tamoray though grieu*d with killing griefe. 

Where is thy brother Baftiamu? 
Now to the bottome doft thou fearch my wound, 
'mftiainu heere lies murthered. 

Then all too late I bring this fitall writ,t 
nplot of this timetefle Tragedie, 
nder greatly that mans face can fold, 
ng fmiles fuch murderous Tyrannie. 

She giuetb Saturnine a Letter. 

Saturninui reads the Letter, 
ye mijfe to meete him banjomely , 
ntfman , Baffianui Wis "we meane, 
Jo mueb oa dig the graue for biniy 
m*fi cur meaning y/ool(e for tby reward 
be Nettles at the Elder tree: 
xer-fiades the mouth of that fame pit : 
r Xecreed to bury Bajjianuss 
and purchafe vs thy lafting friends. 

Oh Tamoray was euer heard the like ? 
he pit, and this the Elder tree, 
rs,if you can finde the huntfman out, 
uld haue murthered ^afsianm heere. 
. My gracious Lord heere is the bag of Gold. 

Two of thy whelpes, fell Q\in of bloody kind 
ere berefb my brother of his life : 

them from the pit vnto the prifon, 

t them bide vnttll we haue deuis*d 

uer heard-of tortering paine for them. 

. What are they in this pit, 

irous thing ! 

ily murder is difcouered ? 

High Emperour, vpon my feeble knee, 

I boone, with teares, not lightly {hed, 

is fell fault of my accurfed Sonnes, 

l,if the faults be prou*d in them. 

If it be prou*d ? you fee it is apparant, 



Who found this Letter , Tamora was it you ? 

Tamora. Andronicus himftrlfe did take it vp. 

Ttt. I did my Lord, 
Yet let me be their baile. 
For by my Fathers reuerent Tombe I vow 
They (hall be ready at yout Highnes will , 
To anfwere their fufpition with their liues. 

King. Thou fhalt not baile them, fee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murthered body,rome the murtheren, 
Let them not fpeake a word, the guilt is plaine. 
For by my foule , were there worfe end then death, 
That end vpon them (hould be executed. 

Tamo. Andron'um I will entreat the King, 
Feare not thy Sonnes, they fhali do well enough. 

Ttt, Come Lucius come. 
Stay not to talke with them. Exeunt. 

Enter the Emprejfe Sonnes y with Lauiniayher hands cut off and 
her tongue cut out, and rauijbt, 

Deme. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake, 
Who t*was that cut thy tongue and rauiflit thee. 

Chi, Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo. 
And if thy ftumpes will let thee play the Scribe. 

Dem. See how with fignes and tokens ihe can fcowle. 

Chi. Goe home. 
Call for fweet water, waih thy hands. 

Dem, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wafli. 
And fo let*8 leaue her to her filent walkes. 

CIh. And t*were my caufe, I ihould goe hang my felfe. 

*Dem. If thou bad'ft hands to helpe thee knit the cord. 

Exeunt. 
fFinde Homes, 
Enter fdarcmfrom buntings to Lauinia, 
Who is this, my Neece that flies away fo faft? 
Cofen a word, where is your husband ? 
If I do dreame , would all my wealth would wake me ; 
If I doe wake,fome Planet-ftrike me downe. 
That I may flumber in eternali fleepe. 
Speake gentle Neece, what fterne vngentle hands 
Hath lopt, and hew'd,and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches, thofe fweet Ornaments 
Whofe circkling ihadowes. Kings haue fought to deep in 
And might not gaine fo great a happines 
As halfe thy Loue : Why dooft not fpeake to me / 
Alas, a Crimfon riuer of warme blood, 
Like to a bubling fountaine ftir*d with winde. 
Doth rife and full betweene thy Rofed lips, 
Comming and going with thy hony breath. 
But fure fome Tereus hath defloured thee. 
And leaft thou (hould^ft dete^ them, cut thy tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn*ft away thy face for fliame : 
And notwithftanding all this lolTe of blood. 
As from a Conduit with their ilTuing Spouts, 
Yet doe thy cheekes looke red as Titans face, 
Blufliing to be encountred with a Cloud, 
Shall I fpeake for thee ? fliall I fay *tis fo ^ 
Oh that I knew thy hart, and knew the beaft 
That I might raile at him to eafe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt, 
Doth burne the hart to Cinden where it is. 
Faire fhilomela (ht but loft her tongue. 
And in a tedious Sampler fowed her minde. 
But louely Neece, that meane is cut firom thee, 
A craftier Tereui haft thou met withall, 
And he hath cut thofe pretty fi ngers off, 
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That could baue better fowed then Pbilomil, 

Oh had the monfter ieenc thole Lilly hands, 

Tremble like Afpen leaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken ftrings dtli^ht to kiiTe them. 

He would not then haue toucht them fur his life. 

Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Whic h that Tweet tongue hath made : 

He would haue dropt his knife and fell afleepe. 

As Qerberm at the rbracian Poets leete. 

Come, let vs goe,and make thy father biinde. 

For fuch a fight will biinde a fathers e)e. 

One houres ftorme will drowne the fragrant meades. 

What, will whole months of teares thy Fathers eyes ? 

Doe not draw backe, fur we will mourne with thee: 

Oh could our mourning eafe thy milery. Exeunt 



ASliis Tertius. 



Enter tbt Judges and Senatourt wtb Titus tvro finnes hoand^ 
faffing on the Stage to tbt place of execution^ and Titui going 
he/ore pleading, 

7/. Heare me graue fathers, noble Tribunes ftay. 
For pitty of mine age, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you fecureiy flrpt: 
For all my blood in Romes great quarrell ihed, 
For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht. 
And for thefe bitter teares, which now you fee, 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes. 
Be pittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 
Whofe foules is not corrupted as *tis thougfit : 
For two and twenty funnes 1 neuer wept, 
Becaufe they died in honours lofty bed. 

AMdrontcue lyetb dor»ne,and tbe Judges faffe by bim. 
For thefe. Tribunes, in the dull 1 write 
My*harts deepe languor, and my foules fad teares : 
Let my teares ftanch tbe earths drie appetite. 
My fonnes fweet blood, will make it ^ame and blufli: 
O earth ! 1 will be friend thee more with raine Exeunt 
That ihall dillill from thefe two ancient ruines. 
Then youthfull Aprill ihall with all his ihowres 
In fumroers drought: He drop vpon thee ftill. 
In Winter with warme teares lie melt the fnow, 
And keepe erernall fpring time on thy ^ce. 
So thou refiife to drinke my deare fonnes blood. 

Enter Luctm^wtb bit weapon dravrne. 

Oh reuerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 
Vnbinde my fonnes, rruerfe the doome ofdeath. 
And let me fay(that neuer wept before) 
M y teares are now preualing Oratours. 

Lu. Oh noble father,you lament in vaine. 
The Tribunes heare not, no man is by. 
And you recount your forrowes to a ftone. 

Ti. Ah Jmcius for thy brothers let me plead, 
Graue Tribunes, once more I intreat of you. 
Lu. My gracious Lord, no Tribune hearet yoa fpeake. 

77. Why 'tis no matter man,ifthey did heare 
They would not marke me:oh if they did heare 
They would not pitty me. 
Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the Aones. 



Who though they cannot anfwere my diftreflc, 

Yet in fome fort they are better then the Tribunc% 

For that they will not intercept my tale -y 

When I doe weepe, they humbly at my feetc 

Receiue my teares, and leeme to weepe with me. 

And were they but attired in graue weedet, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe. 

A ftone is as fof't waxe. 

Tribunes more hard then ftones: 

Aflone is filent,and offendcth not, 

And Tribunes with their tongues dooroe men to death. 

But wherefore ftand'ft thou with thy weapon drawnc.' 

Im, To refcue my two brothers from their death. 
For which attempt the ludges haue pronounc'ft 
My euerlafting doome of banilhment. 

7i. O happy man, they haue befriended thee : 
Why foolifh LvcfM,duft thou not perceiue 
That Rome is but a wildernes oi figcrs ? 
Tigers muft pray, and Rome aftords no prey 
But me and and mine : how happy art thou then, 
From thefe deuourers to be baniibed ? 
But who comes with our brother Marcm hecxzi 

Enter Marcus and iMuinia, 

Mar, Titu6 f^repivt thy noble eyes to weepe. 
Or if not fo, thy noble heart to breake : 
I bring confuming forrow to thine age. 

77. Will it confume roe ? Let me fee it then. 

e^ar. This was thy daughter. 

Ti. Why Marcus {o ihe is. 

Jmc, Aye me this obied kils me. 

77. Faint-harted boy,arifc and looke vpon her. 
Speaks LaiiiffM, what accurfed hand 
Hath mace thee handleffe in thy Fathers light? 
What foole hath added water to the Sea f 
Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy f 
My griele was at the height before thou cam'ft. 
And now like Nyius it difJaineth bounds: 
Giue me a fword,ile chop off my hands too. 
For they haue fought for Rome, and all in tainc : 
And they haue nur*ft this woe, 
In feeding life : 

In bootelefle prayer haue they bene held vp, 
And they haue feru'd me to effe€tlefle vfe. 
Now all the feruice I require of them. 
Is that the one will helpe to cut the other : 
*Tis well iwx«M/<i,that thou haft no hands. 
For hands to do Rome feruice, is but vaine. 

Luci. Speake gentle After, who hath martyr*d thee? 

J^r, O that delightfuU engine of her thoughts. 
That blab'd them with fuch pleating eloquence. 
Is tome from forth that pretty hollow cage. 
Where like a fweet mellodius bird it fung. 
Sweet varied notes hichandng euery eare. 

lAici. Oh fay thou for her. 
Who hath done this deed ^ 

Marc, Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receiude Ibme vnrecuring wound. 

77/. It was my Deare, 
And he that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more, then had he kild me dead : 
For now I ftand as one vpon a Rocke, 
Inuiron*d with a wilderneffe of Sea. 
Who markes the waxing tide. 
Grow waue by waue, 

ExpeAlnj 
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ing euer when fome enuioui furge, 

I hn briniih bowels fwalluw him. 

'ay to death my wretched fonnri are gone : 

ftandi my other fonne, a baniflit man, 

ecre my brother weeping at my woei. 

at which giues my foule the greateft fpurnCi 

e Lauhtia^ deerer then my foule. 
but fecne thy piAure in this plight, 

lid haue madded me. What ihall I doe P 

I behold thy liuely ixxly {o f 

haft no hands to wipe away thy teares, 

ingue to tell me who hath martyr^ thee : 

iu»band he is dead, and for his death 

rothers are condemned, and dead by this. 
Marau^^h {ofint Lucim looke on her : 
1 did name her brothers, then fireih teares 

on her cheekes,as doth the hony dew, 

a gathred Lillie almoft withered., 

r. Perchance (he weepes becaufe they kilM her 

ince becaufe ihe Icnowes him innocent. 

If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 
fe the law hath tane reu enge on them. 
>,thcy would not doe fo foule a deede, 
s the forrow that their After makes. 
t Lamnta let me kiflfe thy lips, 
ike fome fignes how I may do thee eafe : 
thy good Vncle,and thy brother Lucim^ 
hou and I fit round about fome Fountaine, 
ng all downewards to behold our cheekcs 
:hey are ftain*d ih meadowes, yet not dry 
miery fliroe left on them by a flood : 
n the Fountaine ihall we gaze fo long, 
le fre(h tafte be taken irom that cleerenes, 
nade a brine pit with our bitter.teares i 
ill we cut away our hands like thine ? 
ill we bite our tongues, and in dumbe ihewcs 
the remainder of our hatefuU dayes ? 
ihall we doe i Let vs that haue our tongues 
ymt deuiie of further miferies 
ike vs wondred at in time to come. 

Sweet Father ceafe your teares, for at your griefe 
»w my %vretched fifter fobs and weeps. 
r. Patience deere Neece,good Tttm drie thine 

Ah MaraUy Mar em y Brother well I wot, 
lapkin cannot drinke a teare of mine, 
lou poore man haft dfownM it with thine owne* 

Ah my Lsuinia l*wjll wipe thy cheekes. 

Marke Marcui marke, 1 vnderftand her (ignes, 
tie a tongue to fpeake, now would ihe fay 
to her brother which 1 (aid to thee, 
apkin with hertrue teares all bewet, 
no feruice on her forrowfull cheekes. 
hat a fimpathy of woe is this! 
re from helpe as Limbo is from bliife, 

Bmer Aron the Motrt alotu, 

tre, Ttfm Androniau^my Lord the Emperour, 
thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes, 
^tmyLncm ^or thy felfe old Titm^ 
f one of you, chop off your hand, 
end it to the King : he for the fame, 
end ^ec hither both thy (onnes aliue, 
hat ihall be the ranfome for their fault. 



77. Oh gracious Emperour, oh gentle Aaron, 
Did euer Rauen fing fo like a Larke, 
That giues fweet tydings of the Sunnes vprife ? 
With all my heart, lie fend the Emperour my hand. 
Good Aron wilt thou help to chop it oSi 

Lu. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine. 
That hath throwne downe fo many enemies. 
Shall not be lent : my hand will feme the turne. 
My youth can better fpare my blood then you. 
And therfore mine ihall faue my brothers Hues. 

Mar, Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear*d aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 
Writing deftrudtion on the enemies Caftle ^ 
Oh none of both but are of high defert : 
My hand hath bin but idle, let it ferue 
To ranfome my two nepbewes from their death, 
Then haue I kept it to a worthy end. 

Moore, Nay come agree, whofe hand ihaltgoe along 
For feare they die before their pardon come. 

e^ftfr. My hand ihall goe. 

Lu. By heauen it ihall not goe. 

7i. Sirs ftriue no more,fuch withered hearbs as thefe 
Are meere for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 

Lu. Sweet Father, if 1 fli^l be thought thy fonne. 
Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 

Mar. And for our fathen fake, and mothers care. 
Now let me ihew a brothers loue to thee. 

77. Agree betweene you, 1 will fpare my hand. 

Lu, Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 

Mar, But I will vfe the Axe. Exetmt 

Tt, Come hither ^roiv, He deceiue them both, 
Lend me tfiy hand, and 1 will giue thee mine, 

^Moore. If that be caPd deceit, I will be honefl. 
And neuer whiTft I Hue deceiue men fo : 
But He deceiue you in another fort. 
And that you*l fay ere halfe an hourc paffe. 

He cuts of Tim band. 

Enter Lucim and Mareu s againe» 

^77. Now ihy you ftrife, what ihall be,u difpatchti: 
Good Aron giue his Maieftie me hand, 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers : bid him bury itt 
More hath it merited : That let it haue. 
As for for my fonnes, fay I account of them. 
As iewels purchaft at an eafie price. 
And yiet deere too, becaufe 1 bought mine owne. 

Aron. 1 goe Andronicuif and for thy hand, 
Looke by and by to haue thy fonnes with thee : 
Their heads I meane : Oh how this villany 
Doth ht me with the very thoughts of it. 
Let fooles doe good, and Aiire men call for grace, 
Aron will haue his (bule blacke like his face. Exit, 

Ti. O heere I lift this one hand vp to heauen, 
And bow this feeble ruine to the earth, 
If any power pitties wretched teares. 
To that I call : what wilt thou kneele with me i 
Doe then deare heart, for heauen ihall heare our prayers. 
Or with our fighs weele breath the welkin dimme. 
And ibine the Sun with fogge as fomtime cloudes. 
When they do hug him in their melting bofomes. 

Mar, Oh brother fpeake with poifibilities, 
And do not breake into thefe deepe extreames. 

27. Is not my forrow deepe, hauing no bottome i 
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Then be my paflions bottomlefle with them. 

Mar. But yet let reafon gouerne thy lament. 

Titus. If there were reafon for thefe miferiet, 
Then into limits could I binde my woes : 
When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow i 
If the windes rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big>fwolne hcc ? 
And wilt thou haue a reafon for this coile ^ 
I am the Sea. Harke how her fighes doe flow : 
Shee is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 
Then muft my Sea be moued with her Aghes, 
Then muft my earth with her continuall teares, 
Become a deluge : ouerflow*d and drowned : 
For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 
But like a drunkard muft I vomit them: 
Then giue me leaue, for loofers will haue leaue. 
To eafe their ftomackes with their bitter tongues, 

Enter a mejftnger mtb two heads and a band. 

Meff. Worthy AndronicuSy ill art thou repaid. 
For that good hand thou fentft the Emperour : 
Heere are the heads of thy two noble fonnes. 
And heeres thy hand in icorne to thee fent backe : 
Thy griefes, their fports : Thy refolution mockt , 
That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes, 
More then remembrance of my fithers death. Exit. 

Marc, Now let hot ^tna coote in Cicilie, 
And be my heart an euer-burning bell : 
Thefe mi(eries are more then may be borne. 
To weepe with them that weepe, doth ea(e fome deale. 
But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Luci. Ah that this fight (hould make (b deep a wound, 
And yet detefted life not flirinke thereat : 
That euer death ihould let life beare his name. 
Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Mar. Alas poore hart that kilTe is comfortlefle. 
As frozen water to a ftarued fhake. 

Titm. When will this fearefull flumber haue an end f 

Mar. Now farwell flatterie, die Andromau^ 
Thou doft not dumber, fee thy twofons heads. 
Thy warlike hands, thy mangled daughter here : 
Thy other baniflit fonnes with this deere fight 
Strucke pale and blood leffe, and thy brother I, 
£uen li ke a ftony Image, cold and numme. 
Ah now no more will 1 controule my griefes, 
Rent off thy filuerhaire, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clofing vp of our moft wretched eyes : 
Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou ftill i 
Titus. Ha, ha, ha, 
Mar. Why doft thou laugh i it fits not with thb houre* 

77. Why I haue not another teare to flied : 
Befides, thVs forrow is an enemy. 
And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes. 
And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 
Then which way ftiall I finde Reuenges Caue ? 
For thefe two heads doe feeme to fpeake to me, 
And threat me, I fliall neuer come to blifiTe, 
Till all thefe mifchiefes be returned againe, 
Euen in their throats that haue committed them. 
Come let me fee what taske I haue to doe, 
You heauie people, circle me about. 
That I may turne me to each one of you. 
And fweare vnto my foule to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made, come Brother take a head. 



And in this hand the other will I beare. 

And Lauinia thou (halt be employd in thefe things : 

Beare thou my hand fweet wench betweene thy teeth : 

As for thee boy, goe get thee firom my fight. 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay. 

Hie to the Gotbet, and raife an army there. 

And if you loue me, as I thinke you doe, 

Let*s kifife and part, for we haue much to doe. ^xeiait, 

Manet Lucius, 

Luci, Farewell Andronicus my noble Father : 
The wofbrft man that euer liu'd in Rome : 
Farewell proud Rome, til Lucius come againe, 
Heloues his pledges dearer then his life : 
Farewell Lauinia my noble fifter, 
O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beene. 
But now, nor Lucius nor Lauinia liues 
But in obliuion and hateful griefiN : 
If Lucius hue, he will requit your wrongs. 
And make proud Saturnine and his Empreflfe 
Beg at the gates tikes Tarquin and his Queene. 
Now will I to the Gothes and raife a power. 
To be reueng*d on Rome and Saturnine. Exit Lucim 

A Bnaket, 
Enter Andronicus, Marcus, Lauinia^ and the Bey. 

•An. So,(b, now fit, and looke you eate no more 
Then will preferue iuft fo much ftrength in vs 
As will reuenge thefe bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus vnknit that forrow-wreathen knot ; 
Thy Neece and I ( poore Creatures ) want our hands 
And cannot paffionate our tenfold griefe, 
Wich foulded Armes. This poore right hand of mine. 
Is left to drranize vppon my breaft. 
Who when my hart all mad with mifery. 
Beats in this hollow prifon of my flefti, 
Then thus I thumpe it downe. 
Thou Map of woe, that thus doft talk in fignes, 
When thy poore hart beates without ragious beating. 
Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it ftill f 
Wound it with fighing girle, kil it with grones : 
Or get fome little knife betweene thy teeth. 
And iuft againft thy hart make thou a hole, 
That all the teares that thy poore eyes let fall 
May run into that finke, and foaking in, 
Drowne the lamenting foole, in Sea fait teares. 

Mar. Fy brother fy, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands vppon her tender life. 

An How now | Has forrow made thee doate already 
Why Marcus, no man fhould be mad but I : 
What violent hands can ftie lay on her life : 
Ah, wherefore doft thou vrge the name of hands. 
To bid ey£neas tell the tale twice ore 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable^ 

handle not the theame, to talke of hands, 
Leaft we remember ftill -that we haue none. 
Fie, fie, how Frandquely I fquare my talke 
As if we ftiould forget we had no hands : 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands. 
Come, lets fall too, and gentle girle eate this, 
Heere is no drinke ? Harke Marcus what fhe iaies, 

1 can interpret all her martir'd fignes, 

She faies, (he drinkes no other drinke but teares 
Breu*d with her forrow : mefh'd vppon her cheekes. 

Speech- 
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efle complaynet, I will leame thy thought: 

umb adion, will I be as perfed 

;ittg Hermits in their holy prayen. 

lalt not fighe nor hold thy ftumps to heauen, 

iko,nor nod^nor kneele,nor make a figne, 

''thefe) will wreft an Alphabet, 

ftill pradKce,learne to know thy meaning. 

Good grandfire leaue thefe bitter deepe laments, 

ly Aunt merry, \nth fome pleafing tale. 

r. Alas, the tender boy in paflion mou*d, 

eepe to fee his grandfires heauinefle. 

Peace tender Sapling, thou art made of teares, 

res will quickly melt thy life away. 

Maraa prii^s the difi with a \iiife, 
9eft thou ftrike at Marcus with knife. 

At that that I haue kilM my Lord, a Flys 
Out on the murderour ; thou kirfl my hart, 
es cloi*d with view of Tirranie; 
of death done on the Innocent 
not Tttiu broher : get thee gone, 
Ml art not for my company. 

Alas(my Lord) I haue but kild a flie. 
But? How : if that Flie had a Either and mother? 
Mild he hang his flender gilded wings 
( lamenting doings in the ayer, 
armelefle Fly, 

th his pretty boxing melody, 
eere to make ts merry. 
Ml hail kird him. 
r. Pardon me fir, 

blacke tll&uour*d Fly, 
the Emprefle Moore, therefore I kild him. 
0,0,0, 

irdon me for reprehending thee, 
1 haft done a Charitable deed t 
; thy knife, I will infult on him, 
ig my felfes, as if it were the Moore, 
ither purpofely to poyfbn me. 
for thy {elfe,and thats for Tamira : Ah firra, 
linke we are not brought {o low, 
: betweene ts, we can kill a Fly, 
ncs in likenefle of a Cole-blacke Moore. 
. Alas poore man, griefe ha*s fo vrrought on him, 
s fatfe fliadowes, for true fubffances. 

Come, uke away : Lamniat%ot with me, 
ky clo(ret,and goeread with thee 
ies, chanced in the times of old. 
oy,and goe with me, thy fight is young, 
>u (halt read, when mine begin to dazell. Exeunt 



ABus Quartus. 



' young Luchtt and Latama running after him, an J 
Boy Jlies from ber mtb bit hooves vnder bit arme. 
Enter Titus and Marcus. 

Helpe Grandfier helpe,my Aunt Lamnia^ 
s me euery where 1 know not why. 
ncle Marcus fee how fwift ihe come;, 
eet Aunt, I know not what you meane. 

Stand 1^ me Lkt/m, doe not feare thy Aunt. 
. She loues thee boy too well to doe thee harme 

I when my father was in Rome fiie did. 



Mar.yfhsX meanes my Neece Lauinia by thefe fignes? 

77. Feare not JLurnu, fome what doth flie meane: 
See Lucius fee, how much flie makes of thee : 
Some whether would flie haue thee goe with her. 
Ah boy, Cornelia neuer with more care 
Read to her fonnes,then flie hath read to thee, 
Sweet Poetry, and Tullles Oratourt 
Canft thou not gefie wherefore flie plies thee thus ? 

Boy, My Lord I know not I, nor can I geflfe, 
Vnleflfe foroe fit or frenzie do pofrefle ber: 
For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 
Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 
And I haue read that Hecuba of Troy, 
Ran mad through forrow, that made me to feare, 
Although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 
Loues me as deare as ere my mother did, 
And would not but in fury fi-ight my youth, 
Which made me downe to throw my bookes, and flie 
Caufles perhaps, but pardon me fweet Aunt, 
And Madam, if my Vncle Marcus goe, 
I will mofl ¥nllingly attend your Ladyfliip. 

Mar, Lucius I will. 

77. How now Lauinia^ Marcus what meanes this ? 
Some booke there is that flie defires to fee , 
Which is it girle of thefe } Open them boy. 
But thou art deeper read and better skild. 
Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 
And (b beguile thy forrow, till the heauens 
Reueale the damn*d contriuer of this deed. 
What booke } 
Why lifb flie yp her armes in feqnence thus ? 

Mar, I thinke flie meanes that ther was more then one 
Confederate in the fiid, I more there was : 
Or elfe to heauen flie heaues them to reuenge, 

77. Lucius what booke is that flie tofleth fo? 

Boy, Grandfier *tis Quids Metamorphofis, 
My mother gaue it me. 

cMar, For loue of her that*s gone, 
Perhahs flie culd it from among the refl. 

77. Soft, fo bufily flie turnes the leaues, 
Helpe her, what would flie finde ? Lauinia fliall I read ? 
This is the tragicke tale of Pbilomeif 
And treates of Tereus treafon and his rape, 
And rape I feare was roote of thine annoy. 

Mar. See brother fee, note how flic quotes the leaues 

77. Lauinia fMnrt thou thus furpria'd fweet girle, 
Rauiflit and wrong*d as Pbihmela was f 
Forc'd in the ruthleflrc,vaft,and gloomy woods ? 
See, fee, I fuch a place there is where we did hunt, 
(O had we neuer, neuer hunted there^ 
Patem*d by that the Poet heere defcribes. 
By nature made for murthen and for rapes. 

c^ar, O why fliould nature build fo foule a den, 
Vnlefle the Gods delight in tragedies # 

7i.Giue fignes fvreet girle, for heerc are none but friends 
What Romaine Lord it was durft do the deed f 
Or flunke not Saturnine j9l% Tarfuin erfb. 
That left the Camjpe to finne in Lucrece bed. 

il£>r. Sit downe iweet Neece, brother fit downe by me, 
AftollOf PaliaSf loue, or c^ercury^ 
Inlpire me that I may this treafon finde. 
My Lord looke heere, look e heere Lauinia, 

He writes bis Name wtb bit Baffe^^and guida it 
xpitbfeete and moutb. 
This fandie plot is pUine, guide if thou canft 

This 
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This after me, I haue wrrit my name, 

Without the helpe of any hand at all. 

Curd be that hart that /brc'ft vs to that fliift : 

Write thou good Neece,and heere difplay at laft. 

What God will haue difcouered for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen to print thy forrowes plaine. 

That we may know the Traytors and the truth. 

She ta^es tbtftaffe in her moutb^aud guides it mtb btr 

flumps and writts, 
Tt, Oh doe ye read my Lord what (he hath writs f 
Stuprum^ Cbirorif Demetrius, 

c^ar. What, what, the luft/ull Tonnes of Tamora^ 
Performers of this hainous bloody deed? 

77. Magni Dominator po/i. 
Tarn lent us audi fcelera, tarn ientus vides f 

Mar, Oh cahne thee, gentle Lord : Although 1 know 
There is enough written vpon this earth, 
To ftirre a mutinie in the mildeft thoughts, 
And arme the mindes oi infants to exclaimes. 
My Lord kneele downe with me: Laulnia kneele, 
And kneele fweet boy, the Romaine HeEhrs hope, 
And fwear^ with me,as with the wofuU Feere 
And father of that chaft diihonoured Dame, 
Lord lunius Brutus fweare for Lucrece rape. 
That we will profecute (by good aduife ) 
Mortall reuenge vpon thefe traytorous Gothes, 
And fee their blood, or die with this reproach. 

71. Tis fure enough, and you knew how. 
But if you hunt thefe Beare-whelpes, then beware 
The Dam will wake, and if ihe winde yon once. 
Sheets with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. 
And lulls him whilil (he palyeth on her backe. 
And when he fleepes will flie do what ihe lift. 
You are a young huntfman cMarcus,\et it alone : 
And come, I will gee get a leafe of bralTe, 
And with a Gad of fteele will write thefe words, 
And lay it by : the angry Northerne winde 
Will blow thefe fands like SibeJs leaues abroad. 
And wheres your leflTon then . Boy what fay you f 

^Boy. I fay my Lord, that if I were a man. 
Their mothers bed-chamber £hould not be (afe. 
For thefe bad bond-men to the yoake of Rome. 

Mar, 1 that's my boy, thy father hath fiiU oft, 
For his vngratefiill country done the like. 
Boy, And Vncle fo will I, and if I Hue. 
Tit Come goe with me into mine Armorie, 
Lucius lie fit thee, and withall,my boy 
Shall carry from me to the KmpreflTe fonnes, 
Prefents that I intend to fend them both. 
Come, come, thou*lt do thy me(rage,wilt thou not? 
Boy, I with my dagger in their bofomes Grandfire : 
Tt, No boy not fo. He teach thee another courfe, 
Lauinia zomt^cMarcus looke to my houfe, 
Lucius and He goe braue it at the Court, 
I marry will we fir,and weele be waited on. Exeumt, 

Mar, O heauens ! Can you heare a good man grone 
And not relent, or not compaffion him ? 
Marcus attend him in his exufie. 
That hath more fears of forrow in his heart, 
Then foe-mens markes vpon his battered ihield, 
But yet fo iuft, that he will not reuenge, 
Reuenge the heauens for old Andronicus. Exit 

Eftter Artn, Cbiron and Demetrius at one doreutnd at another 
dor e young Lucius and another ^witb a bundle of 
weaponsyond ^nrjes writ vpon them. 



Chi, Demetrius heeres the fonne of Lucius, 
He hath fome mefTage to deliuer vs. 

Aron,l fome mad mefTage from his mad Grand&ther. 

^<y. My Lords, with all the humblenelTe I may, 
I greete your honours from AndronicuSf 
And pray the Romane Gods confound you both. 

Deme, Gramercie louely X^fia, what's the newes? 
For villanie's markt with rape» May it pleafe you. 
My Grandfire well aduifd hath fent by me, 
The goodlieft weapons of his Armorie, 
To gratifie your honourable youth. 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me (ay : 
And fo I do and with his gifb prefent 
Your Lordfhips, when euer you haue need. 
You may be armed and appointed well. 
And fo 1 leaue you both : like bloody villaines. Exit 

Deme,Whit*s heere? a fcrole,& written round about ^ 
Let*s fee. 

Integer vitee fceJerifjue purm^non egit maury iaculia nee or- 
cm, 

Chi, O *ds a verfe in Horace,! know it well. 
I read it in the Grammer long agoe. 

e^oore, I iuft,a verfe in Horace : right, you haue it. 
Now what a thing it is to be an Affe ? 
Heer*s no found left, the old man hath found their guilt, 
And fends the weapons wrapt about with lines, 
Thatwound( beyond their feeling) to the quick: 
But were our witty EmprefTe well a foot. 
She would applaud Andronicm conceit: 
But let her reft, in her vnreft a while. 
And now young Lords, wa*s tnot a happy ftarre 
Led vs to Rome ftrangers,and more then fo j 
Captiues, to be aduanced to this height ? 
It did me good before the Pallace gate. 
To braue the Tribune in his brothers hearing. 

Dewu, But me more good, to fee fo great a Lord 
Bafely infinuate,and fend vs gifb. 

Moore. Had he not reafon Lord Demetrim? 
Did you not vfe his daughter very friendly ? 

Deme. I would we had a thoufand Romane Dames 
A t fuch a bay, by tume to feme our Iuft. 

Chi, A charitable wifh, and full of loue. 

Moore. Heere lack's but you mother for to (ay, Amen. 

Cbi. And that would fhe for twenty thoufand more. 

Deme. Come, let vs go, and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloued mother in herpaines. 

Moore.Vvzy to the deuils,the gods haue giuen vs ooer. 
Flourift). 

Dem» Why do the Emperon trumpets flourifk thus.' 

Chi. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a fonne. 

Deme, Soft, who comes heere i 

Enter Nurfe with a blaclff a Moore clnlde, 

Nur, Good morrow Lords: 
O tell me, did you fee Aaron the Moore ? 

Aron, Welt,more or lefTe, or nere a whit at all, 
Heere ^Aaron is, and what with %Aaron now ? 

Nurje. Oh gentle Aaron^ytt are all vndone. 
Now helpe, or woe betide thee euermore. 

^011. Why, what a catterwalling doft thou keepe ? 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ? 

Nurfe, Q that which I would hide from heaaeas eje, 
Our EmprefTe fhame,andftately Romes dilgnce. 
She is deliuered Lords, fhe is deliuered. 

Aton To whom ? 

Nurfe, I meane fhe is brought a bed ? 

Aron, Wei God giue her good reft, 

Wlwt 

— ijT 



T^he I'ragedie ofTitus isAndronicus. 



45 



ath he fent her ? 
. AdeoiU. 

Why then ihe is'the Deuils Dam : a ioyfull iiTue. 
. A ioyleiTe, difmall, bUcke &,rorrowfuIl ilTue, 
t the babe as loathfome as a toad, 
ft the faireft breeders of our clime, 
ipreile fends it thee, thy ftarope,thyfeale, 
Is thee chriften it with thy daggers point. 
. Out you whore, is black fo bafe a hue ? 
lowfe,you are a beaudous bloflbme furei 
. Villaine what haft thou done ? 

That which thou can ft not vndoe. 
Thou haft vndone our mother. 

And therein helliih dog, thou haft vndone, 
herchance,and damn*d her loathed choyce, 
the off-fpring of fo foule a fiend. 
It ihall not liue. 
. It ihall not die. 

r. jiaron it muft, the mother wils it fo. 
r. What, muft it Nurje ? Then let no man but I 
cution on my fleih and blood. 
. lie broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point: 
oe it me, my fwoid dazW foone difpatch it. 

Sooner this fword ihall plough thy bowels vp. 
rtheroos villaines, will you kill your brother i 
the burning Tapers of the skie, 
one fo brightly when this Boy was got, 
Tpon my Semitars iharpe point, 
iches this my firft borne fonne and heire. 
)u young-lings,not Encehdu* 
I his threatning band of Ti^bonshxooAt^ 
It Aicidetf nor the God of warre, 
axe this prey out of his fathers hands : 
rhat,ye fanguine ihallow harted Boyes, 
e-lirob*d walls, ye Ale-houfe painted (ignes, 
eke is better then another hue, 
t fcomes to beare another hue : 
the water in the Ocean, 
er turne the Swans blacke legs to white, 
;h ihe laue them hourely in the flood : 
lEmpreiTe from me, I am of age 
lemine owne,excufe it how ihe can. 
r. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftris thus } 
. My miihis is my miftris: this my felfe, 
our,and the pi^re of my youth : 
fore all the world do I preferre, 
ugerall the world will I keepe fafe, 
; of you ihall fmoake for it in Rome. 
. By this our mother is for euer iham*d. 
Rome will defpife her for this foule efcape. 
The Emperour in his rage will doome her death. 
I bluih to thinke ypon this ignominie. 
. Why ther*s the priuiledge your beauty beares: 
berous hue, that will betray with bluihing 
(e enads and coonfels of the hart : 
young Lad fram*d of another leere, 
low the blacke ilaue fmiles vpon the fiithcr; 
ihould fay, old Lad I am thine owne* 
nir brother Lords, fenfibly fed 
felfe blood that firft gaue life to you, 
•m that wombe where you imprifoned were 
franchifed and come to light : 
is your brother by the furer fide, 
h my feale be ihmped in his fiK:e. 
r. tAaron what ihall I fay vnto the EmpreiTef 

Aduife thee •Aaron^ what is to be done, 



And we will all fubfcnbe to thy aduife : 
Saue thou the child, fo we may all be fafe. 

Aron. Then fit we downe and let vs all confult. 
My fonne and I will haue the winde of you : 
Keepe there, now taike at pleafure of your fafety. 

Deme. How many women fawthis childe of his? 
^ron. Why fo braue Lords, when we ioyne in league 
I am a Lambe: but if you braue the Moore^ 
The chafed Bore, the mountaine LyoneiTe, 
The Ocean fwells not fo at Aaron ftormes : 
But fay againe,how manyfaw the childe i 

Nurfe. C^rneliaf the midwife, and my felfe. 
And none elfe but the deliuered Empreife. 

Aro/i, The Empreife, the Midwife,and your felfe, 
Two may keepe counfell, when the the third's away : 
Goe to the Empreife, tell her this I faid. He J(ils her 

Weeke,weeke,fo cries a Pigge prepared to th*fpit. 

Deme. What mean*ft thou ^^roir ? 
Wherefore did*ft thou this? 

^Aron, O Lord fir, *tis a deed of polticie ? 
Shall ihe liue to betray this guilt of our's: 
A long tongu*d babling Goflip ? No Lords no : 
And now be it knowne to you my full intent. 
Not farrc, one Mulitem my Country-man 
His wife but yefternight was brought to bed. 
His childe is like to her,faire as you are: 
Goe packe with him, and giue the mother gold. 
And tell them both the circumihnce of all. 
And how by this their Childe ihall be aduaunc^d, 
And be recciued for the Emperours heyre. 
And fubftituted in the place of mine. 
To calme this tempeft whirling in the Court, 
And let the Emperour dandle him for hb owne. 
Harke ye Lords, ye fee I haue giuen her phyficke. 
And you muft needs beftow her funerall. 
The fields are neere,and you are gallant Groomet : 
This done, fee that you toke no longer dales 
But fend the Midwife prefently to me. 
The Midwife and the Nurfe well made away. 
Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe. 

Chi, Aarmt I fee thou wilt not ttuft the ayre with fe 

Deme, For this care of Tamora^ (crets. 

Her felfe, and hers are highly bound to thee. Exeunt. 

Arm. Now to the Gothes, as fwift as Swallow flies^ 
There to difpofe this treafure in mine armes, 
And fecretly to greete the Empreife fi-iends : 
Come on you thick-lipt-ilauc, lie beare you hence. 
For it is you that puts ts to our ihifts : 
lie make you feed on berries, and on rootes. 
And feed on curds and whay,and fucke theGoale, 
And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you yp 
To be a warriour, and command a Campe. Exit 

Enter Titm, old Marcui^ young Lucius, andotber gentkmcu 
mtb bcfwes^and Titu6 bear ex tbe arrowes with 
Letters on tbe end oftbem. 

Tit, Come A£trrttf, come, kinfmen this is the way. 
Sir Boy let me fee your Archerie, 
Looke yce draw home enough, and 'tis there iVraight : 
Terras Aftrea reliquit , be you remembrcd Marcus. 
She's gone, ihe's fled, firs uke you to your tooles, 
You Cofens ihall goe found the Ocean: 
And caft your nets,haply you may find her in the Sea, 
Yet ther's as little iuftice as at Land : 
No Publim and Semjfronim^you muft doe it, 
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*Tm you muft dig with Mattocke^and with Spade, 
And pierce the inmoft Center of the earth : 
Then when you come, to Plutoes Region, 
I pray you deliuer him this pedtion, 
Tell him it is for iuiticr,and for aide. 
And that it comes from old AiuiroHicui, 
Shaken with forrowes in vngratcfiill Rome. 
Ah Rome ! Well, well, I made thee miferable, 
What time I threw the peoples fuffirages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me. 
Goe get you gone, and pray be carefull all. 
And leaue you not a man of warre vnfearcht, 
This wicked Emperour may haue ihipt her hence, 
And kinfmen then we may goe pipe for iuftice. 

Marc. O Publhu is not this a heauie cafe 
To fee thy Noble Vnckle thus diftraA ^ 

Publ, Therefore my Lords it highly vs concernes, 
By day and night t*attend him carefully : 
And feede his humour kindely as we may, 
Till time beget fome carefull remedie. 

Marc. Kinfmen, his forrowes are paft remedie. 
loyne with the Gothes,and with reuengefuU warre. 
Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude. 
And vengeance on the Traytor Saturnine. 

Tit. PubRm how now ? how now my Maifters? 
What haue you met with her i 

Tuhl. No my good Lord, but Pinto fends you word. 
If you will haue reuenge from hell you fhall, 
Marrie for iuftice (he is fo imploy*d. 
He thinkes with loui in heaucn,or fome where elfe : 
So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time. 

lit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 
He diue into the burning Lake below. 
And pull her out ofnAcaron by the heeles. 
Marcm we are but /hrubs,no Cedars we, 
No big-bon*d-men,firam*d of the Cyclops fixe. 
But mettall <Marcm^^tt\t to the very backe, 
Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backe can beare: 
And fith there*sno iuftice in earth nor hell, 
We will foUicite heauen,and moue the Gods 
To fend downe luftice for to wreake 'our wongs : 
Come to this geare,you are a good Archer Marcm. 

He giues tbem the Arrttmet. 
Ad /oitfMr,that*s for you: here ad %AffoUonem^ 
Ad AffrfAR, that*s for my felfe, 
Heere Boy to Pallas, hetre to cMercury^ 
To Saturnine J to diitf,not to Saturnine^ 
You were as good to ihoote againft the winde. 
Too it Boy , Marcm loofe when I bid: 
Of my word, I haue written to effedl, 
Ther*s not a God left vnfoUicited. 

Marc. Kinfmen, ihoot all your fhafb into the Court, 
We will afHia the Emperour in his pride. 

77r, Now Maifters draw. Oh well (sdALucimi 
Good Boy in Virgoes lap, giue it Pallas. 

Marc. My Lord, I airoe a Mile beyond the Moone, 
Your letter is with lupiter by this. 

Tit. HZfhz,Pul>lim,Puhrm^whAt haft thou done? 
See, fee, thou haft ihot off one ofTaurm homes. 

Mar. This was the fport my Lord, when PuiUm (hot. 
The Bull being gard,gaue Aries fuch a knocke, 
That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 
And who ihould finde them but the Emprefle villaine : 
She laught,and told the Moore he fhould not choofe 
But giue them to his Maifter for a prefent. 

Tit. Why there it goes, God giue your Lordfhip ioy. 



Enter the Clcnnewtb a haslet andtmo Pigmms im it. 

Ttm. Newes,newes,fTom heauen, 
Marcm the poaft is come. 
Sirrah,what tyding^ ? haue you any letters < 
Shall I haue Iuftice,what fayes luuter ? 

Cltmne. Ho the Iibbetmaker,be iayes that he hath ta- 
ken them downe againe, for the man muft not be haii|'d 
till the next weeke. 

Tit. But what fayes Jufiter I aske thee? 
Chwnt. Alas fir I know not lupiter : 
I neuer dranke with him in all my life. 

Tit, Why villaine art not thou the Carrier? 

Clowne. I of my Pigions fir, nothing elfe. 

Tit. Why, did*ft thou not come from heauen ? 

Clcmne, From heauen ? Alas fir, I neuer came there, 
God forbid 1 fhould be fo bold, to prefTe to heauen in n; 
young dayes. Why I am going with my pigeons to tke 
Tribunall Plebs, to take vp a matter ofbrawk, betwixt 
my Vnde, and one of the Emperialls men. 

Mar. Why fir, that is as fit as can be to feme for your 
Oration, and let him deliuer the Pigions to the Emperoor 
from you. 

Tit. Tell mee,can you deliuer an Oration to the Em- 
perour with a Grace f 

Clowne. Nay truely fir, I could neuer (ay grace in all 
my life. 

Tit. Sirrah come hither, make no more adoe. 
But giue your Pigeons to the Emperour, 
By me thou ihalt haue luftice at his hands. 
Hold, hold, meane while her*s money for thy charges. 
Giue me pen and inke. 
Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliuer a Supplication ? 

Clwne. I fir 

Tttm. Then here is a Supplication for you, andwhea 
you come to him, at the firft approach you moft kneclc, 
then kifle his fbote, then deliuer vp your Pigeons , and 
then looke for your reward. He be at hand fir, fee you do 
it brauely. 

Clo»ne. I warrant you fir, let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrha haft thou a knife f Come let me fee it. 
Heere M!arcm,fo\d it in the Oration, 
For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant: 
And when thou haft giuen it the Emperour, 
Knocke at my dore,and tell me what he iayes. 

Clowne. God be with you fir, I will. Exit. 

Tit, Come Marcm let vs goe, Puhlim follow me. 

Exemt. 
Enter Emperour andSmpreffe^aadber two/onneSf the 
Emperour brings the Arrowa in hot band 
that Tttmft>9t atbim. 

Satur. Why Lords, 
What wrongs are thefe ? was euer feene 
An Emperour in Rome thus ouerborae. 
Troubled, Confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of eg all iuftice,vrd in fuch contempt? 
My Lords, you know the mightfull Gods, 
(How euer thefe difturbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples eares) there nought hath pafl. 
But euen with law.againft the willfiiU Sonnes 
Of old Andronicm. And what and if 
His forrowes haue fo ouerwhelm*d hit wits. 
Shall we be thus afifliAed in his wreakei. 
His fits,hi8 frenzie,and his bitternefle i 
And now he writes to heauen for his redreilc. 
See, heeres to /oitf,and this to Mercury^ 

This 
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4p9lh^ this to the God of warre : 
rowles to flic about the (Ireets of Rome : 
iiis but Libelling againft the Senate, 
xoning our Iniuftice euery where ? 
)f humour, is it not my Lords ? 
would fayyin Rome no lufticewere. 
liue, his fained eztafies 
no (helter to thefe outrages : 
and his fliall know, that luftice Hues 
mhnu health ; whom if he fleepe, 
awake, as he in fury (hall 
the proud*ft Confpirator that Hues. 
). My gracious Lord, my louely Satuminty 
my life, Commander of my thoughts , 
hee, and beare the faults of Titus age, 
ib of forrow for his valiant Son nes, 
lofle hath pier*ft him deepe,and fcar'd his heart; 
her comfort his diftreHed plight, 
ofccutc the meaneft or the beft 
« contempts. Why thus it (hall become 
tted Tamora to glole with all : AfiU, 

M, I haue touched thee to the quicke, 

blood out : If jiaron now be wife, 
all iafe,the Anchor*s in the Port. 

Enter Clvwui, 
m good fellow, would*ft thou fpeake with vs ? 

Yea forfooth,and your Mifterihip be Emperiall. 
, Emprefle I am, but yonder fits the Emperour. 
^ he ; God & Saint Stephen giue you good den; 
inMight you a Letter, 5e a couple of Piglona heere. 
He reads the Letter^ 
Goe take him away, and hang him prefeatly. 
er. How much money muft I haue ? 

Come firrah you muft be hang*d. 
Hang*d ? ber Lady, then I haue brought yp a neck 
e end. £xis, 

Defpightfull and intollerable wrongs, 
(ndure this monftrous villany ? 
from whence this fame deuife proceedei : 
I be borne ? As if his traytrous Sonnes, 
*d by law for murther of our Brother, 

my meanes beene butcherM wrongfully ? 
gge the villaioe hither by the haire, 
e,nor Honour, fhall fhape priuiledge: 
proud mocke, He be thy flaughter man : 
acke wretch, that holp'fl to make me great^ 
thy felfis fhould gouerne Rome and me. 

Enter Nuntitu EmilUm, 
. What newes with thee EmiUim ? 

Arme my Lords, Rome neuer had more caufe^ 
thes haue gathered head, and with a power 
refblued men, bent to the fpoyle 
ther mar^ amaine, vnder condud 
itf, Sonne to old Andronicm : 
reats in courfe of this reuenge to do 
) as ener CorhUnm did. 

Is warlike Lucm Generall of the Gothes ? 
dings nip me, and I hang the head 
rrs with frofl, or grafTe beat downe with flormef : 
egins our forrow^ to approach, 
:he common people loue fo much, 
: bath often heard them fay, 
[ haue walked like a priuateman) 
yam banifhment was wrongfully, 
y haue wiiht that Lucm were their Emperour. 

Why fhould you feare ? Is not our City fb-ong? 



^^Z* I> but the Citdzens fauour Lueitu^ 
And will reuolt from me, to fuccour him. 

Tarn. Kifi£,he thy thoughts Imperious like thy name. 
Is the Sunne dim*d, that Gnats do flie in it? 
The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing. 
And is not carefuU what they meane thereby, 
Knowing that with the fhadow of his wings. 
He can at pleafure flint their melodic. 
Euen Co mayeft thou, the giddy men of Rome, 
Then cheare thy fpirit,for know th^u Emperour, 
I will enchaunt the old Andronlcm^ 
With words more fweet, and yet more dangerous 
Then baites to fifh, or hony f)alkes to fheepe, 
When as the o;ie is wounded with the baite, 
The other rotted with delicious foode. 

King, But he will not entreat his Sonne for vs. 

Tarn. If Tamora entreat him, then he will, 
For I can fmooth and fill his aged eare. 
With golden promifes, that were his heart 
Almofl Impregnable, his old eares deafe , 
Yet fhould both eare and hegrt obey my tongue. 
Goe thou before to our EmbafTadour, 
Say, that the Emperour requefts a parly 
Of warlike Ltfriitf,and appoint the meeting. 

Kiu£. Emilihu do this meflage Honourably, 
And ifht fUnd in Hoflage for his fafety , 
Bid him demaund what pledge will pleafe him beft. 

EmiiL Your bidding fhall I do cfFeaually. Exit, 

Tarn. Now will I to that old AndronicMy 
And temper him with all the Art I haue, 
To plucke proud Lucim from the warlike Gothea. 
And now fweet Emperour be blithe againe, 
And bury all thy feare in my deuifes. 

Satu, Then goe fucceffantly and plead for him. Exit, 
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Fltmri/h, Enter Lueiut mtb an Army of Gotba, 
tf'itb Drum and Souldiers, 

Luci, Approued warriours,and my faithfiill Friends, 
I haue receiued Letters from great Rome, 
Which fignifies what hate they beare their Emperour, 
And how defirous of our fight they are. 
Therefore great Lords, be as your Titles witneiTe, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs. 
And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe. 
Let him make treble fatifTadlion. 

Gotb. Braue flip, fprung from the Great jintlronicus^ 
Whofe name was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
Ingratefull Rome requites with fuule contempt t 
Behold in vs, weele follow where thou lead*ft. 
Like ftinging Bees in hotteft Sommers day. 
Led by their Maifter to the fiowred fields. 
And be aueng'd on curfed Tamorai 
And as he faith, fo fay we all with him. 

Luei, 1 humbly thanke him, and I thanke you all. 
But who comesheere, led by a lufty Gotb f 

Enter a Gotb leading of Aaron vritb bit ebiid 
in bit armes. 

Gotb, Renowned Luciuif from our troups I fhaid. 
To gaze vpon a ruinous Monafterie, 

And 
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•And as I earncftly did fixe mine eye 
^pon the wafted building, fuddainely 
I heard a childe cry vnderneath a wall : 
I made vnto the noyfe, when foone I heard, 
The crying babe contrord with this difcourfe : 
Peace Tawny flaue, halfe me, and halfe thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whofe brat thou art? 
Had nature lent thee, but thy Mothen looke, 
Villaine thou might^ft haue bene an Emperour, 
But where the Bull and Cow are both milk-white, 
They neuer do beget a cole-blacke-Calfe : 
Peace, villaine peace,euen thus he rates the babe, 
For I muft beare thee to a trufty Goth, 
Who when he knowes thou art the Emprefle babe. 
Will hold thee dearely for thy Mothers fake. 
With this, my weapon drawne I rufht vpon him. 
Surprized him fuddainely, and brought him hither 
To vfe,as you thinke neeedefiiU of the man. 

Luei, Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate deuill. 
That rob*d jindrontcut of his good hand : 
This is the Pearle that pleaPd your Empreflfe eye, 
And heere*s the Ba(e Fruit of his burning luft. 
Say waU-ey*d flaue, whether wou]d*ft thou conuay 
This growing Image of thy fiend-like fiice } 
Why doft not fpeake i what deafe ? Not a word ? 
A halter Souldiers, hang him on this Tree, 
And by his fide bis Fruite of Baftardie. 

Atom, Touch not the Boy, he is of Royall blood > 

Luei. Too like the Syre for euer being good. 
Firft hang the Child that he may fee it fpraU, 
A fight to vexe the Fathers foule withall. 

^011. Get me a Ladder Lvrictf, faue the Childe, 
And beare it from me to the EmprefTe : 
If thou do this, lie ihew thee wondrous things. 
That highly may aduantage thee to heare \ 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befidl. 
He fpeake no more : but vengeance rot you all. 

LucU Say on, and if it pleafe me which thou fpeak*ft. 
Thy child (hall liue,and I will fee it Nouriiht. 

Atom. And if it pleafe thee? why afTure thee Lueim^ 
"Twill vexe thy foule' to heare what I ihall fpeake : 
For I muft talke of Murthers, Rapes, and Maflacres, 
Ads of Blacke-night, abhominable Deeds, 
Complots of Mifchief^,Treafon, Villanies 
RuthfiiU to heare, yet pittiouHy preform *d. 
And this ftuU all be buried by my death, 
Vnlefle thou fweare to me my Childe ihall liue. 

LMci. Tell on thy minde, 
I fay thy Childe (hall liue. 

Ann, Sweare that he fliall,and then I will begin. 

Luei. Who ihould I fweare by. 
Thou beleeueft no God, 
That graunted, how can^ft thou beleeue an oath ? 

Aron. What if I do not, as indeed I do not. 
Yet for I know thou art Religious, 
And haft a thing within thee, called Conference, 
With twenty Popiih trickes and Ceremonies, 
Which I haue feene thee careful! to obferue : 
Therefore 1 vrge thy oath, for that I know 
An Ideot holds his Bauble for a God, 
And keepes the oath which 1^ that God he fweares, 
To that lie vrge him : therefore thou flialt vow 
By that fame God, what God fo ere it be 
That thou adoreft,and haft in reuerence, 
To faue my Boy, to nouriih and bring him vp. 
Ore elfe I will difcouer nought to thee. 



Luei, Euen by my God I fweare to to thee I will* 

Aron. Firft know thou, 
I begot him on the EmprefTe. 

Luei, Oh moft Infatiate luxurious woman I 

Aron, Tut I«c/fi«, this was but a deed of Charitie, 
Toithat which thou flialt heare of me anon, 
*Twas her two Sonnes that murdered ^Bajpaniu^ 
They cut thy Sifters tongue, and rauifht her, 
And cut her hands off, and trim*d her as thou raw*ft. 

Lucim. Oh deteftable villaine ! 
Call'ft thou that Trimming ? 

Aron. Why fhe was waflit,and cut, and trim*d, 
And*twas trim fport for them that had the doing of it. 

Luei. Oh barbarous beaftly villaines like thy felfe! 

•Aron. Indeede, I was their Tutor to infhiiA them, 
That Codding fpirit had they from their Mother, 
As fure a Card as euer wonne the Set: 
That bloody minde T thinke they Iearn*d of me. 
As true a Dog as euer fought at hea d. 
Well, let my Deeds be witnefle of my worth : 
I trayn*d thy Bretheren to that guilefuU Hole, 
Where the dead Corps of ^Baffianm lay : 
I wrote the Letter, that thy Father' found. 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention*d. 
Confederate with the Queene, and her two Sonnes, 
And what not done, that thou haft caufe to rue. 
Wherein I had no ftroke of Mifcheife in it. 
I play*d the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 
And when I had it, drew my felfe apart, 
Andalmoft broke my heart with extreame laughter. 
I pried me through the Creuice of a Wall, 
When for his hand, he had his two Sonnes heads. 
Beheld his teares, and laught fo hartily. 
That both mine eyes were rainie like to his : 
And when I told the EmprefTe of this fport, 
She founded almoft at my pleafing tale. 
And for my tydings, gaue me twenty kiflfes. 

Gotb, What canft thou fay all this, and never bluib? 

Aron. I, like a blacke Dogge,a8 the faying is. 

Luei. Art thou not forry for thcfe hainous deedet? 

Aron, I, that I had not done a thoufand more : 
Euen now I curie the day, and yet I thinke 
Few come within ftvr compaffe of my curTe, 
Wherein I did not fome Notorious ill. 
As kill a man, or elfe deuife his death, 
Rauifli a Maid, or plot the way to do it, 
Accufe fome Innocent, and fbrfweare my felfe. 
Set deadly Enmity betweene two Friends, 
Make poore mens Cattell breake their neckes. 
Set fire on Barnes and Hayibckes in the night. 
And bid the Owners quench them with the teares i 
Oft haue I digM vp dead men from their graues. 
And fet them vpright at their deere Friends doore, 
Euen when their forrowes almoft was forgot. 
And on their ski nnes, as on the Barke of Trees, 
Haue with my knife earned in Romaine LetterSy 
Let not your lorrow die, though I am dead. 
Tut, I haue done a thoufand dreadfiiU things 
As willingly, as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing greeues me hartily indeede. 
But that I cannot doe ten thoufand more. 

Luei. Bring downe the diuell, for he muft not die 
So fweet a death as hanging prefently. 

A'on. If there be diuels, would I were a deutll. 
To line and burne in euerlafting fire, 
So I might haue your company in hell. 
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> torment you with my bitter tongue. ^ 

f. Sin flop hit mouth, & let him fpeake no more. 

Enter Emilim, 
h. My Lord, there is a Meflenger from Rome 
I to be admitted to your prefence. 
. Let him come neere. 
ime SmimmSf "whzt the newes from Rome F 
f. Lord Lmchu^d you Princes of the Gothes, 
Lomaine Emperour greetes you all by me, 
>r he ynderftandsyou are in Armes, 
loes a parly at your Fathers houfe 
ig you to demand your Hofbges, 
hey fliall be immediately deliuered. 
b. What faies our Generall ? 
. Smiiiha^lct the Emperour giue hit pledges 
my Father, and my Vncle Marem^ FIourjA, 

re will come : march away. Exeunt . 

Enter Tamora^ and her two Sonnes dlfptijed. 

t. Thus in this ftrange and iad Habilliameoty 

encounter with Andrwiau^ 
iy,I am Reuenge fent from below, 
ne with him and right his hai nous wrongs: 
ce at his ihidy where they fay he keepes, 
ninate ftrange plots of dire Reuenge, 
im Reuenge is come to ioyne with him, 
rorke con^fion on his Enemies. 

They J(nocJ(e and Tttm opens Utfiudy dore. 

Who doth molleft my Contemplation ? 
Mir tricke to make me ope the dore, 
fo my fad decrees may flie away, 
U my fhidie be to no efk€t ? 
re decdu'dffbr what I meane to do, 
ere in bloody lines I haue fet downe : 
rhat is written (hall be executed. 
ff. 77r<tf, I am come to talke with thee, 

No not a word : how can I grace my talke, 
nga hand to giue itadiiun, 
haft the ods of me, therefore no more. 
ff. If thou did*ft know me, 
would*ft ulke with me. 

I am not mad, I know thee well enough, 
fTe this wretched fhimp, 
fTe thefe crimfbn lines, 
(Tetheie Trenches made by griefe and care, 
file the tyring day, andheauie night. 
He all forrow, that I know thee well 
ir proud EmprefTe, Mighty Tamora : 
thy comming for my other hand t 
no. Kjiow thou fad man, I am not Tamora^ 
thy £nemie,and I thy Friend, 
Leuenge fent from th'infernall Kingdome, 
*e the gnawing Vulture of the mind, 
flking wreakefull yengeance on my Foes : 
downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Te with me of Murder and of Death, 
I not a hollow Caue or lurking pbce, 
xSt obfcurity,or Mifty vale, 
* bloody Murther or detefted Rape, 
•och for feare,but I will finde them out, 
I their eares tell them my dread full name, 
ge,which makes the foule offenders quake. 
, Art thou Reuenge^and art thou fent to me, 
a torment to mine Enemies ? 
. I am, therefore come downe and welcome me. 



Ttt. Doe me fome feniice ere I come to thee t 
Loe bythy fide where Rape and Murder fhinds, 
Now giue fome furance tliat thou art Reuenge, 
Sub them, or teare them on thy Chariot wheeles. 
And then lie come and be thy Waggoner, 
And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 
Prouide thee two proper Pdfries,as blacke as let. 
To hale thy vengefiill Waggon fwift away, 
And finde out Murder in their guilty cares. 
And when thy Car it loaden with their heads, 
I will difmountjand by the Waggon wheele, 
Trot like a Seruile footeman all day long, 
Euen from Eftons rifing in the Eaft, 
Vntill his very downefadl in the Sea. 
And day by day lie do this heauy taske. 
So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tarn. Thele are my Minifbrs,and come inth me. 

Tit, Are them thy Mio iflers, what are they callM ? 

Tom, Rape and Murder ,therefbre called fb, 
Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kind of men. 

Ttt, Good Lord how like the Emprefle Sons they are, 
And you the EmprefTe ; But we worldly men, 
Haue miferable mad mifbking eyes : 
Oh fweet Reuenge,now do 1 come to thee, 
And if one armes imbracement will content thee, 
I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 

Tarn, This clofing with him, fits hit Lunacie, 
What ere I forge to feede his braine-ficke fits, 
Do you vphold,and maintaine in your fpeeches. 
For now he firmely takes me for Reuenge, 
And being Credulous in this mad thought, 
lie make him fend for Lueim his Sonne, 
And whirft I at a Banquet hold him fure, 
lie find fome cunning pra^fe out of hand 
To fcatter and difperfe the giddie Gothes, 
Or at the leaft make them his Enemies : 
See heere he comes, and I muft play my theame. 

Tit. Long haue I bene fbrlorne,and all for thee, 
Welcome dread Fury to my woefiiU houfe. 
Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too. 
How like the EmprefTe and her Sonnes you are. 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 
Could not all hell afford you fuch a deuill ? 
For well 1 wote the EmprefTe neuer wags; 
But in her company there it a Moore, 
And would you reprefent our Queene aright 
It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill : 
But welcome as you are, what fhal) we doe ? 

Tom. What would*ft thou haue vs doe Andronicm} 

Dem, Shew me a Murtherer, He deale with him . 

Chi. Shew me a Villaine that hath done a Rape^ 
And I am fent to be reueng*d on him. 

Tarn. Shew me a thoufand that haue done thee wrong. 
And He be reuenged on them all. 

Ttt, Looke round about the wicked fb-eets of Rome, 
And when thou find*ft a man that*s like thy felfe^ 
Good Murder fUb him,hee*s a Murtherer. 
Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To finde another that is like to thee. 
Good Rapine fUb him, he is a Rauifher. 
Go thou with them, and in the Emperours Court, 
There is a Queene attended by a Moore, 
Well maift thou know her by thy owne proportion. 
For vp and downe fhe doth refemble thee. 
I pray thee doe on them fome violent death, 
They haue bene violent to me and mine. 

e e Tomora» 



so 
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Tarn. Well haft thou lefTonM vStthit fhall we do. 
But would It pleafe thee good Andronicus^ 
To fend for Luciiu thy thrice Valiant Sonne, 
Who leades towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and Banquet at thy houfe. 
When he is heere,euen at thy Solemne Feaft, 
I will bring in the EmpreiTe and her Sonnea, 
The Emperour himrelfe,and all thy Foes, 
And at thy mercy (hall they ftoop,and Icneele, 
And on them ihalt thou eale^thy angry heart : 
What (aies Anjronieut to this deuife ? 

Enter Marau, 

77f. Marcus my Brother, *tis fad Tina calls, 
Go gentle Marcui to thy Nephew Lucim^ 
Thou ihalt enquire him out among the Gothes, 
Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeft Princes of the Gothes, 
Bid him encampe his Souldiers where they are, 
Tell him the Eix»perour,and the EmpreiTe too, 
Feafts at my houie,and he ihall Feaft with them, 
This do thou for my loue,and fo let him. 
As he regards his aged Fathers liie. 

^Mar, This will I do, and foone returne agaioe. 

Tarn. Now will I hence about thy bufinefle. 
And take my Miniilers along with me. 

Ttt. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder iUy with me. 
Or els He call my Brother backe againe. 
And cleaue to no reuenge but Lutius, 

Tarn. What fay you Boyes, will you bide with him. 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 
How I haue gouern*d our determined ieft ? 
Yeeld to his Humour, fmooth and fpeake him faire. 
And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

Tit. I know them all ,though they fuppoie me mad. 
And will ore-reach them in their owne deuifei^ 
A payre of curfed hell-hounds and their Dam. 

^em. Madam depart at pleafure, leaue vs heere. 

Tarn. Farewell AndroniaUy reuenge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy Foes. 

Tit, I know thou doo*ft,and fweet reuenge fiirewell. 

Cbi, Tell vs old man, how ihall we be imploy*d ? 

Tit. Tut, I haue worke enough for you to doe, 
PubVttu come hither, Catm^znA f^a/entitte. 

Pub. What is your will? 

Tit. Know you thefe two ? 

Pub. The EmpreiTe 3onnes 
I take them, Cbiron, Demetrius. 

Titui. Fie Ptf^/ntf, fie, thou art too much deceau*d. 
The one is Murder, Rape is the others name. 
And therefore bind them gentle fublius^ 
Gi/itf ,and Valentine^ lay hands on them. 
Oft haue you heard me wiih for fuch an houre, 
And new 1 fi nd it , therefore binde them fure, 

Qbi. VilUinesfbrbeare.we are the EmpreiTe Sonnet. 

^ub. And therefore do we, what we are commanded. 
Stop dofe their mouthes,let them not fpeake a word. 
Is he fure bound, looke that you binde them htk. Exeunt, 

Enter Titm AmdronicM mtb a ^nife,iind Lauinia 
wtb a *Bafin, 

Tit, Come, come Ltfu/ff/a, looke, thy Foes are bound, 
Sirs ftop their moathes, let them not fpeake to me, 
But let them heare what fearefull words I Ttter. 



Oh yillaines,C&/r0ii,and Demetrha^ 

Here ibnds the fpring whom you haue ftain*d with mod, 

This goodly Sommer with your Winter mizt. 

You kird her husband, and for that TilM Ault, 

Two of her Brothers were condemned to death. 

My hand cut off, and made a meny iei(. 

Both her fweet Hands, her Tongue, and that more deen 

Then Hands or tongue, her fpotleiTe Cbaility, 

luhumaine Traytors, you conftrain*d and fbr*il. 

What would you fay, if I ihould let you fpeake ^ 

Villaines for fhame you could not beg for grace. 

Harke Wretches, how I meane to martyr you. 

This one Hand yet is left, to cut your throats, 

Whil'ft that Lauinia tweene her fhunps d<^ hold s 

The Bafon that recdues your guilty blood. 

You know your Mother meanes to feaft with me. 

And calls herfelfe Reuenge, and ^inkes me roaMi. 

Harke Villaines, I will grin*d your bones to duft. 

And with your blood and it. He make a Paile, 

And of the Pafte a Coffen I will rcare. 

And make two Pafties of your ihame^ll Heads, 

And bid that ibiimpet your vnhallowed Dam, 

Like to the earth fwallow her increafe. 

This is the Feaft, that I haue bid her to. 

And this the Banquet ihe ihall fari«t on. 

For worfe then Philomel you vf d my Daughter, 

And worfe then Progne^l will be reueng*d. 

And now prepare your throats : Lauinia come. 

Receiue the blood, and when that they are dead. 

Let me goe grin*d their Bones to powder finall. 

And with this hatefull Liquor temper it. 

And in that Pafte let their viPd Heads be bakte, 

G>me,come,be euery one officious. 

To make this Banket, which I wiih might proue. 

More fterne and bloody then the Centaures Feafl. 

He cuts tbar throats. 
So now bring /hem in, for He play the Cooke, 
And fee them ready, gainft their Mother comet. Exennt» 

Enter Lucius, Marcm, and the Glebes, 

Luc. Vnckle Marcus, fince *tit my Fathers minde 
That I repair to Rt)me, I am content. 

Goth. And ours with thine befall, what Fortune will. 

Luc. Good Vnckle uke you in this barbarous Mmre, 
This Rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill. 
Let him receiue no fuftenance, fetter him. 
Till he be brought vnto the Emperous face. 
For teilimony of her fbule proceedings. 
And fee the Ambuih of our Friends be iht>ng. 
If ere the Emperour meanes no good to vs. 

Aron. Some deuill whifper curfes in my eare. 
And prompt roe that my tongue may vtter forth. 
The Venemous MaHice of my fwelling heart. 

Luc, Away Inhumaine Dogge, Vnhallowed Slane, 
Sirs, helpe our Vnckle, to conuey him in, Fhari/b. 

The Trumpets ihew the Emperour is at hand. 

Saund Trumpets. Enter Emperour and Empreffe ^wtb 
Tribunes and others. 

Sat. What, hath the Firemament more Sons then one? 
Luc, What bootes it thee to call thy felfe a Sunned 
Mar. Romes Emperour Sc Nephewe breake the park 
Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated. 
The Feaft is ready which the careful! TifMf, 

Hath 
_- 
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Hath ordained to an Honourable end, 

For Peace, for Loue,for League, and good to Rome : 

Pleafe you therfbre draw nie and take your places. 

Stuar. Mar cm we will. Hohoyes. 

A Table brought in, 
Emter Titus lii(e a Cookie ^ placing the meat ^n 
the Tableland Lauinia whh a vaU euer herface* 

Titm, Welcome my gradoua Lord,- 
Welcome Dread Queene^ 
Welcome ye Warlike Gothes, welcome Lucius^ 
And welcome all salthough the cheere be poore. 
Twill fill 3Pour ftomacks, pleafe you eat of it. 
&f. Why art thou thus attirM Androniau ? 
Tff. Becaufe I would be fure to haue all well, 
To- entertaine your HighnelTe, and your Emprefle. 
Tarn. We are beholding to you good Andronicm T 
Tit, And if your HighneiTe knew my heart, yoa were: 
My Lord the Emperour refolue me this,- 
Was it well done of rafli yirginnu^ 
To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 
Becaufe flic was enfor'ft, ftain'd, and deflowr'd? 
Satwr. It was AndromcM^ 
Tit. YouT reafon, Mighty Lord ? 
Sat. Becaufe the Girle,lhould not furuine her flume, 
And by her prefence ftill renew his forrowes. 

Tit, A reafon mighty, ftrong, and cflFeduall, 
A patteme, prefident,and liuely warrant, 
Forme(nM>ft wretched) to performe the like: 
Dif,die,L£«i«itf,and thy fliame with thee, 
And with thy fliame, thy Fathert forrow die. 

Jje ills ber. 
Sat, What haft done, vnnaturall and vnkinde f 
Ttu KiPd her for whom my teares haue made me blind. 
I am as wofull as Vtrgimiu* was, 
Aod haue a thoufand times more caufe then he. 
Sat. What was flie rauiflit ?tell who did the deed, 
Ttt. Wilt pleafe you eat. 
Wilt pleafe yourHignefle feed ? 

Tarn. Why haft thou flaine thine onely Daughter?' 
Tttm, Not I,*twa8 CbiromnA Demetrius y 
\ They rauiflit her, and cutaway her tongue, 
I And they, *twas they, that did her all this wrong. 

Stttu Go fetch them hither to vs prefently. 
' Ttt. Why there they are both, baked in that Pie^ 
Whereof their Mother dantily hath fed, 
I £ning the flefli that flie herfelfe hath bred. 
Tn true, 'tis true,witnefle my knlues fliarpe point. 

Heftabi the Emfrejfe, 
I Satu. Die franticke wretch,- for this accurfed deed* 
Luc. Can the Sonnes eye, behold his Father bleed ? 
: There's meede for meede, death for a deadly deed. 
I Mar. You fad fac*d men, people and Sonnes of Rome, 
{ By vprores feuer*d like a flight of Fowle,^ 
; Satned by windet and high tempeftuous gufts : 
I Oh let me teach you how, to knit againe 
! This icattred- Come,into one mutuaU flieafe, 
j Thefe broken limbs againe into one body. 

Gmb. Let Rome herfelfe be bane vnto herfelfe, 
I And fliee whom mighde kingdomescurfie too, 
! Like a fbrlorne and defperate caftaway, 
! Doe fliame full execution on her felfe. 
Bat if my froftie fignet and chaps of age, 
Gnue witnefles of true experience. 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, 
Speake Romes deere friend, as'erft our Aunceftor, 



When with his folerone tongue he did difcourfe 

To loue-ficke Didoes fad attending eare. 

The ftory of that baleAiIl burning night. 

When fubtilGreekes furprizM King Priams Troy: 

Tell vs what Sitton hath bewicht our eares. 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine,in. 

That giues our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound. 

My heart is not compa£i of flint nor fteele. 

Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe. 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 

And breake my very Tttrance,euen in the time 

When it fliould moue you to attend me rooft. 

Lending your kind hand Commiferation. 

Heere.i& a Captaine,Iet him tell the tale. 

Your hearts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake, 

Lue^ This Noble Auditory, be it knowne to you. 
That curfed Qbiro/i and Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother, 
And they it were that rauiflied our Sifter, 
For their fell faults our Brothers were beheaded. 
Our Fathers teares defpird,and bafely.coufen'd. 
Of that true hand that fought Romes quarrell out, 
And fent her enemies vnto the graue. 
Laftly, my felfe vnkindly banifhed. 
The gates fliut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg reliefe among Romes Enemies, 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true teares. 
And op'd their armes to imbrace me as a Friend : 
And I am turned forth, be it knowne to you. 
That haue prefcru'd her wclfiire in my blood. 
And from her bofome tooke the Enemies point. 
Sheathing the fteele in my aduentrous body. 
Alas you know, I am no Yaunter I, 
My fears can witnefre,dumbe although they are, 
That my report is iuft and full of truth: 
But foft,me thiokes I do digreff^ too much, 
Cyting my worth leflfe praiferOh pardon me, 
For when no Friends are by, men praife themfelues. 

Mare. Now is my turne to fpeake: Behold this Child, 
Of this vna T^mrora deliuered,, 
The ifllie of an Irreligious Moore^, 
Chiefe Architedl and plotter of thefe woes. 
The Villaine is aliue in Titus hoqfe. 
And as he i8,to witneffethisistrue. 
Now iudge what courfe had Ttriu to reuenge 
Thefe wrongs, vnfpcakeable paft patience. 
Or more then any liuing man could beare. 
Now you haue heard the truth, what fay you Romaines ? 
Haue we done ought amifTe? fhew vs wherein, 
And from the place where you behold vs now. 
The poore remainder of Aidronici, 
Will hand in hand all headlong caft vs downe, 
And on the ragged ftones beat forth our braincs. 
And make a mutuall clofure of our houfe : 
Speake Romaioes. fpeake, and if you fay we fhall, 
Loe hand m hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

Smilii. Come come, thou reuerent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 
Luciiss our Emperour rfor well 1 know, 
The common voyce do cry it fhall be fo. 

Mar, Lircittf ,all haile Romes Royall Emperour, 
Goe,goe into old T/zm forrowfull houfe, 
And hither hale that misbclieuing Moore, 
To be adiudg'd fome direfull flaughtering death. 
As punifliment for his moft wicked life. 
Luciui all haile to Romes gracious Gouernour. 

eel Lucius 
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Luc, Thankes gentle Romanes, may I gouerne fo, 
To heale Romes harmes,and wipe away her woe. 
But gentle people, giue me ayme a- while, 
For Nature puts me to a heauy taske ; 
Stand all aloofe, but Vnckle draw you neere, 
To ibed obfequious teares vpon this Trunke : 
Oh take this warme kifle on thy pale cold lips, 
Thefe forrowfiill drops ypon thy bloud'flaine ^ce, 
The laft true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 

Mar. Teare for teare,and louing kifle for kifl*e, 
Thy Brother Marciu tenders on thy Lips : 
O were the famme of thefe that I (hould pay 
Countlefle, and infiifit, yet would I pay them. 

Luc, Come hither Boy, come, come, and learne of vs 
To melt in ihowres : thy Grandfire lou'd thee well : 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee : 
Sung thee afleepe, his Louing Breft, thy Pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
jMeete, and agreeing with thine In^ncie : 
n that refpcd then, like a louing Childe, 
^hed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaufe kinde Nature doth require it fo: 
Friends, ihou Id aflbciate Friends, in Grcefe and Wo. 
Bid him farwell, commit him to the Graue, 
Do him that kindnefle,and take leaue of him. 

^y, O Grandfire, Grandfire ; euen with all my heart 
Would I were Dead,fo you did Liue againe. 
O Lord, I cannot fpeake to him for weeping. 
My teares will choake me, if I ope my mouth. 



Romans. You fad Andronici^ haoe done with w 
Giue fentence on this execrable Wretch, 
That hath beene breeder of thefe dire euents. 

Luc. Set him breft dcepe in earth, and ^miih 1 
There let him (hind, and raue,and cry for foode : 
If any one releeues, or pitties him, 
For the offence, he dyes. This is our doonaer 
Some flay, to fee him faft^ned in the earth. 

Aran. O why fhould wrath be mute,& Fury 
I am no Baby I, that with bafe Prayers 
I fhould repent the Euils I haue done. 
Ten thoufand worfe, then euer yet I did. 
Would I performe if I might haue my will : 
If one good Deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it from my very Soule. 

Lucius. Some louing Friends conuey the £mf 
And giue him buriall in his Fathers graue. 
My Father, and Lauinia^ fhall forthwith 
Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument : 
As for that heynous Tyger Tamora^ 
No Funerall Rite, nor man in moumfull Weeds:] 
No moumfull Bell fhall ring her Buriall : 
But throw her foorth to Beafh and Birds of prey : 
Her life was Beafl-like, and deuoid of pitty. 
And being fo, fhall haue like want of pitty. 
See luflice done on *Aaron that damn*d Moore, 
From whom, our heauy happes had their beginning 
Then afterwards, to Order well the State, 
That like Euents, may ne*re it Ruinate. Exevui 
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tr Sampfon and Gregory^wtb Swords and BucJ^itrSf 
of the Houfe of Cafulet . 

Sampjon, 
yM^/Z^orjr : A my word wee*I not carry coales. 
S^ Greg, No, for then we (hould be Collian. 
[0> Samp. I mean, if we be in choller, wee*l draw, 
wft» Greg, I, While you Hue, draw your necke out 
oUar. 

vp. I ftrike quickly, being mou*d. 
tg^ But thou art not quickly mou*d to ftrikr. 
mp, A dog of the houfe of MountagueftnoM^s me. 
f*^. To moue,is to (Hr: and to be valiant, is to ftand: 
tore, if thou art mou'd,thou runft away. 
vp» A dogge of that houfe fliall moue me to ftand. 
take the wall of any Man or Maid of Muuntaguet, 
tg. That {hewes thee a weake ilaue, for the wea- 
oes to the wall. 

9p. True, and therefore women being the weaker 
»,are euer thnift to the wall : therefore I will puih 
agues men from the wall, and thruft his Maides to 
all. (their men. 

eg. The Quarrell is betweene our Mafters, and vs 
ip. *Tis all one, I will ihew my felfe a tyrant;when 
i fought with the men, I will bee ciuill with the 
,and cut oflf their heads, 
r^. The heads of the Maids ^ 
K.I, the heads of the Maids, or their Maiden-heads, 
it in what fence thou wilt. 
7. They muft uke it fence, that feele it. 
np. Me they (hall feele while I am able to ftand : 
tis knowne lama pretty perce of fleih. 
tg. Tis well thou art not Fi(h : If thou had*ft, thou 
beene poore lohn. Draw thy Toole, here comet of 
oofe of the cMountagues. 

Enter two other Serulngmtn, 
. My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I wil back thee 

How.^ Turne thy backe,and run. 
- Feare me not. 

No marry : I feare thee. 
' Let vs take the Law of our fides: let them begin. 
I wil frown as I pafTe by,& let thS take it as they lift 
.^ Nay, as they dare. I wil bite my Thumb at them,, 
is a dUgrace to them, if they beare it. 
«• Do you bite your Thumbe at vs fir ? 
Ift. I do bite my Thumbe, fir. 
a. Do you bite your Thumb at vs, fir ? 
i. Is the Law of our fide, if I fay I? Gr^, No. 



Sam^ No fir, I do not bite my Thumbe at you fir i but 
I bite my Thumbe fir. 

Greg. Do you quarrell fir ? 

jibra. Quarrell fir? no fir. (as you 

Sam. If you do fir, I am for you, I feme as good a man 

Abra, No better ? Samp. Well fir. 

Enter 3mio/io. 

g^r.Say better: here comes one of my mafters kinfmen* 

Samp. Ves, better. 

Abra, You Lye. 

Samp, Draw if you be men. Gregory , remember thy 
wafliing blow. They Fight. 

Ben. Part Fooles,put vp your Swords, you know not 
what you do. 

Enter Tibalt, 

Tyb, What art thou drawne, among thefe heartlefle 
Hindes? Turne thee 9rii»o/i0, looke vpon thy death. 

Ben. I do but keepe the peace, put vp thy Sword, 
Or manage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tyb. What draw, and talke of peace? I hate the word 
As I hate hell, all AiountagueSfZnd thee : 
Haue at thee Coward. Fight, 

Enter three or foure Citisuns with Oubs, 

0^. Clubs, Bils, and Partifons, ftrike, beat them down 
Downe with the Capulets ^downe with the Mountagues, 
Enter old Capulet in his Gowne^and hi wife. 

Cap. What noife is this^Giue me my long Sword ho. 

fyfe. A crutch, a crutch : why call you for a Sword ? 

Cap. My Swurd I fay : Old Mountagiu is come, 
And fiouriihes his Blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Mountagues & hi wife, 

Aftw/f.Thou villaine Capulet. Hold me not, let me go 

z.fyife. Thou (halt not ftir a foote to feeke a Foe. 
Snter Prince £sl(alesj with hi Traine, 

Prince. Rebellious Subieds, Enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this Neighbor-ftained Steele, 
Will they not heare? What hoc, you Men, you Bea(b, 
That quench the fire of your pernitious Rage, 
With purple Fountaines i(ruing from your Vcines % 
On paine of Torture, from thofe bloody hands 
Throw your miftemperM Weapons to the ground. 
And heare the Sentence of your mooued. Prince. 
Three ciuill Broyles, bred of an Ayery word, 
By thee old Capulet and Mountague, 
Haue thrice difturb*d the quiet of our ftreetSy 
And made Verona^i ancient Citizens 
Caft by their Graue befeeming Ornaments, 
To wield old Partizans, in hands as old, 

ee 3 Cankred 
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Cankred with peace,to part your Cankred ixate, 

If eucr you.difturbe ourilreets againe, 

Your Hues (hall pay the. forfeit of the peace. 

For this time all the reft depart away : 

You CapuUt ihall goe along with me, 

And mountagut zomc^yoM this afcernoone, 

To know our Fathers pleafurc in this cafe : 

To old Free-townt , our common iudgement place: 

Once mote on paine of death, all men depart. ExeurU. 

Afc^u/t, Who fet this auncient quarrell new abroach? 
Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began: 

Ben. Heere were the feruants of your aduetfarie, 
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach, 
I drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fiery Tibalt, with his fword prepared, 
Which as he breath'd defiance to my eares, 
He fwong about his head, and cut the windes. 
Who nothing hurt withall,hift him in fcome. 
While TVe were enterchanging thrufts and blowes, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 

IT//!'. O where is Romeo, fsiw you him to day? 
Right glad am I, he was not at thi&ii-ay. 

Be/I, Madam, an houre before the worfliipt Sun 
Peer'd forth the golden window of>the Eaft, 
A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad, 
Where vnderncath the groue of Sycamour, 
That Weft-ward rooteth from this.juity fide : 
So earely walking did I fee yourSonne: 
Towards him I made, but he was ware of me. 
And ftole into the couert of th^<ivood, 
I meafuring his afie^ions by my pwne. 
Which then moft fuught, wher ntoft might not be found : 
Being one too many by my weary felfe, 
Purfued my Honour, not purfuing his 
And gladly (hunn*d, who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there bcene feene. 
With teares augmenting the frefh mornings deaw, 
Adding to cloudes, more cloudes with his deepe fighes. 
But ^11 fo fooneas the all-chcering Sunne, 
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
The fhadie Curtaines from ^4urorM bed, 
Away from light 'flealcs home my heauy Sonne, 
And priuate in his Chamber pennes himfelfe, 
Shuts vp his windowes,lockes faire day-light out. 
And makes himfelfe an artificial! night: 
Blacke and portendous muft this humour proue, 
VnlefTe good counfell may the caufe remoue. 

Ben. My Noble Vncle doe you know the caufe ? 

Moun. I neither know it, nor can learne of him. 

^en. Haueyou importuned him by any meanes? 

Moun. Both by my felfe and many others Frien^ls, 
But he his owne afl^^ions counfeller. 
Is to himfelfe( 1 will not fay how trjue) 
But to himfelfe fo fecret and fo clofe. 
So firre firom founding and difcouery. 
As is the bud bit with an enuious worroe, 
Ere he can fpread his fweclc leaues to the ayrc. 
Or dcd cate his^ beauty to the fame. 
Could we but leame from whence his forrowes grow. 
We would as willingly giue cure, as know. 
'Enter Romeo. 

Be.n See wh«re he comes, fo pleafe you ftep afide, 
lie know his greeuance,or be much ^entde. 

Moun. I would thou wert fo happy by thy ftay. 
To heare true (hrift. Come Madam let's away. Exeunt. 



*Ben, Good morrow Coufin. 

Rom. Is the day fo young ? 

Ben. But new firooke oioe. 

Rom. Aye me, fad homes- (eeme Long: 
Was that my Father that went henec fo ftft ? 

9^ff. It was : what fadnes lengthens ^/{offfrd*« '' houres 

Ro. Not hauing that, which hauing, makes them /hi 

Bm. In loue. 

Romeo. Out. 

Ben. Of loue. 

Rom, Out of. her fauour whexe I am in loue. 
. 'Ben. Alas t hut loue fo gentle in his view. 
Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofi:. 

Rom. Alas that loue, whofe view is muffled J^U» 
Should without eyes, fee path-wayes to his will : 
Where fhall we dine ? O me : what fray was heere? 
Yet tell me not, for I haue heard it all: 
Heere 's much to do with hate,bu^ more with loue: 
Why tben,0 brawling loue,0 louing hate, 
O any thing, of nothing firft created : 
O heauie lightnefre,rerious vanity, 
Mifhapen Chaos of welfeeing formes. 
Feather .of lead, bright fmoak€,cold fire,fidce beattbt 
Still waking fleepe,that is not -what it is: 
This loue -feelel^ that feele no loue in this. 
Doeft thou not laugh ^ 

^en. No Coze,l rather weepe. 

Rom. Good heart, at what ? 

'Ben. At thy good hearts opprefeion. 

Rom, Why fuch is 4oues tranfg itfsion. 
Griefes of-mine owne lie heauie in my breaft. 
Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preaft 
With more of thine, this loue that thou haft AownCt 
Doth adde more griefe^to too much of mine o«nie. 
Loue, is a fmoake made with the fume of fighet* 
Being purg*d, a fire fparkling in Louer»eyes, 
Being vext,a Si^a nourifht with louing tearetf 
What is it elfe ?>a madne(re,moft difcreet, 
A choking gall,«nda preferuing fweet : 
Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft I will goe along. 
And if you leaue me fo,you do me wrong. 

Rom, Tut I haue loft my felfe, I am not htre* 
This is not Romeo, hee's fome other where. 

Ben. Tell me in fadne(re,who is that you love? 

Rom, What fhall I grone and tell thee f 

Ben, Grone, why no : but fadly tell me who. 

%om. A ficke man in fadnefTc makes his will-: 
A word ill-vrgM to one that is fo iH: 
;In fadneffe Cozin,I do loue a woman. 

^ff.'I aym'd fo «eare,when 1 fuppofM you loOM. 

Rom. 'A right good marke man, and lhee*s £ure Mmc 

Ben. A right faire marke^f^ire Cose, is foonefl.btt. 

Rom. Well in that hit you mifTe, (keel not be bit 
With Cupids arrowy (he hath D'lant wit : 
And in ftrong proofi? of chaftity well arra*d.* 
From loucs wcake childifh Bow, (he liues vncharmld. 
Shee will not ftay the fiege of louing tearmes. 
Nor bid thMocounter of aflailing eyes. 
Nor open her lap to Saind-feducing Gold : 
Oihe is rich in beajitie.onely poore. 
That when fhe dies, with bcautie dies het^ftore. 

Ben, Then* ilte hath fworne, that (he will ftill Hue «hsft ? 

Rom. S\\t hath,and in that fparing make huge waft? 
For beauty ftera*d -with her (euerity. 
Cuts beauty off from all pofleritie. 
Sh^ 
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too faire , too wifewi : fely too faire, 

lit bliiTe by making me difpaire ; 

th forfworne to loue,and in chat vow 

ioe dead, that liue to tell it now. 

. Be rolM by me,forget to thinke of her. 

I. O teach me how I fliould forget to thinke. 
r. By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes, 

ne other beiutiet, 

*Tis the way to cal hers(exquifit)in queftion more, 

happy maskes that kiffe faire Ladies browcs, 
blacke,puts vs in mind they hide the faire : 
at ii ftrooken blind, cannot forget 
irecjous treafure of hit eye-fight loft : 
me a MiftrefTe that ia palling faire, 
doth her beauty lenie but as a note, 
ie I may read who paft that pafling faire. 
rell thou can*ft not teach me to forget, 
n. lie pay that do^nne,orelfe die in debt. Exeunt 

Emrer CapuUt ^Ountie Paruyandtbt Citfmtie, 
fm. e^ountagtie is bound as well as I, 
aalty alike, and 'tis not hard I thinke, 
len fo old as wee, to keepe the peace, 
r. Of Honourable reckoning are you both, 
pittie *tis you liu*d at ods fo long; 
low my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 
fm. Bat faying ore what 1 haue faid before, 
^Id is yet a ftranger in the world, i 
hath not fecne the change of fourteene yeares, 
wo more Summers wither in their pride, 
re may thinke her ripe to be a Bride, 
n. Younger then (he, are happy mothers made. 
fu. And too foone mar*d are thofe fo early made : 
I hath fwallowed all my hopes but ihe, 
s the hopefuU Lady of my earth: 
rooe her gentle Tarit,^tt her heart, 
rill to her confent, is but a part, 
(bee agree, within her fcope of choife, 
my confent, and /aire according voice : 
night I hold an old accuftom*d Feaft, 
reto I haue inuited many a Gueft, 
as Iloue,and you among the ftore, 
oore,moft welcome makes my number more ; 
ly poore hoafe,looke to behold this night, 
-treading ftarres, that makedarke heauen light, 
comfort as do lufty young men fecle, 
n well apparrel'd Aprill on the heele 
nping Winter treads, euen fuch delight 
ng freih Fennel I buds (hall you this night 
it at my houfe: heare all,all fee : 
like her moft, whofe merit moft (hall be i 
:h one more veiw, of many, mine being one, 
ftand in number, though in reckning none, 
r^oe with me: goe firrah trudge about, 
ugh faire yieroma^find thofe perfons our, 
fe names are written there,and to them (ay, 
oofe and welcome,on their pleafure ftay. Exit, 

\ Find them out whofe names are written. Heere it 
tten, that the Shoo-maker (hould meddle with his 
, and the Tayler with his La((,the Fi (her with his 

II, and the Painter with his Nets. But I am fent to 
:hofe perfons whole names are writ,& can neuer (ind 
names the writing perfon hath here writl( I muft to 
»med)in good time, 

EiHer ^Benuolio^and %omeo, 
«. Tut man, one fire burnes out anothers burning, 
»aine is lefncd by anothers anguifh t 



Turne giddie,and be hoipe by backward turning : 
One defparate greefe, cures with anothers lauguilh : 
Take thou fome newinfedion to the eye, 
And the rank poyfon of the old wil die, 

%om. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that. 

^Rrn. For what I pray thee i 

Rom. For your broken (hin. 

^Ben, Why Romeo zrt thou mad ? 

Rom, Not mad, but bound more then a mad man is; 
Shut vp in prifon,kept without my foode, 
Whipt and tormented : and Godden good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigoden,! pray fir can you read? 

Rom, I mine owne fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without bookc : 
But I pray can you read any thing you fee? 

Rom. I,if 1 know the Letters and the Language. 

Ser, Ye (ay honeftly,reft you merry. 

Rom^ Stay fellow,! can read. 

He reades the Letter. 

SE'tgneur Martino^aad hit wfi and daughter : County An- 
^Jelme and hi heauthus fifiert : the Lady widdow ofVtru- 
yio. Seigneur Piacentio ^and hk louely Neeces : Mercutio and 
hit brother Valentine : mine vncle Capulet bit wife and daugh- 
ten: my faire Neece Rojaline ^Liuia ^Seigneur KalentiOy& hit 
Cofen Tybalt : Lucio and the liuely Helena, 
A hint alTembly, whither (hould they come ? 

Ser. Vp. 

Rom. Whither^ to fupper? 

Ser, To our houfe. 

Rom, Whofe houfe? 

Ser, MyMaiftcrs, 

Rom, Indeed I (hould haue askt you that before. 

Ser, Now He tell you without asking. My maifter is 
the great rich Capulet^ and if you be not of the hou(e of 
Mountagyes 1 pray come and cru(h a cup. of wine. Reft 
you merry. Exit. 

Ben. At this fame auncient Feaft of Capulets 
Sups the faire ^faline^ whom thou fo loues ; 
With all the admired Beauties ofFerona^ 
Go thither and with vnattainted eye. 
Compare her face with fome that I (hall (how, 
And I will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow. 

Rom, When the deuout religion of mine eye 
Maintaines fuch fal(hood,then turne teares to fire : 
And thefe who often drowned could neuer die, 
Tranfparent Heretiques be burnt for liers. 
One fairer then my loue : the all-feeing Sun 
Nere faw her match, fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tut, you faw her faire, none el fe being by, 
Herfelfe poyPd with herfelfe in either eye : 
But in that Chriftall fcales lee there be waid. 
Your Ladies loue again ft fome other Maid 
That I will (how you,(hining at this Feaft, 
And (he (hew fcant (heil, well, that now (hewes beft. 

Rom. lie goe along,no fuch fight to be (howne, 
But to reioyce in fplcndor of mine owne. 

Enter Capulets IVife and Nurje, 

Xfife Nurfc wher*s my daughter? call her forth to me. 

Nurfe. Now by my Maidenhead, at twclue yeare old 
I bad her come, what Lamb:wnat Ladi-bird, God forbid, 
Where's this Girle ? what Juliet ? 
Enter Juliet. 

Juliet. How now, who calls? 

Nur. Your Mother. 

Juliet. Madam I am heere, what is your will ^ 

fVife. This is the matter : Nurfe giue leaue awhile, we 

muft 
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muft talke in fecret. Nurfe come backe againe,! haue re- 
membred me, thou Ye heare our counfell. Thou knoweft 
my daughter's of a prety age. 

Nurje. Faith I can tell her age vnto an houre. 



Wife, Sheets not fourteene. 
Nurfe, 



rje, lie lay fourteenth of my teeth. 
And yet to my teene be it fpoken, 
I haue but fbure, fliee's not fourteene. 
How long is it now to Lammas tide ? 

\f'ife. A fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurje. Euen or odde, of all daies in the yeare come 
Lammas £ue at night ihall fhe be fourteene. Sujau Sc (he, 
God reft all Chriftian foules, were of an age. Well Sufan 
u with God, (he was too good for me.But as I faid, on La- 
mas £ue at night (hall (he be fourteene, that (hall (he ma- 
rie,! remember it well. Tis fince the Earth-quake now 
eleucn yeare s, and (he was weanM I neuer (halt forget it, 
of all the daies of the yeare, vpon that day : for I had then 
laid Worme-vvood to my Dug fitting in the Sunne vnder 
the Douehoufe wall, my Lord and you were then at 
Mantua^ nay I doe beare a braine. But as I faid, when it 
did taft the Worme-wood on the nipple of my Dugge, 
and felt it bitter,pretty foole,to fee it teachie, and fall out 
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Doue-houfe, *twa8 no 
neede 1 trow to bid mee trudge : and (ince that time it is 
a eleuen ycares, for then (he could ftand alone, nay bi*th' 
roode (he could haue runne,& wadled all about : for euen 
the day before (he broke her brow, & then my Husband 
God be with his foule, a was a merrie man, tooke vp the 
Child, yea quoth hee,doeft thou fall vpon thy face? thou 
wilt fall backeward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou 
not lu/e ? And by my holy-dam,, the pretty wretch lefte 
crying,& faid I : to fee now how a left (hall come about. 
I warranty^ I (hall liue a thoufand yeares, I neuer (hould 
forget it : wilt thou not /v/rf quoth he? and pretty foole it 
ftinted,and (aid I. 

O/d La, Inough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe, Yes Madam,yet I cannot chufe but langh, to 
thinke it (hould leaue crying, & fay I ; and yet I warrant 
it had vpon it brow, a bumpe as big as a young Cockrels 
ftone? A perilous knock, and it cryed bitterly. Yea quoth 
my husband, fairft vpon thy &ce, thou wilt fall back- 
ward when thou commeft to age : wilt thou not luJef It 
ftinted:and faid I. 

lule. And ftint thou too, I pray thee Nurfe,{zy I. 

Nur, Peace I haue done:God marke thee too his grace 
thou waft the prettieft Babe that ere 1 nurft, and 1 might 
liue to fee thee married once, I haue my wi(h. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very theame 
I came to talke of, tell me daughter Juliet, 
How (hinds your difpofition to be Married? 

luli. It is an hcure that I dreame not of. 

Nur, An houre, were not 1 thine onely Nurfe,! would 
fay thou had*ft fuckt wifedome from thy teat. 

Old La, Well thinke of marriage now,yonger then you 
Heere in Ferona^ Ladies of efteeme. 
Are made already Mothers. By my count 
i I was your Mother, much vpon thefe yeares 
That you are now a Maide,thus then in briefe : 
The valiant Taru feekes you for bis loue. 

Nurfe, A man young Lady, L>ady, fuch a man as all 
the world. Why hee^s a man of waxe. 

Old La. Veronas Summer hath not fuch a flower. 

Nurfe, Nay hee*s a flower,infaith a very flower. 

Old La \ What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? 
This night you (hall behold him at our Fea(^ 



Read ore the volume of young Farm face, 

And find delight, writ there with Beauties pen: 

Examine euery feucrall liniament, 

And fee how one another lends content: 

And what obfcur*d in this faire volume lieSy 

Find written in the Margentof his eyes. 

This precious Booke of L.oue,this vnbound L^uer, 

To Beautifie him, onely lacks a Couer. 

The fi(h Hues in the Sea, and *tis much pride 

For (aire without, the (aire within to hide : 

That Booke in manies eyes doth (hare the glorie. 

That in Gold clafpes,l^kcs in the Golden ftorie: 

So (hall yoii (hare ill that he doth pofTcfTe, 

By hauing him, ma king your felfe no kfle. 

Nurfe, No le(re,nay bigger; women grow by men. 

Old La, Speak e briefly, can you like ofTarit iouef 

lu/i. lie iooke to like,if looking liking moue. 
But no more deepe will 1 endart mine eye. 
Then your conient giues ftrength to make Aye. 
Enter a Seruing man, 

Ser, Madam,the gue(h are come, fupper feru*d vpyjoa 
card,my young Lady askt for, the Nurfe cur*ft in the Pas- 
terv,and euery thing in extremitie : I muft hence to wait, I 
be(eech you follow ftraight. SJtit. 

eZfo, We follow thee,/tf//«r , the Countie ftaies. 

Nurfe, Goe Gyrle, feeke happ'ie nights to happy daict. 

Extum. 
Enter RomeoyC^ercutioyBenuoliOfWth^ue or fxt 
other Masl(crs^ Torch-hearers, 

Rom, What (hall this fpeeh be fpoke for our excuie i 
Or (hall we on without Apologie? 

^Ben, The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 
Weele haue no Cji//^,hood winkt with a tkarfey 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of lath, 
Skanng the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 
But let them meafure vs by what they will. 
Weele meafure them a Meafure, and be gone. 
Rom. Giue me a Torch,! am not for this ambling. 
Being but heauy I will beare the light. 

Mer. Nay gentle Romeo^we muft haue you dance. 

Rom. Not 1 beleeue me,you haue dancing (hooes 
With nimble foles,! haue a foale of Lead 
So ftakes me to the ground, ! cannot moue. 

eZfer, You are a Louer, borrow Cupidi wings, 
And fuare with them aboue a common bound. 

R<mi. I am too fore enpearced with hts (haft, 
To foare with his light feathera^and to bound : 
1 cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 
Vnder loues heauy burthen doe! finke. 

Hora. And to finke in it (hould you burthen loue. 
Too great oppreflion for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is loue a tender thing ? it is too rough. 
Too rude, too boyfterous,and it pricks like thome* 

cMer. If loue be rough with you, be rough with bne, 
Pricke loue for pricking,and you beat loue downe, 
Giue me a Cafe to put my vifage in, 
A Vifor for a Vifor, what care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities ; 
Here are the Beetle-browes (hall blu(h for me. 

Ben. Come knocke and enter, and no fooner in. 
But euery man betake him to his legs. 

Rom, A Torch for me,let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fencele(re ru(hes with their heeles : 
For 1 am proueib'd with a Grandfier Phraie, 
He be a Candle-holder and Iooke on. 
The game was nere fo faire, and 1 im done. 

Mer. Tttt, I 
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Tutyduns the Mooie, the G>nftable8 owne word, 
rt duiiyweele draw thee from the mire, 
rour reuerence loue, wherein thou ftickeft 
e eareiyCome we burne day -light ho* 
Nay that's not fo. 
I noeane fir I delay, 

our lights in raine, lights, lights, by day; 
r good meaning, for our Judgement fits 
et in that,ere once in our fine wits. 
And we meane well in going to this Maske, 
lo wit to go. 

Why may one aske ? 
I dreampt a dreame to night. 

And fo did I. 
Well what was yoUrs ? 

That dreamers often lye. 
n bed a fleepe while they do dreame things true. 

then I fee Queene Mab hath beene with you : 
« Fairies Midwife, 8c (he comes in ihape no big^ 

Agat-ftone, on the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
«rith a teeme of little Atomies, ouer mens nofes as 
ifieepe : her Waggon Spokes made of long Spin- 
I : the Couer of the wings of Gra(hoppers, her 
4t the fmalleft Spiders web, her coullers of the 
nes watry Beames, her Whip of Crickets bone, 

of Philonr>e, her Waggoner, afmall gray-coated 
t bal& fo bigge as a round little Worme, prickt 

Lasie-finger of a man. Her Chariot is an emptie 
:, made by the loyner Squirrel or old Grub, time 
nd, the Faries Coach*makers : & in this ftate fhe 
light by night, through Louers braines : and then 
ime of Loue. On Courtiers knees, that dreame on 
Lrait.' ore Lawyers fingers, who ftraiti dreamt on 
\ Ladies lips, who ftrait on kifiTes dreame, which 
mgry Mab with blifters plagues, becaufe their 
nth Sweet meats tainted are. Sometime file gal- 
a Courtier* nofe, tc then dreames he of fmelling 
y. 8c fomtime comes (he with Tith pigs tale, tick- 
arfons nofe as a lies afieepe, then he dreames o f 
Benefice. Sometime (he driueth ore a Souldiers 
c then dreames he of cutting Forraine. throats, of 
If Ambufcados, Spaniih Blades : Of Healths fiue 
deepe,aiid then anon drums in his eares,at which 

1 and wakes; and being thus frighted, fweares a 
r two 8c fieepes againe:this is that rery Mab that 
manes of Horfes in the night : 8c bakes the £lk- 
fisule fiuttiih haires, which once vntangled,much 
ne bodes, 

he hag, when Maides lie on their backs, 
fles tbem, and learnes them firil to beare, 
them women of good carriage : 
be. 

Peace, peace, e^rrrv/M peace, 
k*ft of nothing. 

True, I talke of dreames: 
re the children of an idle braine, 
nothing, but vaine phantafie, 
I as thin of fubftance as the ayre, 
-e inconftant then the wind, who wooes 
w the frozen bofome of the North : 
ig angered, puflfes away firom thence, 
his fide to the dew dropping South. 
This wind you talke of blowes rs from our felues, 

done, and we flull come too late. 

I feare too early, for my mind mifgtues, 

afequence yet hanging in the ftarres, 



Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this nights reuels,and expire the tearme 
Of a defpiled life cloPd in my breft; 
By fome vile forfeit of vntimely death. 
But he that hath the ftirrage of mycourfe, 
D\rt€t my fute : on luftie Gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike Dram. 
Tbey tmarcb about the Stage ^ and Seruingmen ame forth 
Vfitb tbtir nap^tns. 

Enter Seruant, 

Ser, Whert*s Tot fan, that he helpes not to take away? 
He (hift a Trencher ? he fcrape a Trencher f 

1. When good manners, fiiall lie in one or two mens 
hands, and they vnwafiit too, *tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with the loynftooles, rcmoue the Court- 
cubbord, looke to the Plate: good thou, (aue mee a piece 
of Marchpane,and as thou loueft me, let the Porter let in 
Sufan Grind^one, and Nellf j4ntbonie 2nd Potpan» 

2. I Boy readie. 

&r. You are lookt for, and calM for,askt for,& fought 
for, in the great Chamber. 

1 We cannot be here and there too,chearly Boyes, 
Be brisk awhile, and the longer liuer take all. 

Exeunt. 
Enter all the Guejis and Gentlewomen to the 
Masl(ers. 

1. Capu. Welcome Gentlemen, 
Ladies that hauc their toes 

Vnplagu'd with Cornes,will walke about with you: 

Ah my MifirefTes, which of you all 

Will now deny to dance ? She that makes dainty. 

She He fweare hath Comes :am 1 come neareye now? 

Welcome Gentlemen, I haue fecnc the day 

That I haue worne a Vifor, and could tell 

A whifpering tale in a (aire Ladies eare : 

Such as would pleafe : *tis gone, *tis gone, *tis gone, 

You are welcome Gentlemen, come Mufitians play: 

Mujicks plates: and the dance. 
A Hall, Hall, giue roome,and foote it Girles, 
More light you knaues,and turne the Tables vp : 
And quench the fire, the Roome is growne too hot. 
Ah firrah,thrs vnlookt for fport comes well : 
Nay fit, nay fit, good Cozin Capulet^ 
For you and I are paft ourdauncing daies : 
How long 'ifi now fince laft your felfis and I 
Were in a Maske ? 

2. Capu^ Berlady thirty yeares. 

I . Capu. What man : *tis not fo much, *tis not fo much, 
'Tis finer the Nuptiall of Lucentio, 
Come Pentycoft as quickely as it will. 
Some fiue and twenty yeares, and then we Maskt. 

2 . Cap. *Tis more, *tis more, his Sonne is elder fir : 
His Sonne is thirty. 

3. Cap. Will you tell me thatf 

His Sonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe. 

Rom. What Ladle is that which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? 

Ser, I know not fir . 

Rom, O file doth teach the Torches to burne bright : 
It feemes (be hangs vpon the cheeke of night, 
As a rich lewel in an ^thiops eare: 
Beauty too rich for vfe,fi)r earth too deare : 
Sa (hewes a Snowy Doue trooping with Crowes, 
As yonder Lady ore her fellowes (howes ; 
The meafure done. He watch her place of (land. 
And touching hers,make ble(red my rude hand. 

Did 
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Did my heart loue till now, forfweare it Hght, 
For I neucr faw true Beauty till this night. 

TTib, This by his voice, ihould be a McuMtagtu. 
Fetch me my Rapier Boy, what dares the flaue 
Come hither couer*d with an antique /ace. 
To fleere and fcorne at our Solemnitie ? 
Now by the ilocke and Honour of my kin. 
To Arike him dead I ^old it not a (in. 

Cap, Why how now kinfman. 
Wherefore ftorme you £6 ? 

Tlh, Vacle this is a Mountague^ our foe : 
A Villaine that is hither come m fpight. 
To fcorne at our Solemnitie this night. 

Cap, Voung Romto is it ? 

Tib, *Tis he, that Villaine i{0m». 

Cap, Content thee gentle Coz,let him alone, 
A beares him like a portly Gentleman : 
And to fay truth, Vtrcna brags of him, 
To be a vertuous and well gouern*d youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all the towne, 
Here in my houfe do him difparagement : 
Therfore be patient, take no note of him, 
It is my will,tbe which if thou refpedl. 
Shew a faire prefencc,and put oflFthefe frownes. 
An ill befceming femblance for a Feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a Villaine is a gueft, 
He not endure him. 

Cap, He (hall be enduVd. 
What goodraan boy, I fay he fliall,go too, 
Am I the Maifler here or you ? go too , 
Youle not endure him, God (hall mend my foule, 
Youle make a Mutinie among the Guefts : 
You will fet cocke a hoope, youle be the man. 

Tib. Why Vncle, 'tis a fliame. 

Cap. Go too, go too. 
You are a fawcy Boy, *ift fo indeed ? 
This tricke may chance to fcath you, I know what. 
You mull contrary me, marry *tis time. 
Well faid my hearts, you are a Princox,goe, 
Be quiet, or more light, more light for (hame, 
He make you quiet. What, chearely my hearts. 

Tib. Patience perforce, with wilfull choler meeting, 
Makes my fleih tremble in their different greeting : 
I will withdraw, but this intrufion fliall 
Now feeming fweet, conuert to bitter gall. Exit, 

Rom, If I prophane wirh my vnworthiefl hand, 
This holy fhrine, the gentle fin is this. 
My lips to blufhing Pilgrims did ready Hand, 
To fmooth that rough touch, with a tender JciflTe. 

Jul, Good Pilgrime, 
You do wrong your hand too much* 
Which mannerly deuotion fhewes in this. 
For Saints haue hands, that Pilgrims hands do tuch, 
And palme to palme, is. holy Palmers kifTe. 

Rom. Haue not Saints lips^and holy Palmers too ? 

Lf/.. I Pilgrim, lips that they muft vfe in prayer. 

Rom, O then deare Saint, let lips do what hands do, 
They pray(grant thou)leafl faith turne to difpaire. 

Ltl, Saints do not moue. 
Though grant for prayers fake. 

J^OT. Then moue not while my prayers, efiedt I take: 
Thus from my lips, by thine my (in is purgM. 

Jul, Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 

Rom. Sin from my Hps?0 trefpafTe fweetly vrg'd : 
Giue me my fin againe. 

lul. You kifTe by*th*booke. 



Nur, Madam your Mother craues a word with yoo. 

Rem, What is her Mother f 

Nurf, Marrie Batcheler, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the houfe. 
And a good Lady,and a wife, and Vertuous, 
I Nur*ft her Daughter that you talkt withall: 
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her. 
Shall haue the chincks. 

Rom. Is fhe a CapuUt i 

deare account ! My Wh is my foes debt. 
Ben. Away, be gone, the fport is at the belU 
Rom, I fo I feare,the more is my ynrefl. 
Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gpnc. 

We haue a trifling foolifh Banquet towards : 
Is it e*ne fo i why then I thanke you all. 

1 thanke you honefl Gentlemen, good night: 
More Torches here:come on, then let's to bed« 
Ah firrah, by my faie it waxes late. 

He to my refl. 

hli. Come hither Nurfe, 
What is yond Gentleman : 

Nur, The Sonne and Heire of old Tyb€ri»„ 

lull, What*s he that now is going out ofdoore? 

Nur, Marrie that 1 thinke be y9ung Tetrudfio, 

luL What*s he that follows here that would not dasa 

Nur, I know not. 

lul. Go aske his name: if he be married. 
My graue is like to be my wedded bed. 

Nur. His name is J^mra,and a Mountagut, 
The onely Sonne of your great Enemie. 

Jul. My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate. 
Too early feene,vnknowne,and knowne too late. 
Prodigious birth of Loue it is to me. 
That I mufl loue a loathed Enemie. 

Nur. What's this ? whats this? 

Jul, A rime, I learne euen now 
Of one I dan*fl withall. 

0/u cah wilhkJaBe 

Nur. Anon, anon : 
Come let's away, the (hangers all arc gone. 

Sxmt 
Cbonu, 
Now old defire doth in his death bed He, 
And yong affed^ion gapes to be his Heire, 
That faire, for which Louegron'd for and would die. 
With tender /»/fr/matcht,is now not faire. 
Now Romeo is beloued,and Loues againe, 
A like bewitched by the char me of lookes: 
But to his foe fuppos'd he muft complaine. 
And (he fteale Loues fweet bait from feare/uU hookes: 
Being held a foe, he may not haue accefle 
To breath fuch vowes as Louers vfe to fweare. 
And (he as much in Loue, her meanesmuch leffe, 
To meete her new Beloued any where : 
But paflion lends them Power, time, meanes to meete. 
Tempering extremities with extreame fweete. 
Enter Romeo alone. 

Rom, Can I goe forward when my heart is here? 
Turne backe dull earth,and find thy Center out. 
Enter ^enuolio,wtb Mercutio, 

*Ben. Romeo, my Cozen fymeo, Romeo, 
eZferc. He is wife. 
And on my ll^ hath ftolne him home to bed. 

Ben. He raiV this way and leapt thiS: Orchard wall. 
Call good Mercui^ 
Nay,Ile coniure t\ 
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Romeoy Humours, Madman, Paffion, Louer, 
:hou in tbelikenefle of a figh, 
jt one rime, and I am fatisfied : 
ut ay me,Prouant, birt Loue and day, 
> my gofhip Fenm one faire word , 
cname for her purblind Sonne and her, 
^hrabsm Cufid he that /hot fo true, 
ing Copbetua lou*d the begger Maid, 
th not, he Airrcth not, he mouethn ot, 

is dead,I muft coniure him, 

thee by ^falines bright eyes, 
ligh forehead, and her Scarlet lip, 
ine fbote, Straight leg,and Quiuering thigh, * 
Demeanes, that there Adiacent lie, 
hy likeneffe thou appeare to vs. 
And if he heare thee thoo wilt anger him. 
This cannot anger him, t* would anger him 
a fpirit in his MiftreflTe circle, 
ftrange nature, letting it ftand 
lad laid it, and coniared it downe, 
re fome fpight. 
ration is faire and honeft, & in his Miftris name, 

onely but to raife vp him. 
Come, he hath hid himfelfe among thefe Trees 
nforted with the Humerous night : 
lb Loue, and beft befits the darke. 

If Loue be blind, Loue cannot hit the marke, 
I he fit vnder a Medler tree, 
I his Mithtfk were that kind of Fruite, 
es call Medlers when they laugh alone, 
that fhe were, O that fhe were 
, or thou a Poprin Pcare, 
odnight. He to my Truckle bed. 
Id -bed is to cold for me to fleepe, 
ill we go ? 

Go then, for *tis in vaine to feeke him here 
anet not to be found. Exeunt* 

He ieafts at Scarres that neuer felt a wound, 

what light through yonder window breaks/ 

£afl,and Juliet is the Sunne, 

re San and kill the enuious Moone, 

ilready fickeand pale with griefe, 

•u her Maid art far more faire then fhe : 

er Maid fince fhe is enuiout, 

al liuery is but ficke and greene, 

le but fooles do weare it,caft it ofT: 

Lady,0 it is my Looe,0 that fhe knew fhe were, 

kcs,yet fhe fayes nothing, what of that? 

difcourfes, I will anfwere it ; 

bold *tis not to me fhe fpeakes : 
he fairefl flarres in all the Heauen, 
bme bufinefTe do entreat her eyes, 
:kle in their Spheres till they returne. 
icT eyes were there, they in her head, 
htneiTe of her cheeke would fhame thofe flarres, 
igbt doth a Lam pe, her eye in heauen, 
hrough the ayrie Region fbeame fo bright, 
ds would fing,and thinke it were not night: 

fhe leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 

were a Gloue vpon that hand, 
light touch that cheeke. 
iy me. 

She fpeakes. 

ce againe bright Angell,fbr thou art 
•us to this night being ore my head, 
inged mefTenger of heauen t 



Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes 
Of mortalls that fall backe to gaze on him, 
When he beftrides the lazie pufTmg Cloudes, 
And failes vpon the bofome of the ayre. 

Jul. O RoftuOf RomeOfWhcrcfoTt art thou Romeo f 
Denie thy Father and rcfiife thy name : 
Or if thou wilt not, be but fwome my Loue, 
And He no longer be a Capulet, * 

Rom. Shall I heare more, or fhall I fpeake at this ? 

Ju, "Tis but thy name that is my Enemy : 
Thou art thy fclfe, though not a Mountague, 
What*s Mountague ? it is nor hand nor foote. 
Nor arme,nor »ce,0 be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What ? in a names that which we call a Rofe, 
By any other word would fmell as fweete. 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo card, 
Retaine that deare perfection which he owes. 
Without that title ^5»««,dofFe thy name. 
And for thy name which is no part of thee. 
Take all my felfc. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 
Call me but Loue, and He be new baptiz'd. 
Hence foorth I neuer will be Romeo. 

lu/i. What man art thou, that thus bcfcreen'd in night 
So fhimblefl on my counfell .> 

Rom. By a name, 
I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name deare Saint, is hatefiill to my felfe, 
Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee. 
Had I it written,! would teare the word. 

luli. My eares haue yet not drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering,yct I know the found. 
Art thou not Romeo^tnd a Montague? 

^ow. Neither faire Maid, if either thee diflike. 

Jul, How cam*fl thou hither. 
Tell me, and wherefore? 

The Orchard walls are high, and hard to climbc, 
And the place death, confidcring who thou art. 
If any of my kinfmen find thee here, 

Rom. With Lours light wings 
Did I ore-perch thefe Walls, 
For flony limits cannot hold Loue out. 
And what Loue can do, that dares Loue attempt : 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

lul. If they do fee thee, they will murther thee. 

Rom. Alacke there lies more periil in thine eye. 
Then twenty of their Swords, looke thou but fwccte. 
And I am proofe againft their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Rom. I haue nights cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them finde me here. 
My life were better ended by their hate. 
Then death proroged wanting of thy Loue. 

lul. By whofe direftion found'fl thou out this place ? 

Rom. By Loue that firfl did promp me to enquire. 
He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes , 
I am no Pylot,yet wert thou as ftr 
As that vafl-fhore-wafliet with the ftrtheft Sea, 
I fhould aduenture for fuch Marchandife. 

Jul. Thou knoweft the maske of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a Maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke. 
For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme, fjinc,faine, denie 
What 1 haue fpoke,but fiirewell Complement, 
Doefl thou Loue ? I know thou wilt fay I , 

And 
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And I will take thy word, yet if thou fwear'ft, 

Thou maied proue falfe: at Louers periuries 

They fay loue laught,oh gentle Romeo^ 

If thou dod Loue, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if tbou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne, 

He frowne and be peruerre,and fay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe : But elfe not for the world. 

In truth faire Mountagne I am too fond : 

And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauiour light, 

But truft me Gentleman, He proue more true, 

Then thofe that haue coying to be ftrange, 

I (hould haue beene more ftrange,! muft confefle, 

But that thou ouer heard'ft ere 1 was ware 

My true Loues paffion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light Loue, 

Which the darke night hath fo difcouered, 

Rom, Lady, by yonder Moone I vow. 
That tips with filuer all thefe Fruite tree tops. 

Jul. O fweare not by the Moone, th*inconftant Moone, 
That monethly changes in her circled Orbe, 
Leaft that thy Loue proue likewife variable. 

Rom. What (hall I fweare by ? 

luL Do not fweare at all : 
Orif thou wilt fweare by thy gratious fel&, 
, Which is the God of my Idolatry, 
And He beleeue thee. 

10>m, If my hearts deare loue. 

luli. Well do not fweare, although I ioy in thee: 
I haue no ioy of this contra^ to night. 
It is too rafli, too vnaduird,too fudden. 
Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be 
Ere, one can fay, it lightens, Sweete good night: 
This bud of Loue by Summers ripening breath. 
May proue a beautious Flower when next we meete: 
Goodnight, goodnight, as fweete repo(e and reft. 
Come to thy heart, as that within my bred. 

Rom. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied ? 

lull. What fatis^dion can*ft thou haue to night? 

Rd. Th*exchangc of thy Loues faithfull vow for mine. 

luL I gaue thee mine before thou did*d requeftlt : 
And yet I would it were to giue againe. 

Rom. Would*ft thou withdrawit. 
For what purpofe Loue ? 

/«/. But to be franke and giue it thee againe, 
And yet I wiih but for the thing 1 haue, 
My bounty is as boundlefle as the Sea, 
My Loue as deepe, the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue, for both are Infinite; 
I heare fome noyfe within deare Loue adue : 

Cali within. 
Anon good Nurfe, fweet Mountague be true : 
Stay but alittle, I will come againe. 

Rom. O blefled blelTed night, lam afear*d 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 
Too flattering fweet to be fubftantiaU. 

lul. Three words deare Romeo, 
And goodnight indeed. 
If that thy bent of Loue be Honourable, 
Thy purpofe marriage, (end me word to morrow, 
By one that He procure to come to thee. 
Where and what time thou wilt performe the right, 
And all my Fortunes at thy foote He lay. 
And follow thee my Lord throughout the world. 

ffltbin : Madam. 
I come, anon : but if thou meaneft not well, 
I do befeech theee fVitbinx Madam. 



(By and by I come) 

To ceafe thy ftrife,and leaue me to my griefe, 

To morrow will I fend. 
Rom, So thriue my foule. 

lu. A thoufand times goodnight. ExU, 

J(ome. A thouiand times the worfe to want thy light, 

Loue goes toward Loue as fchool-boyes fro thier books 

But Loue fro Loue, towards fchoole with heauie lookes. 

Enter Juliet agaaine, 

Jul. Hift Romeo hift:0 for a Falkners voice. 
To lure this Taflell gentle backe againe. 
Bondage is hoarfe,and may not fpeake aloud, 
Elfe would I teare the Caue where Eccho lies. 
And make herayrie tongue more hoarfe,then 
With repetition of my Romeo. 

Rom. It is my foule that calls vpon my name. 
How filuer fweet, found Louers tongues by night. 
Like fofteft Muficke to attending earet. 

Jul. %9meo. 

%om. My Neece. 

Jul. What a clock to morrow 
Shall I fend to thee? 

Rom. By the houre of nine. 

Jul. I will not fiule, 'tis twenty yeares till then, 
I haue forgot why I did call thee backe* 

Rom. Let me ftand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I /hall forget, to haue thee ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I Loue thy company. 

Rom. And He ftill ftay, to haue thee ftiU forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

luL *Tis almoft morning, I would haue thee gone, 
And yet no further then a wantons Bird, 
That let*s it hop a little firom his hand. 
Like a poore prifoner in his twifted Gyues, 
And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe , 
So louing lealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 

Jul. Sweet fo would I, 
Yet I fhould kill thee with much cheriihing : 
Good night, good night. 

Rom, Parting is fuch fweete forrow. 
That I (hall fay goodnight, till it be morrow. 

Jul. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breft. 

^m. Would I were fleepe'and peace fo fweet to reft. 
The gray ey*d morne fmiles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eafterne Clouds with ftreaket of light. 
And darknefte fleckel'd like a drunkard reeles. 
From forth dayes pathway, made by Titans wheelet. 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Fries clofe Cell, 
Hisheipe to craue,and my deare hap to telL Exit* j 

Enter Frier alone witb a hail^et, I 

Fri.The gray ey*d morne fmiles on the firowning night, 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftreaks of light : 
And fleckled darknefte lilfe a drunkard reeles. 
From forth dales path, and Titans burning wheeles: 
Now ere the Sun aduance his burning eye. 
The day to cheere,and nights danke dew to dry, 
I muft vpfill this Ofier Cage of ours. 
With baleful! weedes,and precious luiced flowerv. 
The earth that*s Natures mother, is her Tombe, 
What is her burying graue that is her wombe : 
And from her wombe children of diuers kind 

We 
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We fucking on her naturall bofome find : 
Many for many vertues excellent : 
None but for iome,and yet all different. 
Omickle is the powerfull grace that lies 
In Plants,Hearbs,iloneSyand their true qualities: 
For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth Hue, 
Bat to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue : 
Nor ought fo good, but ftrain*d firom that ^ire vfe, 
Retiolts from true birth, fhimbling on abufe. 
Vertue it felfie turnes vice being mifapplied, 
And vice fometime by adion dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 
Within the infant rin*d of this wea Ice flower, 
Poyibn hath refidence,and medicine power : 
For thb being fmelt, with that part cheares each part, 
Being tafted flayes all fences with the heart. 
Two fuch oppofed Kings encampe them flill. 
In man as well as Hearbes , grace and rude will : 
And where the worfer is predominant, 
Fall foone the Canker death eates vp that Plant. 

Rmm. Good morrow Father. 

Fri. Benedecite. 
What early tongue fo fweet (aluteth me ? 
Young Sonne, it argues a diflempered head. 
So (bone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed j 
Care keepes hu watch in euery old mans eye. 
And where Care lodges,fleepe will neuer lye : 
But where vnbrufed youth with vnftuft braine 
Doth couch his lims, there ,golden fleepe doth raigne; 
Therefore thy earlinefTe doth me afTure, 
Thou art vprous*d with fome diftemprature; 
Or if not fo,then here I hit it right. 
Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night. 

Rffm. That la(l is true, the fweeter refl was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fin: waft thou with RoJaUne} 

Ram. With RoJaHfie^my ghoflly Father ? No, 
I haue forgot that name, and that names woe. 

Fri. That*s my good Son, but wher hail thou bin then ^ 

Ram. He tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : 
I haue beene feafling with mine enemie. 
Where on a fudden one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded :both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phificke lies : 
I beare no hatred, blefTed mantfor loe 
My interceffion likewife fleads my foe. 

Fri. Be plaine good Son,reft homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confisfiionyfindes but ridling fhrift. 

Rom. Then plainly know my hearts deare Loue is fet. 
On the faire daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine; 
And all combined, faue what thou mufl combine 
By holy marriage: when and where, and how. 
We met, we wooed, and made exchange of vow : 
He tell thee as we pafTe, but this I pray, 
That thou confent to marrie vs to day* 

Fri. Holy S. Francis^ what a change is heere ? 
Is Re/aline that thou didft Loue fo deare 
So foone foriaken ? young mens Loue then lies 
Not truely in their hearts,but in their eyes, 
lefu 3£7r/£,what a deale of brine 
Hath waiht thy fallow cheekes for Rojal'me ? 
How much fait water throwne away in wafl, 
To (eafbn Loue that of it doth not tafl. 
The Sun not yet thy fighes,from heauen cleares. 
Thy old grones yet ringing in my auncient eares : 
Lo here vpon thy cheeke the fbine doth fit. 
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Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe,and thefe woes thine, 

Thou and thefe woes, were all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang*d^ronounce this fen tence then, 

Women may fall, when there*s no ftrength in men. 

Rom. Thou chid*ft me oft for louing RofaUne. 

Fri. For doting,not for louing pupill mme. 

l^oOT. And bad'ft me bury Loue. 

Fri, Not in a graue. 
To lay one in, another out to haue. 

Rom^ I pray thee chide me not,her I Loue now 
Doth grace for grace, and Loue for Loue allow : 
The other did not fo. 

Fri. O (he knew well. 
Thy Loue did read by rote, that could not fpell : 
But come young wauerer,come goe with me, 
In one refped, He thy affiftant be : 
For this alliance may fo happy proue, 
To turne your houfhould rancor to pure Loue. 

Rom. O let vs hence, I ftand on fudden haft 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft. 

Exeunt 
Enter fBenuoiio and Mercutio. 

Mer, Where the deu le fhould this Romio be ? came he 
not home to night i 

^Ben. Not to his Fathers,! fpoke with hit man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-harted wench, that Ra» 
Jaline torments him fo,that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Tihah^the kinfman to old Capulet ^hith fenta Let- 
ter to his Fathers houfe. 

cMer. A challenge on my life. 

^Ben. Romeo will anfwere it. 

Afitr. Any man that can write, may anfwere a Letter. 

^Ben. Nay, he will anfwere the Letters Maiiler how he 
dares, being dared. 

A^. Alas poore Romeo, he is already dead ftab*d with 
a white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eare with 
a Loue fong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with the 
blind Bowe-boyes but-ihaft, and is he a man to encounter 
Tybalt} 

'Ben. Why what is Tthalt ? 

Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh hee's the Couragi- 
ous Captaine of Complements : he fights as you fing 
prickfong, keeps time, diftance, and proportion, he refh 
his minum, one, two, and the third in your bofom.'the ve- 
ry butcher of a filk burton, a Dualift,a Dualiftta Gentleman 
of the very firft houfe of the firft and fecond caufe: ah the 
immortall PafTado.the Punto reuerfo,the Hay. 

Ben. The what? 

Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affecting phan- 
tacies, thefe new tuners of accent : lefu a very good blade, 
a very tall man, a very good whore. Why is not this a la- 
mentable thing Grandfire,that we fhould be thus afflidled 
with thefe ftrange fiies : thefe fafhion Mongers, thefe par- 
don-mee*s, who ftand fo much on the new form, that they 
cannot fit at eafe on the old bench. O their bones,their 
bones. 

Enter Romeo. 

'Ben. Here comes Romeo , here comes Romeo . 

Mer. Without his Roe, like a dryed Hering. O flcfh, 
flefh,how art thou fifhified ? Now is he fur the numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in : Laura to his Lady, was a kitchen 
wench,marrie fhe had a better Loue to be rime her : Dido 
a dowdie, Cleopatra a Gipfie, Hellen and Hero, hildinfgs 
and Harlots: T^'i^/V a gray eie or fo,but not to the purpofe. 
Signior Romeo/Bon iovr, there*s a French falutarion to your 
ff French 
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French flop : you gauc vs the the countcrfait faircly la ft 
night. 

T^omeo. Good morrow to you botli, what counterfeit 
did 1 giue you ? 

A^r. The flip firythe flip, can you not canceiue? 

Rom. Pardon Mercutioftny bufinefre was great, and In 
fuch a cafe as mine,a man may ftraine curtcfie. 

A^r. That*s as much as to fay ^fuch a cafe as yours con- 
ftrains a man to bow in the hams* 

^m. Meaning to cur fie. 

Mer, Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moft curteout expofition. 

Mer, Nay, I am the very pinck of curtefie* 

Rom, Pinke for flower. 

Met. Right. 

Rom. Why then is my Pump well flowr*d. 

Altr. Sure wit, follow me this ieaft, now till thou haft 
worne out thy Pump, that when the Angle fole of it is 
worne, the ieaft may remaine after the wearing, fole- 
flngular. 

^om. O fingle folM ieaft, 
Soly Angular for the fingleneflfe. 
Aler. Come betweene vs good BenuoliOf my wits faints. 
Rom. Swits and fpurs, 
Swits and fpurs, or He crie a match. 

Mer, Nay, if our wits run the Wild-Goofe chafe, I am 
done : For thou haft more of the Wild-Goufe in one of 
thy wits, then lam fure I haue in my whole flue. Was I 
with you there for the Goofe P 

Rom, Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing, wheo 
thou waft not there for the Goofe. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the earc for that left. 

Rom. Nay, good Goofe bite not. 

eZfer. Thy wit is a very Bitter-fweeting, 
It is a moft fharpe fawce. 

Rom, And is it not well feru*d into a Sweet-Goofe ? 

Mer, Oh here*s a wit of Cheuerell, that ftretches from 
an ynch narrow, to an ell broad. 

Rom. I ftretch it out for that word, broad, which added 
to the Goofe,proues thee farre and wide, abroad Goofe. 

Mer, Why is not this better now, then groning for 
Loue,now art thou fociable,now art thou Romeo: now art 
thou what thou art, by Art as well as by Nature, for this 
driueling Loue is like a great Naturall, that runs lolling 
vp and downe to hid his bable in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, ftop there. 

Mer. Thou deftr'ft me to ftop in my tale againft the 

Ben.Thou would'ft elfe haue made thy tale large.(haire. 

Afer. O thou art deceiuM, I would haue made it fliort, 
or I was come to the whole depth of my talc, and meant 
indeed to occupie the argument no longer. 

Enter Nurfg and ber man, 

Rom. Hcre*s goodly geare. 
A fayle,a fayle. 

e^er. Two, two: a Shirt and a Smocke. 

Nur. Peter} 

Peter. Anon. 

Nur. My Fan Peter} 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face ? 
For her Fans the fairer face ? 

Nur, God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 

Mer, God ye gooden faire Gentlewoman. 

Nur, Is it gooden i 

Mer, 'Tis no leflTc I tell you : for the bawdy hand of the 
Dyall is now vpon the pricke of Noone. 



Nur, Out vpon you:what a man are you ? 

Rom. One Gentlewoman, 
That God hath made,himfelfe to mar. 

Nur. By my troth it is faid, for himfelie to, mar qua- 
t ha:Gentlemen, can any of you tel me where I may find 
the young R^omeo} 

^meo. I can tell you: but young Romeo will be older 
when you haue found him, then he was when you fought 
him : 1 am the youngrft of that name, for fault of a worife. 

Nur. You fay well. 

Mer, Yea is the worft well. 
Very well tooke : I faith, wifely, wifely* 

Nur. If you be he fir, 
I defire fome confidence with you? 

Ben, She will endite h'mi to fome Supper. 

Mer. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Rom, What haft thou found ? 

c^er. No Hare fir, vnleflTe a Hare fir in a Lenten pie, 
that is fomething ftale and hoare ere it be fpent. 
An old Hare hoare, and an old Hare hoarc is very good 

meat in Lent. 
But a Hare that is hoare is too much for a fcore, when it 

ho ares ere it be fpent, 
Romeo will you come to your Fathers ? Weele t« dinner 
thither. 

R^m, I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell auncient Lady : 
Farewell Lady,Lady,Lady. 

Exit. MercutiOf Benaolh. 

Nur, I pray you fir, what fawcie Merchant was this 
that was fo full of his roperie i 

Rem. A Gentleman Nurfe, that louet to heare himfelfc 
talke,and will fpeake more in a minute, then he will ftand 
to in a Moneth. 

Nur. And a fpeake any thing againft me. He Cake him 
downe,& a were luftier then he is, and twentie fuch lacks: 
and if I cannot. He finde thofe that ftuU : fcuruie knaae, I 
am none of his flurt-gils, I am none of his skaines mates, 
and thou muft ftand by too and fuffpr euery knaue to vfe 
me at his pleafure. 

Pet, I faw no man vfe you at his pleafure : if I had, my 
weapon fliould quickly haue beene out, I warrant you, I 
dare draw aflToone as another man, if I fee occafion in a 
good quarrell,and the law on my fide. 

Nur. liow afore God, I am fo vext,that euery part about 
me quiuers, skuruy knaue -. pray you fir a word : and as I 
told you, my young Lady bid me enquire you out, what 
flie bid me fay, I will keepe to my felfe : but firft let me 
tell ye, if ye fliould leade her in a fooles paradife, as they 
fay,it were a very grolTe kind of behauiour, as they fay : 
for the Gentlewoman is yong : Sc therefore,if you fhould 
deale double with her, truely it were an ill thing to be of- 
fered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake dealing. 

Nur. Nurfe commend me to thy Lady and Mifbcflfe,! 
proteft vnto thee. 

Nmr, Good heart, and y faith I will tell her as much: 
Lord, Lord fhe will be a ioyfull woman. 

Rom, What wilt thou tell her Nurfe } thou doeft not 
marke me ^ 

Nur, I will tell her fir, that you do proteft, which as I 
take it, is a Gentleman-like ofl^er. (afternoone, 

Rom. Bid her deuife fome meanes to come to fhrift this 
And there (he fliall at Frier Lavrence Cell 
Befhriu*d and married : here is for thy paines. 
Nur. No truly fir not a penny. 
Rom, Go too, I fay you fhall. 
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TbU afternoone fir? well (he fliall be there. 

Lod ftay thou good Nurfe behiiid the Abbey waU» 

this houre my man (hall be wtth tbee, 

ng thee Cords made like a tackled ftaiiTy 

to the high top gallant of my ioy, 

my conuoy in the £ecret night. 
l,bc truftie and lie quite thy paines; 
ly commend me to thy MiftreAe, 

Now God in heauen bleffe thee:harke you fir. 

What faift thou my deace Nurfe ? 
r. Is your man fecrct, did you nere hcare fay two 
tpe counfell putting one away. 
iVarrant thee my man as true as fteele. 
Well fir, my Miftreflc is the fweeteft Lady,LK>rd, 
hen *cwas a little prating thing. O there is a No- 

in Townc one Faru^ that would faine lay knife a- 
)ut file good foule had as leeue a fee Toade,a very 
I fee him : I anger her fometiroes,and tell her that 
the properer man, but He warrant you, when J fay 

lookes as pale as any clout in the verfall world. 
•t Rofemarie and Romeo begin both with a letter i 

I Nurfe, what of that ? Both with an K 

A mocker that*s the dogsname. R, is for the no, 
it begins with fome other letter, and fiie hath the 
fententious of it, of you and Kofemary, that it 
o you good to heare it. 

Commend me to thy Lady. 

I a thoufand times. Ftter } 
Anon. 

Before and apace. Extt Nurje and Peur, 

Enter Juliet, 
!*he clocke ftrook nine, when I did fend the Nurfe, 

an houre fiie promifed to returne, 
ce file cannot meete him:that*s not fo : 
is lame, Loues Herauld fiiouJd be thoughts, 
ten bmes fiifter glides then the Sunnes beamei^ 
backe fiiadowes ouer lowring hils. 
re do nimble PinionM Doues draw Loue, 
*refore hath the wind-fwift Cupid wings : 
the Sun vpon the highmoft hill 
iaies ioumey,and from nine till twelue, 
long honres,yet ihe is not come. 

affe^ons and warme youthful! blood, 
lid be as fwift in motion as a baU, 
ds would bandy her to my fwecte Loue, 

to me, but old folkes, 
line as they were dead,' 
lie, flow, heauy, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe. 
!he comes, O hony Nurfe what newes? 
lu met with him?fend thy man away. 

Peter ftay at the gate. 
Now good fwect Nurfe ; 
why lookeft thou (ad ? 

newes, be fad, yet tell them merrily* 
thou fiiam*ft the muficke of fweet newes, 
ng it to me, with fo fower a face. 

1 am a weary, giue me leaue awhile, 

my bones ake, what a iaunt haue I had i 
[ would thou had*ft my bones,and I thy newes: 
ie 1 pray thee fpeake,good good Nurfe fpeake. 

lefu what haft? can you not ftay a while ? 
not fee that I am out of breath ? 
iow art thou out of breath, when thou haft breth 
o me, that thou art out of breath ? 
a(e that thou doft make in this delay. 



Is longer then the tale thou doft excufe. 
Is thy newes good or badPanfwere to that, 
Say either, and He ftay the circuftance : 
Let me be fatisfied,ift good or bad? 

Nur. Well, you haue nude a fimple choice, you know 
not how to chufe a man : Rofneo,nonot he though his face 
be better then any mans, yet bis legs excels all mens, and 
for a hand, and a foote,and a body, though they be not to 
be talkt on, yet they are paft compare: he is not the ftower 
of curtefte, but He warrant him as gentle a Lambe : go thy 
waies wench, ferue God, What haue you din'd at home ? 

/«/. No no:but all this this did 1 know before 
What faies he of our marriage? what of that ? 

Nur. Lord how my head akes, what a head haue I f 
It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces* 
My backe a tother fide :o my backe,roy backe : 
Beftirew your heart for fending me about 
To catch ray death with jaunting vp and downe. 

luL Ifaith:! am forrie that that thou art fo well. 
Sweet fweet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what faies my Loue ? 

Nur. Your Loue faies like an honeft Gentleman, 
And a courteou$,and a kind, and a handfome. 
And I warrant a vertuous: where is your Mother ? 

lui. Where is my Mother ? 
Why file is within, where ftiould fiie be ? 
How odly thou repli'ft: 
Your Loue faies like an honeft Gentleman : 
Where is your Mother ? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare, 
Are you fo hot^marrie come vp I trow, 
Is this the Poultis for my aking bones ? 
Henceforward do jopr meflTages your ielfe. 

lul. Heere's fucn a coile, come what faies Romeo ? 

Nur. Haue you got leaue to go to ftirlft to day f 

lul. I haue. 

Nur. Then hi^gh you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 
There ftaies a Husband to make you a wife : 
Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your cheekes, 
Thei*le be in Scarlet ftraight at any newes : 
Hie you to Church, I muftan other way. 
To fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
Muft climde a birds neft Soone when it is darke t 
I am the drudge,and toile in your delight : 
But you fiiall beare the burthen foone at night. 
Go lie to dinner, hie you to the Cell. 
lui, H ie to high Fortune, honeft Nurfe, farewell. Exeunt, 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

Fri. So fmile the heauens vpon this holy ad. 
That after houres,with forrow chide vs not. 

Rom, Amen,amen,but come what ibrrow can. 
It cannot counteruaile the exchange of ioy 
That one ftiort minute giues me in her fight : 
Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words, 
Then Loue-deuouring death do what he dare, 
Itisinough.I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights haue violent endes. 
And in their triumph :die like fire and powder; 
Which as they kifte confume. The fweeteft honey 
Is loathfome in his owne delicioufneife. 
And in the tafte confoundes the appetite. 
Therefore Loue moderately,long Loue doth fo. 
Too fwift arriues as tardie as too flow. 
Enter luliet. 
Here comes the Lady. Oh fo light a foot 
Will nere weare out the euerlafting flint, 

ff 2 A 
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A Louer may beftride the Goflamours, 
rhacydles in the wanton Summer ayre. 
And yet not fallyfo light is vanitie. 

luL Good euen to my ghoftly Confeflbr. 

Fri. Romeo (hall thanlce thee Daughter Tor ys both. 

JuL As much to him^elfe in his thanks too much. 

Fri. Ah luliet^if the meafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blaibn it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ay re, and let rich mufickes tongue, 
Vnfold the imaginM happineiTe that both 
Receiue in either, by this deere encounter. 

Jul. Conceit more rich in matter then in words. 
Brags of his rubftance,not of Ornament : 
They are but beggers that can count their worth, 
But my true Loue is growne to fuch fuch excelTe, 
I cannot fum vp fome of halfc my wealth. 

Frf .Come, come with me,& we will make ihort worke, 
For by your Ieaues,you Hiail not ftay alone, 
Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Efitet- MercutiOy Benuolio find men. 

^Ben, I pray thee good Mercut'xo lets retire, 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad : 
And if we meet, we flial not fcape a brawle,for now thefe 
hot dayes, is the mad blood (tirring. 

Mer, Thou art like one of thefe fellowes, that when he 
enters the confines of a Taueme, claps me his Sword ypon 
the Table, and fayes,God fend me no need of thee: and by 
the operation of the fecond cup, drawes him on the Draw- 
er, when indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a Fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a lacke in thy mood, 
as any in Itatle : and afToone moued to be moodie, and af- 
foone moodie to be mou*d. 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch, we fliould haue 
none fliortly ,for one would kill the other: thou, why thou 
wilt quarrell with a man that hath a haire more, or a haire 
lefTe in his beard, then thou haft: thou wilt quarrell with a 
man for cracking Nuts, hauing no other reafon, but be- 
caufe thou haft hafell eyes : what eye, but fuch an eye, 
would fpie out fuch a quarrell? thy head is as full of quar- 
rels, as an egge is full of meat, and yet thy head hath bin 
beaten as addle as an egge for quarreling: thou haft quar- 
reled with a man for coffing in the ftreet, becaufe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath laine afleepe in the Sun.Did^ft 
thou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing his new Doub- 
let before Eafter } with another,for tying his new ftiooes 
with old Riband, and yet thou wilt Tutor mefromiquar- 
relling ? 

^en. And I were fo apt to quarell as thou art, any man 
ftiould buy the Fee-fimple of my life, for an houre and a 
quarter. 

cMer. The Fee-fimple / O fimple. 

Enter Tybalt ^Petrucbio find others. 

^en . By my head here comes the Capulets, 

c3f(fr. By my heele I care not. 

Tyb. Follow me clofe,for I will fpeake to them. 
Gentlemen,Good den, a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of vs?couple it with 
fomething,make it a word and a blow. 

Tih. You (hall find me apt inough to that fir, and you 
will giue me occafion. 

cMercu. Could you not take fome occafion without 
gluing ? 

Tib. Mercuth thou confort*ft with ^^eo. 



Mer, Confort?what doft thou make vs Minftrels? 
thou make Minftrels of v8,Iooke to heare nothing but d 
cords :heere*8 my fiddlefticke,heere*8 that (hall make j 
daunce. Come confort. 

^n» We ulke here in the publike haunt of mea : 
Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place. 
Or reafon coldly of your greeuances : 
Or elfe depart, here all eies gaze on vs. 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke,and let them g» 
I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Rameo. 

Tib. Well peace be with you fir, here comes myou 

Mer. But He be hang'd fir if he weare your Uuery; 
Marry go before to field,heele be your follower. 
Your worfhip in that fenfe,may call him man. 

Tib. Romeo^thc loue I beare thee, can affoord 
No better terme then this: Thou art a Villaine. 

Rom. Ttbaltf the reafon that I haue to loue thee. 
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting: Villaine am I none ; 
Therefore fiirewell,! fee thou know*ft me not. 
Ttb. Boy,this (hall not excufe the iniuries 
That thou haft done me, therefore tume and draw. 

Rom, I do proteft I neuer iniurM thee. 
But louM thee better then thou can*ft deuife : 
Till thou (halt know the reafon of my loue, 
And fo good Capulet ^wh'ich name I tender 
As dearely as my owne,be fatisfied. 

Mer, O calme,di(honourable,TiIe fubmifflon: 
jilla Rucatbo carries it away, 
Tybalt^you Rat-catcher, will you walke ? 

Ttb. What woulds thou haue with me ? 

Afer.Good King of Cats,nothing but one of your nil 
liues,that I meane to make bold withall, and as you Ou 
vfe me hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight. Will yi 
pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by the eares ? Mai 
haft,leaft mine be about your eares ere it be out. 

Tib. I am for you, 

Rom. Gentle Afercutiojput thy Rapier vp. 

Af!rr. Come fir,your PafTado. 

Rom. Draw ^enuolio^heit downe their weapons : 
Gentlemen,for fhame forbeare this outrage, 
Tibalt fMercutioyihe Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona ftreetes. 
Hold Tybalt ffpod Mercutio, 

Exit Tybalt, 

Mer. I am hurt. 
A plague a both the Houfes,! am fped: 
Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer. I, I,a fcratch, a fcratch, marry *tis inough, 
Where is my Page? go Villaine fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer, No :*tis not fo deepe as a w^ell, nor fo wide as 
Church doore,but*tis inough, *twill feme : aske for met 
morrow ,and you (hall find me a graue man. I am pepper > 
I warrant, for this world : a plague a both your hcwfa 
What, a Dog, a Rat, aMoufe,a Cat to fcratch a mao t 
death : a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villaine, that fights bytb 
booke of Arithmeticke, why the deu*le came yoo be 
tweene vs/ I was hurt vnder your arme. 

Rom. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer, Helpe me into fome houfe ^Benwlio^ 
Or I (hall faint:a plague a both your houfes. 
They haue made worme s meat of me, 
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, and foundly to your Houfes. Exit, 

This Gentleman the Princes neere Alie, 

Friend hath got his mortal! hurt 

halfe,roy reputation ftain*d 

\alti flaunder, Tybalt that an houre 

:ne my Coain:0 Sweet lulUt^ 

ity hath made me Effeminate, 

ay temper foftned Valours fteele. 

Enttr ^Benuolio, 
O Romeoy RemeOf braue Mercutio^s is dead, 
Uantifpirit hath arpir*d the Cloudes, 
x> vntimely here did fcorne the earth. 
This daies blacke Fate, on mo daies doth depend, 
begins, the wo others muft end. 

Enter Tybalt. 
Here comes the Furious Tybalt backe againe. 
He goD in triumph, and Mercuth flaine ? 
heauen refpe^iue Lenitie, 
and Fury, be my conduct now. 
>tf/r take the Villaine backe againe 
: thou gau^ft me, for Mercutios foule 
ittle way aboue our heads, 
or thine to keepe him companie : 
lou or I, or both,muft goe withlhim. 
Thou wretched Boy that didft confort him here, 
:h him hence. 
This ihall determine that. 

They fight. Tybalt f alia, 
Romto^zwiy be gone : 
cens are Tp,and Tybalt flaine, 
t amazM, tiie Prince will Doome thee death 
rt taken:hence, be gone, away. 

O ! lara Fortunes foole. 

Why doft thou (lay ? 

Exit Romeo, 
Enter Gtisnens. 
Which way ran he that kild cM'ercutio ? 
at Murtherer, which way ran he ? 
There lies that Tybalt, 
Vp fir go with me : 
thee in the Princes names obey. 
Enter Prince ^oU Montague, Cafuletf their 
Xfiues and all. 

Where are the vile beginners of this Fray f 

O Noble Prince, I can difcouer all 

ickie Mannage of this fatall brail : 

» the man flaine by young Romeo^ 

ft thy kinfman braue Mercutio. 

Vi. Tybaltymy Cozin ?0 my Brothers Child, 

!,OCozin, Husband, O the blood is fpild 

eare kinfman. Prince as thou art true, 

d of ours, flied bloud of Mountagne^ 

,Cozin« 

'BenuoliOf who began this Fray ? 

Tybalt here flaine, whom Romeo* s hand did flay, 
at ipoke him ^ire, bid him bethinke 
« the Quarrell was, and vrg*d withall 
(h difpleafureiall this vttered, 
ntle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bowM 
»t take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
(ts deafe to peace, but that he Tilts 
ircing fteele at bold Mercutio* s bread, 
as hot,turnes deadly point to point, 
h a Martiall fcorne, with one hand beates 
th afide,and with the other (ends 
»> Tybalt^ whofe dexterity 



Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud. 

Hold Friends, Friends part, and fwifter then his tongue. 

His aged arme.beats downe their fatall points, 

And twixt them ru flies, vnderneath whofe arme, 

An enuious thruft from Tybalt j hit the life 

Of ftout Mercutioyznd then Tybalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertained Reuenge, 

And too't they goe like lightning, for ere I 

Could draw to part them, was ftout Tybalt flaine : 

And as he fell, did Romeo turne and Hie: 

This is the truth, or let BenuoTio die. 

Cap. IVi. He is a kinfman to the Mountague, 
Afl^edion makes him falfe,he fpeakes not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in this blacke ftrife, 
And all chofe twenty could but kill one life. 
I beg for luftice, which thou Prince muft giue: 
"Borneo flew Tybalt, Romeo muft not Hue, 

Prin, Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio, 
Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe. 

Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutio i Friend, 
His ^ult concludes, but what the law ihould end. 
The life of Tybalt. 

frin. And for that oflTence, 
Immediately we doe exile him hence : 
I haue an intereft iniyour hearts proceeding: 
My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 
But He Amerce you with fo ftrong a fine. 
That you fliall all repent the lofl*e of mine. 
It will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 
Nor teares, nor prayers fliall purchafe our abufes. 
Therefore vfe none, let Romeo hence in haft, 
Elfe when he is found, that houre is his laft. 
Beare hence this body, and attend our will: 
Mercy not Murders, pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exeunt' 
Enter Juliet alone. 

Jul, Gallop a pace, you fiery footed fteedes. 
Towards Pb^bm lodging, fuch a Wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft. 
And bring in Cloudie night immediately. 
Spred thy clofe Curtaine Loue-performing night, 
That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes, vntalkt of and vnfeene, 
Louers can fee to doe their Amorous rights. 
And by their ownc Beauties: or if Loue be blind. 
It beft agrees with night: come ciuill night. 
Thou fober futed Matron all in blacke, 
And learne me how to loofea winning match, 
Plaid for a paire of ftainleflTc Maidenhoods, 
Hood my vnmanM blood bayting in my Cheekes, 
With thy Blacke mantle, till ftrange Loue grow bold, 
Thinke true Loue adled fimple modeftie : 
Come nightfCome Romeo, come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of night 
Whiter then new Snow vpon a Rauens backe s 
Come gentle night, come louing blackebrowM night. 
Giue me my Romeo,znd when I fluU die. 
Take him and cut him out in little ftarres, 
And he will make the Face of heauen fo fine. 
That all the world will be in Loue with night. 
And pay no worfliip to the Garifli Sun. 
O I haue bought the Manfion of a Loue, 
ButnotpoflTeft it, and though I am fold. 
Not yet enioy^d, fo tedious is this day. 
As is the night before fomeFeftiuall, 

ff3 T„ 
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'^0 an impatient child that hath new robes 

And may not weare them,0 here comes my Nurfe : 

Snter Nurje ipitb cords. 
And (he brings newes and euery tongue that fpeaks 
But /{(7m/0x, name, fpeakes heauenly eloquences i 
Now Nurfe, what newes^what haft thou there ? 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

Nur. 1,1, the Cords. 

luli. Ay me, what newes ? 
Why doft thou wring thy hands. 

Nur, A welady, hee's dead, hee^s dead, 
We are vndone Lady, we are vndone.. 
Alacke the day,hee*s gone,h«e's kilM, he's dead. 

lui. Can hcauen be fo enuious? 

Nur. Romeo can. 
Though heauen cannot.O Romeo^ RomeOf 
Who euer would haue thought it Romeo, 

lull. What diuell art thou. 
That doft torment me thus ^ 
This torture ftiould be roar'd in difmall hell. 
Hath Romeo flaine himfelfe i fay thou but I, 
And that bare vowell 1 fhall poyfon more 
Then the death -darting eye of Cockatrice, 
I am not I, if there be fuch an I. 
Or thofe eyes (hot, that makes thee anfwere I : 
If he be flaine fay I, or if not, no. 
Briefe, founds, determine of ray weale or wo. 

Nur. I faw the wound, 1 (»w it with mine eyes, 
God faue the marke, here on his manly breft, 
A pitteous Coarfe,a bloody piteous Coarfe : 
Pale, pale as afties,all bedawb'd in blood. 
All in gore blood, I founded at the fight- 

Jul, O breake my heart, v 
Poore Banckrout breake at once. 
To prifon eyes,nere looke on libertie. 
Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo preflfe on heauie beere. 

Nur. O TybaltyTybaltytYit be ft Friend 1 had: 
O curteous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, 
That euer I ihould Hue to fee theedead. 

Jul. What ftorme is this that blowes fo contraries 
Is ^meo flaughtred ? and is Tybalt dead ? 
My deareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord: 
Then dreadful! Trumpet found the generall doome» 
For who is liuing, if thofe two are gone ^ 

Nur. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo baniOied, 
Romeo tYidLt kiPd him, he is baniihed. 

Jul. O God ! 
Did J^oOT*0x hand ihed Tybalts blood 
It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

Nur, O Serpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 
Jul. Did euer Dragon keepe fo faire a Caue ? 
Beautifull Tyrant, fiend Angelicall : 
Rauenous Doue«feather*d Rauen, 
Woluifh-rauening Lambe, 
Difpifed fubftance of Diuineft fliow t 
luft oppofite to what thou iuftly feem*ft, 
A dimne Saint, an Honourable Villaine ; 
O Nature ! what had'ft thou to doe in hell. 
When thou did*ft bower the fpirit of a fiend 
In mortall paradife of fuch fweet flefh ? 
Was euer booke containing fuch vile matter 
So ^irely bound ? O that deceit ftiould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

Nur, There*s no truft,no faith, no honeftte in men, 
All periur'd, all fbrfwome,all naught, all diilemblen, 



Ah where*s my man ? giue me fome Aqua-vitae ? 
Thefe griefes,thefe woe8,thefe forrowes make me old: 
Shame come to Rcmeo, 

Jul. BlifterM be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh, he was not borne to flame : 
Vpon his brow fhame is a/ham*d to fit j 
For 'tis a throane where Honour may be Crown'd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth: 
O what a beaft was I to chide him ^ 

Nur. Will you fpeake well of him, 
That kil'd your Cozen ? 

Jul. Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my husband ? 
Ah poore my Lord, wiiat tongue (hall fmooth thy name, 
When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it. 
But wherefore Villaine did'ft thou kill my Cozin ? 
That Villaine Cozin would haue kilM my hutbaind : 
Backe foolifti teares, backe to your natiue fpring. 
Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 
Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy : 
My husband liues that Tibalt would haue flaine. 
And Tibait dead that would haue flaine my husband : 
All this is comfort, wherefore weepe 1 then ? 
Some words there was worfer then Tybalts death 
That murdered me, I would forget it feine, 
But oh, it prefles to my memory, 
Like damned guilty deedes to fmners minds, 
Tybalt is dead and Romeo baniflied : 
That baniflied,that one word banifhed. 
Hath flaine ten thoufand Ttbalts : Tibalts death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 
Or if fbwer woe delights in fellowfliip. 
And needly will be rankt with other griefes, 
Why followed not when fliefaid Tibalts dead. 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay or both. 
Which modeme lamentation might haue mou*d. 
But which a rere-ward following Tybalts death 
I^omeo is baniflied to fpeake that word. 
Is Father, Mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 
All flaine,all dead: Romeo is banifhed, 
There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound, 
In that words death, no words can that woe foond. 
Where is my Father and my Mother Nurfe ^ 

Nur. Weeping and wailing ouer Tybalts Coarfe, 
Will you go to them M will bring you thither. 

Ju. Wafli they his wounds with tears:mine fhal be ffcnl 
When theirs are drie for Romeo" s banifliment. 
Take vp thofe Cordes, poore ropes you are begoil'd, 
Both you and I for Romeo is exiid: 
He made you for ai high-way to my bed, 
But I a Maid, die Maiden widowed. 
Come Cord, come Nurfe, He to my wedding bed, 
And death not R^meo^takt my Maiden head. 

Nur. Hie to your Chamber, He find ^^omeo 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is : 
Harke ye your Romeo will be heere at night, 
He to him, he is hid at l.awrence Cell.- 

Jul. O find him, giue this Ring to my true Kmght, 
And bid him come, to take hi shift farewell. 

Enter Frier and Romeo, 

Fri. Romeo come forth. 
Come forth thou fearful! man, 
Afflid^ion is enamor'd of thy parts: 
And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Rom, Father what newes ? 

Whai 
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t the Princes Doome t 
brrow craues acquaintance at my hand, 
yet know not? 
Too familiar 

eare Sonne with fuch Ifbwre Company : 
thee tydingt of the Princes Doome. 

What lefle then Doomefday, 
'rincet Doome } 

A gentler iudgementvaniibt from his lips, 
iies death,but bodies banifliment. 

Haybaniihment'be merciflill , fay death : 
e hath more terror in his looke, 
lore then death: do not fay banifliment. 
Here from Vtrwazxt thou baniflied : 
nt,fbr the world is broad and wide. 
There is no world without 'Uerofftf walles, 
gatorie,Torture , hell it felfe : 
>aniihed,is baniiht from the world, 
rids exile is death. Then baniHied, 
,miftearm*d, calling death baniHied, 
it*fl my head oflf* with a golden Axe, 
ilefl vpon the fkroke that murders me. 

O deadly nn,0 rude vnthankefulneiTe ! 
: our Law calles death, but the kind Prince 
thy part,hath ruiht afide the Law, 
n'd that blackeword death, to baniihment 
deare mercy,and thou feeft it not. 

*Tis Torture and not mercy, heauen u here 
ItdUt liues^nd euery Cat and Dog, 
:le Moufe, euery vn worthy thing 
T in Heauen and may looke on her, 
nto may not.More Validide, 
onourable ftate,more Courtihip Ituet 
m Flies, then J(omw:they may feaze 
white wonder of deare lulUti hand, 
lie immortall blefling from her lips, 
en in pure and veftall modeftie 
ih,as thinking their owne kiiTes fin. 
ly Flies doe, when I from this mufk flie, 
I thou yet,that exile is not death ? 
iwo may not^iee is banifhed. 
hou no poyfon mix e, no fharpe ground knife, 
en meane of death, chough nere fo meane, 
ifhed to kill me? Banifhed ? 
the damned vfe that word in hell : 
^ attends it, how haft thou the hart 
Diuine, a Ghoflly ConfelTor, 
Lbroluer,and my Friend profeft : 
gle me with that word,banifhed ? 
Then fond Mad man,heare mefpeake. 

O thou wilt fpeake againe of baniihment. 
Ilegiue thee Armour to keepe off that word, 
desfweete roilke,Philorophie, 
fort thee,though thou art banifhed. 

Yet banifhedf hang vp Philofophie: 
Philofohpie can make a Juliet^ 
: a Towne,reuerfe a Princes Doome, 
I notfit preuailes not, ta Ike no more. 
then I fee, that Mad men htue no eares. 

How flu>uld they, 
rifemen haue no eyes ? 
Let me difpaire with thee of thy efhte. 
Thou can*ft not fpeake of that y doft not feele, 
lou as young as lulitt my Loue: 
re but married, 7)r^«/r murdered, 
like me, and like me banifhed. 



Then mighteft thou fpeake. 
Then mighteft thou teare thy hayre, 
And fall vpon the ground as I doe now. 
Taking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 
Enter Nurje^ndl^nockft, 

Frier. Arife one knockes, 
Good Romeo hide thy felfe. 

Rom. Not I, 
VnlcfTe the breath of Hartficke groanes 
Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

Knoc\e 
Fri. Harke how they knocke : 
(Who's there ) Romeo arife. 
Thou wilt be taken,ftay a while,fbnd yp : 

Kmcl(f. 
Run to my ftudyrby and by,Gods will 
What fimpleneHe is this: I come, I come. 

Knoct^e. 
Who knocks fo hard/ 
Whence come you ? what's your will ? 
Enter Nurje. 

Nur. Let me come in. 
And you fhall know my errand : 
I come from Lady lul'tet. 

Fri, Welcome then. 

Nur. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 
Where's my Ladies Lord?where'8 Romeo i 

Fri, There on the ground. 
With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nur. O he is euen in my MiftrefTe cafe, 
luft in her cafe.O wofuU fimpathy : 
Pittious predicament.euen fo lies (he, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring. 
Stand vp,ftand Tp,(hind and you be a man. 
For Juliets fake,for her fake rife and ftand : 
Why fhould you fall into fo deepe an O. 

Rom. Nurfe. 

Nur. Ah fir,ah fir,deaths the end of all. 

Rom. Speak'ft thou of lu/iet^hovr is it with her ? 
Doth not ftie thinke me an old Murtherer, 
Now I haue ftain'd the Childhood of our ioy. 
With blood remoued,but little from her owne ? 
Where is (he ? and how doth fhe ? and what fayes 
My conceaFd Lady to lour concealed Loue ? 

Nur. Oh fhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps. 
And now fals on her bed,and then ftarti vp. 
And Tyl>ait calls,and then on Ronuo cries. 
And then downe fiills againe. 

Ro. At if that name (hot from the dead leoell of a Gun, 
Did murder her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdred her kinfman.Oh tell me Frier,tell me. 
In what vile part of this Anatomie 
Doth my name lodge/ Tell me,that I mayfacke 
The hatefull Manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand : 
Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art : 
Thy teares are womani(h,thy wild a^ denote 
The vnreafonable Furie of a beaft. 
Vnfeemely woman, in a feeming man. 
And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 
Thou haft amaz'd me.By my holy order, 
I thought thy difpofition better tempered. 
Haft thou flaine Tybalt? wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 
And flay thy Lady , that in thy life lies, 
By doing damned hate vpon thy felfe ? 
Why rayl'ft thou on thy birth ? the heauen and earth ? 

Since 
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Since birth,and heauen and earth,all three do meete 

In thee at once, which thou at once would'ft loofe. 

Fie,fie,thou (ham 'ft thy fhape,thy loue,thy wit. 

Which like a Vfurer abound'ft in all : 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, 

Which ihould bedecke thy fhape,thy loue^thy wit; 

Thy Noble niape,is but a forme of waxe, 

Digreffing from the Valour of a man, 

Thy deare Loue fworne but hollow periurie. 

Killing that Loue which thou haft Tow*d to cheriih. 

Thy wit , that Ornament , to (hape and Loue, 

Mifhapen in the condud of them both : 

Like powder in a skilleiTe SouldieVs ftaske. 

Is fet a fire by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 

What,rowfe thee man, thy i«//f/ is aliue. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happy. Ty^j/r would kill thee. 

But thou flew'ft Tybalt J there art thou happie. 

The law that threatned death became thy Friend, 

And turnM it to exile , there art thou happy. 

A packe or blefling light vpon thy backe, 

HappineflTe Courts thee in her beft array, 

But like a miftiaped and fullen wench. 

Thou putteft vp thy Fortune and thy Loue : 

Take heed , take heed , for fuch die miferable. 

Goe get thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 

Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet, 

For then thou canft not paflTe to Mantua^ 

Where thou (halt Hue till we can finde a time 

To blase your marriage, reconcile your Friends, 

Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee backe, 

With twenty hundred thoufand times more ioy 

Then thou went'ft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed. 

Which heauy forrow makes them apt vnto* 

Romw is comming. 

Nur, O Lord, I could haue ftaid here all night. 
To heare good counfelhoh what learning is! 
My Lord He tell my Lady you will come. 

Rom. Do fo, and bid my Sweete prepare to chide* 

Nur, Heere (ir,a Ring (he bid m« giue you fir : 
Hie you, make haft, for it growes very late. 

Rom. How well my comfort is reuiu*d by this. 

Fri. Go hence. 
Goodnight, and here ftands all your (bte : 
Either he gone before the watch be (et. 
Or by the breake of day difguis'd from hence, 
Soiourne in Mantua^llt hnd out your man, 
And he (hall fignifie from time to time, 
Euery good hap to you,that chaunces heere : 
Giue me thy hand, *tis late,farewell,goodnight. 

Rem. But that a ioy paft ioy,calls out on me. 
It were a griefe/o briefe to part with thee : 
Farewell* Exeunt, 

Enter old Cafndet ^bit Wife and Paru. 

Cap. Things haue falne out fir fo ynluckily. 
That we haue had no time to moue our Daughter : 
Looke you, (he LouM her kinfman Tyhalt dearely. 
And fo did I. Well, we were borne to die. 
*Tis very late, (he*l not come downe to night : 
I promife you, but for your company. 



I would haue bin a bed an houre ago. 

Par, Theie times of wo, affbord no timet to wooe: 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your Daughter. 

Lattf. I Mrill, and know her mind early to morrow. 
To night, (he is mewed vp to her heauinefTe. 

Cap. Sir Parit^lmW make a defperate tender 
Of my Childes loue : I thinke (he will be rulM 
In all refpeds by me : nay more,I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed. 
Acquaint her here,of my Sonne Taris Loue, 
And bid her,marke you me,on Wendfday next. 
But foft, what day is this ? 

Par. Monday my Lord. 

Cap. Monday, ha ha: well WendfHay is too foone, 
A Thurfday let it be:a Thurfday tell her. 
She (hall be married to this Noble Earle : 
Will you be ready ? do you like this haft / 
Weele keepe no great adoe,a Friend or two. 
For harke yoM,Tybalt being (laine fo late. 
It may be thought we held him carelefly. 
Being ourkinfman,ifwe reuell much : 
Therefore weele haue fome halfe a dozen Friends, 
And there an end. But what fay you to Thurfday / 

Parit. My Lord, 
I would that Thurfday were to morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday^be it then x 
Go you to luliet ere you go to bed. 
Prepare her wife, againft this wedding day. 
Farewell my Lord, light to my Chamber hoa. 
Afore me, it is fo late, that we may call ir early by and by, 
Goodnight. Exeam. 

Enter Romeo and luliet aloft, 

Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet neere day I 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 
That pier'ft the fearefull hollow of thine eare. 
Nightly (he fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Beleeue me l.oue,it was the Nightingale. 

Rom, It was the Larke the Herauld of the Morne: 
No Nightingale: looke Loue what enuious ftreaket 
Do lace the feuering Cloudes in yonder £aft : 
Nights Candles are burnt out, and locond day 
Stands tipto on the miftie Mountaines tops, 
I muft be gone and liue,or fby and die. 

Jul. Yond light is not daylight,! know it I : 
It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales. 
To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 
Therefore ftay yet, thou need'ft not to be gone, 

Rom. Let me be tane, let me be put to death, 
I am content,fo thou wilt haue it fo. 
He fay yon gray is not the mornings eye,! 
*Tis but the pale reflexe of Gntbiat brow. 
Nor that is not Larke whofe noates do beate 
The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 
I haue more care to fby,then will to go : 
Come death and welcome, /tf//«/ wills it fo. 
How ift my foule,lets ulke,it is not day. 

luR. It it, it is, hie hence be gone away : 
It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune. 
Straining har(h Di(cords,and vnpleafing Sharpes. 
Some fay the Larke makes fweete Diuifion; 
This doth not fo:for (he diuideth vs. 
Some fay, the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 
O now I would they had changed voyces too : 

Since 
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me from arme that voyce doth ts afiray, 
( thee hence, with Hunt f-vpto the day, 
M gone, more light and itli ght growes. 
Vfore light U light, more darke U darke our woes. 
Emttr Madam and Nurfe, 

Madam. 

Nurfe. 

Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber, 
r is broke, be wary,looke about. 
Then window let day in, and let life out. 

Farewell, farewell, one kiflTe and lie defcend. 
Art thou gone ro^Loue,Lord,ay Husband, Friend, 
leare from thee euery day in the houre, 
I minute there are many dayes, 
b count I fliall be much in yearet, 
laine behold my Ramto, 

Farewell : 
>mit no oportunide, 
ly conuey my greetings Loue, to thee. 
O thinkeft thou we (ball euer meet againe ? 

I doubt it not, and all thcfe woes ihall feme 
et difcourfes in our time to come. 
. O God ! I haue an ill Diuining foule, 
tkes I fee thee now, thou art fo lowe, 
dead in the bottome of a Tombe, 
nyeye^fight fsules,or thou look^ft pale. 

And truft me Loue, in my eye fo do you : 
row drinkes our blood. Adue,adue. Exit, 

[) Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle, 
art fickle, what doft thou with him 
renowned for faith? be fickle Fortune: 
n I hope thou wilt not keepe him long, 
d him backe. 

Enter Mother, 

Ho Daughter, are you vp? 
Who ift that calls ? Is it my Lady Mother, 
ot downe fo late, or vp fo early ? 
naccuftom*d caufe procures her hither ? 

Why how now luliet} 
Madam I am not well. 

Eoermore weeping for your Cozins death ? 
n\t thou wafh him firom his graue with teares i 
thou cottld*ft,thou could *ft not make him liue : 
>re haue done,rome griefe ihewes much of Loue, 
ch of griefe, ihewes ftiU Tome want of wit. 
Yet let me weepe,for fuch a feeling loiTe. 

So ihall you feele the lofire,but not the Friend 
you weepe for. 
Feeling lo the lofiTe, 
t chufe but euer weepe the Friend, 
^ell Girle, thou weep*ft not fo much for his death, 

the Villaine Uues which flaughterM him. 
What Villaine, Madam? 

That fame Villaine Romeo, 
Villaine and he, be many Miles aflunder : 
rdon, I doe with all my heart \ 
t no man like he, doth grieue my heart. 

That is becaufe the Traitor Hues. 

I Madam fW>m the reach of thefe my hands : 

none but I might venge my Cozins death. 

. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 

reepe no more. He fend to one in Mantua^ 

that fame baniiht Run-agate doth liue, 

ue him fuch an vnaccuftom*d dram, 

: ihall foone keepe Tybalt company : 

;n I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 



ltd. Indeed I neuer (hall be fatisfied 
With ^otmo, till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext t 
Madam if you could find out but a man 
To beare a poyfon, I would temper it j 
That Romeo fliould vpon receit thereof, 
Soone ileepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam*d,and cannot come to him. 
To wreake the Loue I bore my Cozin, 
Vpon his body that hath flaughter*d him. 

Mo, Find thou the meanes, and He find fuch a man. 
But now He tell thee ioyfuU tidings Gyrle. 

lul. And ioy comes well, in fuch a needy time. 
What are they,bereech your Ladyihip ? 

nMo, WeU, well, thou haft a carefiill Father Child? 
One who to put thee from thy heauinefie, 
Hath fbrted out a fudden day of ioy. 
That thou expe^b not, nor 1 lookt not for. 

luL Madam in happy time, what day is this ? 

Mo, Marry my Child, early next Thurfday mome. 
The gallant, young, and Noble Gentleman, 
The Countie Paris at Saint Peten Church, 
Shall happily make thee a ioyfiill Bride. 

lul. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too. 
He (ball not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 
I wonder at this haft, that I muft wed 
Ere he that (hould be Husband comes to woe; 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 
I will not marrie yet, and when I doe, I fweare 
It ftiallbe Romeo ^yiihom you know I hate 
Rather then Park, Thefe are newes indeed. 

Mo, Here comes your Father, tell him fo your felfe. 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurje, 

Cap, When the Sun fets , the earth doth drizz le daew 
But for the Sunfet of my Brothers Sonne, 
It raines downright. 

How now/ A Conduit Gyrle, what ftillin teares? 
Euermoreihowring in one little body ? 
Thou counterfaits a Barke,a Sea, a Wind : 
For ftill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 
Do ebbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body is 
Say ling in this fait floud, the windes thy fighes. 
Who raging with the teares and they with them, 
Without a fudden calme will ouer fet 
Thy temp eft tofTed body .How now wife? 
Haue you deliuered to her our decree ? 

Lady, I fir ; 
But (he will none, (he giues you thankes, 
I would the fbole were married to her graue. 

Cap, Sof^take me with you, take me with you wife. 
How, will (he none? doth (he not glue vs thanks? 
Is (he not proud? doth (he not count her bleft, 
Vn worthy as (he is, that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman, to be her Bridegroome 

Jul, Not proud you haue. 
But thankfull that you haue : 
Proud can I neuer be of what I haue. 
But thankfull euen for hate, that is meant Loue. 

Cap, How now ? 
How now ^ Chopt Logicke ? what is this ? 
Proud, and I thanke you: and I thanke you not. 
Thanke me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But fettle your fine ioints*gainft Thurfday next. 

To 
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To go with Paris to Saint Peters Church : 

Or I will drag thee, on a Hurdle thither. 

Out you greene fickneflTe carrion, out you baggage. 

You tallow face. 

Lady, Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

lul. Good Father, I befeech you on my knees 
Heare me with patience, but to fpeake a word. 

Fa, Hang thee young baggage, difobedtent wretch, 
I tell thee what,get thee to Church a Thurfday, 
Or jicuer after looke me in the face. 
Speake mot, reply not, do not anfwere me. 
My fingers itch, wife : we fcarce thought vs bleft, 
That God had lent ys but this onely Child, 
But now I fee this one is one too much, 
And that we haue a curie in hauing her : 
Out on her Hilding. 

Nur, God in heauen bleflc her , 
You are too blame my Lord to rate her (b. 

Fa, And why my Lady wifedome?hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence, fmatter with your goflip,go. 

Nur, I fpeake no treafon, 
Father, O Godigoden, 
May not one fpeake ? 

Fa, Peace you mumbling ^le, 
Vtter your grauitie ore a Goflips bowles 
For here we need it not. 

La, You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad: 
Day, night, houre, ride, time, worke, play. 
Alone in companie, ftill my care hath bin 
To haue her matcht,and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 
Of faire Demeanes, Youth full, and Nobly Allied, 
Stuft as they fay with Honourable parts. 
Prop ortion*d as ones thought would wifli a man, 
And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 
A whining mammet,in her Fortunes tender, 
To anfwer,lle not wed, I cannot Loue : 
I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 
But, and you will not wed, lie pardon you. 
Graze where you will, you (hall not houie with me : 
Looke too*t, thinke on*t, I do not vfe to iefl. 
Thurfday is neere,lay hand on heart,admfe. 
And you be mine, lie giue you to my Friend : 
And you be not, hang, beg, ftraue, die in the ftreets, 
For by my foule. He nere acknowledge thee. 
Nor what is mine (hall neuer do thee good : 
Truft too*t,bethinke you, He not be forfworne Exit* 

luli. Is there no pittie fitting in the Cloudes, 
That fees into the bottome of my griefe ? 
O fweet my Mother caft me not away. 
Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke. 
Or if you do not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument where Tybalt lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for He not fpeake a word. 
Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee. Exit, 

lul. OGod! 
O Nurfe,how fliall this be preuented ? 
My Husband is on earth, my Within heauen, 
How (hall that faith retume againe to earth, 
Vnle(re that Husband fend it me from heauen, 
By leauinl earth ? Comfort me, counfaile me : 
Hlacke,alacke,that heauen (hould pradtife ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a fubied as my felfe. 
What (aid thou?haft thou not a word of ioy ? 
Some comfort Nurfe. 



Nur. Faith here it is, 
Romeo is baniibed,and all the world to nothing. 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you : 
Or if he do,it needs mu(l be by flealth. 
Then fince the cafe (b (hinds as now it doth, 
I thinke it beft you married with the Countie, 

hee*s a Louely Gentleman : 

Romeos a di(h-clout to him : an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo|greene,fo quicke, fo ^ire an eye 
As Pant hath, beihrow my very heart, 

1 thinke you are happy in this (econd match, 
For it excels your firft:or if it did not. 

Your firft is dead, or *twere as good he were. 
As liuin^ here and you no vfe of him. 

lul. Speakeft thou from thy heart f 

Nur. And firom my foule too. 
Or el(e beihrew them both. 

lul. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

lul. Well, thou ha(t comforted me mameMoos much, 
Go|in,and tell my Lady I am gone, 
Hauing difpleaTd my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 
To make confe (lion, and to be abfolu*d. 

Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. 

lul, Auncient damnation, O moft wicked (iend^ 
It is more fin to wUh me thus forfworne. 
Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue 
Which (he hath praiPd him with aboue compare. 
So many thoufand times? Go Counfellor, 
Thou and my bofbme henchfbrth (hall be twiine : 
lie to the Frier to know his remedie. 
If all elfe faile,my felfe haue power to die. Exeuat, 

Enter Frier and Cottntie Pari, 

Fri, On Thurfday fir?the time is very (hort. 

Par. My Father Capulet will haue it fo. 
And I am nothing flow to flack his haft. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind ? 
Vneuen is the courfe, I like it not. 

Pa. Immoderately (he weepes for Tybalts death. 
And therfore haue I little talke of Loue, 
For Femi4 fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 
,Now fir, her Father counts it dangerous 
That (he doth giue her forrow fo much fway : 
And in his wifedome, hafb our marriage. 
To (h>p the inundation of her teares, 
Which'too much minded by her felfe alone, 
May be put from her by focietie. 
Now doe you know the reafon of thn haft ? 

Fri. I would I knew not why it fhould be (low*d. 
Looke fir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 
Enter luliet. 

Par, Happily met, my Lady and my wife. 

lul. That may be fir, when I may be a wife. 

Par, That may be,muft be Loue, on Thorfilay nest. 

lul. What muft be (hall be. 

Fri. That's a certaine text 

Tar, Come you to make confefiion to thu Father? 

lul. To anfwere that, I (hould confeflis to you. 

Par. Do not denie to him, that you Loue me. 

lul, I will confefTe to you that I Loue him. 

Par. So will ye, I am fure that you Loue me. 

Jul. If I do fb, it will be of more price, 
Benig fpoke behind your backe, then to your face. 

Par, Poore foule, thy fiice is much abuTd with teares. 

luli. The 
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he team haue got fmall vi^orie by that t 
IS bad inough before their fpight. 
lou wToag*ft it more then teares with that report. 
hat is no flaunder fir, which is a troth, 
it I fpake,! fpake it to thy face. 
Thy face is mine, and thou haft flaundred it* 
I may he foyfor it is not mine owne. 
at leifurcyHoly Father now, 
[ come to you at euening Made ? 
Ay leifure femes me penfiue daughter now. 
you muft intreat the time alone. 
Godiheild : I fhould difturhe Deootion, 
Xharfday early will I rowfe ycc, 
\ adue,and keepe this holy kifle. Exit Parit, 

> ihut the doore,and when rhou haft done fo, 
fcpe with me, paft hope,paft care, paft helpe. 
D luliet^ I alreadie know thy griefe, 

es me paft the compare of my wits : 
bou muft and nothing may prorogue it, 
rfday next be married to this Countie. 
feU me not Frier that thou heareft of this, 
thou tell meihow I may preuent it : 

iriredome,thoucanft giue no helpe, 

but call my refolution wife, 
h* his knife, lie helpe it prefently. 
i*d my heartland Romeoi^thoM our hands, 

this hand by thee to Rameo fealM : 

the Labell to another Deede, 
rue heart with trecherous reuolt, 

> another, this flull flay them both : 
re out of thy long expetien^ft time, 

• ibme prefent counfell, or behold 
ly extreames and me, this bloody knife 
IV the vmpeere, arbitrating that, 
the commiilion of thy yeares and art, 
» no ifTue of true honour bring : 
b long to fpeak, I long to die, 
thou fpeak'ft, rpeake not of remedy. 
Hold Daughter, I doe fpie a kind of hope, 
craues as defperate an execution, 
is defperate which we would preuent. 
r then to marrie Countie Paru 
ift the fbength of will to ftay thy felfe, 
it likely thou wilt vndertake 
like death to chide away this ihame, 
ip*ft with death himfelfe,to fcape fro it : 
hou dar^ft. He giue thee remedie. 
L>h bid meileape, rather then marrie Parm^ 
the Battlements of any Tower, 
:e in theeuiih waies,or bid me lurke 
serpents are : chaine me with roaring Beares 
me nightly in a Chamell houfe, 
red quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
ckie fhankesand yellow chappels fculls : 
ne go into a new made graue , 
le me with a dead man in his graue , 
that to heare them told, haue made me tremble, 
rill doe it without feare or doubt, 
an vnftained wife to my fweet Loue. 
Hold then: goe honte.be merrie„giue confent, 
ie Parit : wenfday is to morrow, 
row night looke that thou lie alone, 
thy Nurie lie with thee in thy Chamber : 
ou this Violl being then in bed, 
s diftilling liquor drinke thou ofT, 
refently through all thy veines fhall run, 



A cold and drowiie humour : for no jpulfe 

Shall keepe his natiue progrefTe, but lurceafe; 

No warmth, no breath fhall teftifie thou liueft, 

The Rofes in thy lips and cheekes fhail fade 

To many afhes, the eyes windowes fall 

Like death when he fhut vp the day of life : 

Each part deprlu*d of fupple gouemment. 

Shall ftifie and fbirke,and cold appeare like death, 

And in this borrowed likenefTe of fhrunke death 

Thou fhalt continue two and forty houres. 

And then awake,a8 from a pleafant fleepe. 

Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes. 

To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 

Then as the manner of our country is. 

In thy beft Robes vncouerM on the Beere, 

Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds graue : 

Thou fhalt be borne to that fame ancient vault. 

Where all the kindred of the CafuUti lie. 

In the meane time againft thou fhalt awake. 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift. 

And hither fhall he come,and that very night 

Shall Rowuo beare thee hence to Mantua. 

And this fhall firee thee firom this prefent fhame. 

If no inconftant toy nor womanifh feare. 

Abate thy valour in the ading it. 

lul, Giue me,giue me,0 tell not me of care. 

Fri. Hold get you gone, be ftrong and profperoos : 
In this refolue. He fend a Frier with fpeed 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

Ju. Loue giue me fhrength. 
And ftrength fhall helpe afford : 
Farewell dcare father. Exit 

Enter Father Capulety Mother, Nurfi, and 
Serulng men^two or three. 

Cap. So many guefb inuiti as here are Writ, 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

Ser. You fhall haue none ill fir, for He trie if they can 
licke their fingen. 

Caf>. How canft thou trie them fo ? 

Ser. Marrie fir, *tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers : therefore he that cannot licke his fingers 
goes not with me. 

Cap. Go be gone, we fhall be much vnfurnifht for this 
time : what is my Daughter gone to Frier Lawrence ? 

Nur. I forfooth. 

Cap. Well he may chance to do fome good on her, 
A peeuifh felfe^wild hariotry it is. 
Enter luliet. 

Nur. See where fhe comes from fhrift 
With merrie looke. 

Cap. How now my headfbong. 
Where haue you bin gadding ? 

lul. Where I haue learnt me to repent the fin 
Of difobedient oppofition ; 
To you and your behefb, and am enioynM 
By holy Lawrence^ to fall profb-ate here. 
To beg your pardon: pardon 1 befeech you. 
Henceforward I am euer rulM by you. 

Cap. Send for the Countie, goe tell him of this. 
He haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

Jul, I met the youthfull Lord at Lawrewe Cell, 
And gaue him what becofhed Loue I might. 
Not flepping ore the bounds of modefbe. 

Cap. Why I am glad on*t,thb is well,ftand vp. 

This 



72 



T^be Tragedie of ^meo and Juliet. 



This is as't fliould be, let me fee the County : 
I marrie go I fay, and fetch him hither. 
Now afore God, this reucrcn'd holy Frier, 
All our whole Cittie is much bound to him. 

Jul, Nurfe will you goe with me into my Clofet, 
To helpe me fort fuch needful! ornaments. 
As you thinke fit to furniih me to morrow ? 

Mo. No not till Thurfday, there *8 time inough. 

Ftf • Go Nurfe, go with her, 
Weele to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt Juliet and Nurfe, 

lido. We (hall be fhort in our prouifion, 
*Ti8 now neere night. 

Fa, TuHi, I will (tirre about. 
And all things (hall be well, I warrant thee wife : 
Go thou to /tf//ef, helpe to deckeyp her, 
lie not to bed to night,let me alone : 
He play the hufwife for this once. What ho ? 
They are all forth, well I will walke my felfe 
To Countie Parit, to prepare him vp 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light. 
Since this fame way-ward Gyrle is fo reclaim*d. 

Exeunt Father and Mother* 

Enter Juliet and Nurfe, 

Jul, I thofe attires are bed, but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night ; 
For I haue need of many Oryfons, 
To moue the heauens to fmile vpon my ibte, 
Which well thou know*ft, is crolTe and full of fin. 
Enter cMother^ 

Bdo. What are you bufie ho?need you my help ? 

Jul. No Madam, we haue cul'd fuch neceiTaries 
As are behoouefiill for our flate to morrow : 
So pleafc you, let me now be left alone; i 
And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 
For I am fure,you haue your hands full ail, 
In this fo fudden bufineiTe* 

Mo. Goodnight. 
Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. Exeunt, 

Jul. Farewell : 
God knowes when we (hall meete againe. 
I haue a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 
That almoft freezes vp the heate of fire : 
He call them backe againe to comfort me. 
Nurfe, what fhould (he do here i 
My difmall Sceane,! needs muft z€t alone : 
Come ViaU,what if this mixture do not worke at all ? 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? 
No, no, this (hall forbid it. Lie thou there. 
What if it be a poyfon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftred to haue me dead, 
Leaft in this marriage he (hould be di (honoured, 
Becaufe he married me before to Romeo } 
I feare it island yet me thinkes it (hould not| 
For he hath ftill beene tried a holy man. 
How,if when I am laid into the Tombe, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeeme me? There*s a fearefuU point t 
Shall I not then be ftified in the Vault ? 
To whofe fbule mouth no health fome ayre breaths in, 
And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes. 
Or if I Iiue,is it not very like. 
The horrible conceit of death and night. 
Together with the terror of the place, 
As in a Vaulte,an ancient receptacle. 



Where for thefe many hundred yeeres the bones 

Of all my buried Auncefbrs are packt. 

Where bloody Tyhalt,ytt but greene in earth. 

Lies feftring in his (hrowM, where as they fay. 

At fome houres in the night. Spirits refort : 

Alacke,alacke,is it not like that 1 

So early waking, what with loath fome fmels. 

And (hrikes like Mandrakes tome out of the earth, 

That lining mortalls hearing them, run mad. 

O if I walke, (hall I not be diftraught, 

Inuironed with all thefe hidious feares, 

And madly play with my fbrefiithers iojrnts ? 

And plucke the mangled Tybalt horn his ftirow*d ? 

And m this rage, with fome great kinfmans bone. 

As (with a club)daih out my defperate braines* 

O looke,me thinks I fee my Cosins Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo that did fpit his body 

Vpon my Rapiers point : ftay Tybalt y^tzyy 

RomeOiRomeo^^^omeOfhtxt^z drinke : I drinke to thee. 

Enter L^dy of the houfe,and Nurfe, 

Lady. Hold, 
Take thefe keies,and fetch more fpices Nurfe. 

Nur, They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paibie. 
Enter old Capuiet. 

Cat. Come,ftir,(tir,ftir, 
The lecond Cocke hath Crow*d, 
The Curphew Bell hath rung, *tis three a docke : 
Looke to the bakte meates,good •Angelica ^ 
Spare not for coft. 

Nur. Go you Cot-queane, go. 
Get you to bed, faith youle be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Caf. No not a whit:what ? I haue watcht ere now 
All night for leffe caufe, and nere beene ficke. 

L^. I you haue bin a Mou(e-hunt in your time. 
But I will watch you firom fuch watching now. 

Exit iMfy and Nurfe, 

Cap. A iealous hood, a iealous hood. 
Now fellow, what there? 

Enter three or fourevith J}>itt,and lors^and basl^i, 

Fel. Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not what. 

Cap. Make haft, make haft, firrah, fetch drier Logs. 
Call Peter^ he will (hew thee where they are. 

Fel. I haue a head fir, that will find out logs. 
And neuer trouble Ptter for the matter. 

Cap, MafTe and well faid,a merrie horfon,ha. 
Thou (halt be loggerhead; good Father, *tis day. 

The Counrie will be here with Muficke (haight. 
For fo he faid he would, I heare him neere, 
Nurfe, wife, what ho?what Nurfe I fay ? 
Enter Nurfe, 
Go waken Julietygo and trim her vp. 
He go and chat with Ptfnv:hie,make haft. 
Make haft, the Bridegroome,he is come already t 
Make haft I fay. 

Nur, Miftris, what Miftris? JulietPFztt I warrant her (he 
Why Lambe,why Lady^fie you (luggabed. 
Why Loue I (ay /Madam, fweet heart: why Bride ? 
What not a word ? You take your peniworths now« 
Sleepe for a weeke,for the next night I warrant 
TheCounde Parit hath fct vp his reft, 
That you fliall reft but little, God forghie me t 
Marrie and Amen : how found is (he a fleepe ? 
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eeds wake her : Madam, Mftdam, Madam, 

Countie take you in your bed, 
ght you Tp y faith. Will it not be ? 
eft, and in your clothes, and downe againe f 
eedt wake you : Lady, Lady, Lady ^ 
I, helpe,helpe,my Lidyes dead, 
day, that euer I was borne, 
]ua-Titae ho, my Lord, my Lady i 
What noife is heere ? Enter MotUr, 

O lamentable day. 

What is the matter ? 

L.ooke,looke,oh heauie day. 
D me, O me, my Child. my onely life: 
looke vp, or I will die with thee : 
elpe,call helpe. 

Enter Father, 
Tot flume bring luliet forth, her Lord is come. 

Sheets dead*.deceaft,ihee*s dead:alacke the day. 
acke the day,niee*s dead,ihee*s dead,ihee*s dead. 
Ha ? Let me fee her:out alas fliee^s cold, 
>d is fetled and her ioynts are ftiffe : 

thefe lips haue long bene fep erated : 
es on her like an vntimely froft 
te fyreteft flower of all the field. 

O Lamentable day ! 

O vrofull time. 

>eath that hath tane her hence to make me waile, 
my tongue, and will not let me fpeake. 

Enter Frier and the Countie, 
Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church? 
Ready to go, but neuer to retume. 
e, the night before thy wedding day, 
nth laine with thy wife : there fhe lies, 

at (he was, deflowred by him. 

s my Sonne in law, death is my Heire, 

aghter he hath wedded. I will die, 

lue him all life liuing,all is deaths. 

Haue I thought long to fee this mornings face, 

rth it giue me fuch a fight as this ? 

Accur*il,Tnhappie, wretched hatefull day, 
liferable houre,that ere time iaw 
ng labour of his Pilgrimage. 
e,poore one, one poore and louing Child, 
e thing to reioyce and folace in, 
-uell death hath catcht it from my fight. 
. O wo,0 wofoll,wofolI,wofoll day, 
unentable day,moft wofoU day, 
uer, eoer,I did yet behold. 

day.O day,0 hatefull day, 
was ieene fo blacke a day as this : 
ill day, O wofoll day. 

Beguild, diuorced, wronged, fpighted, fbine, 
etefbble death, by thee beguifd, 
ell,cruell thee, quite ouerthrowne: 
^ O life;not life, but loue in death. 

Defpb*d, diftreffed, hated, martirM, kilM, 
ifortable time, why cam'fl thou now 
rther, murther our folemnitie ? 
.d,0 Child;my foule,and not my Child, 
It thou,alacke my Child is dead, 
ith my Child, my ioyes are buried. 

Peace ho for fhame,confufions : Carejiues not 
!e confofions,heauen and your felfe 
trt in this faire Maid, now heauen hath all, 

1 the better b it for the Maid : 

art in her, you could not keepe from death. 



But heauen keepes his part in etemall life : 
The mofl you fought was her promotion, 
For*twas your heauen, (he (houldft be aduan*ft, 
And weepe ye now, feeing (he is aduan'(t 
Aboue the Cloudes, as high as Heauen it felfef 

in this loue, you loue your Child fo ill. 
That you run mad, feeing that (he is well ; 
Shee*s not well married, that Dues married long. 
But (hee*s bed married, that dies married yong. 
Drie vp your teares,and fticke your Rofemarie 
On this fiiire Coarfe,and as the cuftome is. 
And in her beft array beare her to Church : 
For though fome Nature bids all ys lament. 
Yet Natures teares are Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained Feftiuall, 
Turne from their office to blacke Funerall : 
Our in(huments to melancholy Bells, 
Our wedding cheare, to a fad buriall Feaft : 
Our folemne Hymnes,to fullen Dyrges change : 
Our Bri dall flowers feme for a buried Coarfe : 
And all things change them to the contrane. 

Fri. Sir go you in ; and Madam, go with him, 
And go fir Ptfntf,euery one prepare 
To follow this fiure Coarfe vnto her graue : 
The heauens do lowre vpon you, for fome ill ; 
Moue them no more, by croffing their high will. Exeunt 
Mu, Faith we may put vp our Pipes and be gone. 
Nur, Honeft goodfellowes :|Ah put vp,put vp, 
For well you know, this is a pitifoll cafe. 

Mu. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 
Enter Peter, 

Pet. Mufidons, oh Mufitions, 
Hearts eafe, hearts cafe, 
0,and you will haue me liue,play hearts eafe. 

Mu, Why hearts eafe ; 

Pet. O Mufitions, 
Becaufe my heart it felfe plaie8,my heart is foil. 

Mu. Not a dump we, *tis no time to play now. 

Pet. You will not then ? 

Mu. No. 

Pet. I will then giue it you foundly. 

Mu. What will you giue vs ? 

Pet, No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

1 will giue you the Minftrell. 

Mu. Then^will I giue you the Seruing creature. 

Peter. Then will 1 lay the feruing Creatures Dagger 
on your pate. I will carie no Crochets, He Re you, lie Fa 
you, do you note me i 

Mu. And you Re vs,and Fa vs,you Note vs. 
a. Af. Pray you put vp your Dagger, 
And put out your wit. 
Then haue at you with my wit. 

Peter. I will drie-1>eate you with an yron wit. 
And put vp my yron Dagger. 
Anfwere me like men : 

When griping griefes the heart doth wound, then Mu- 
fickewith her filuer found. 

Why filuer found ? why Muficke with her filuer founds 
what fay you ^mon Catling T 

Mu. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fweet found. 

Pet. Pratcft, what fay you Hugh Rehic^e ? 

2.M,l fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for fil- 

Pet. Prated to, what fay you lames Sound-Poft ? (uer 

3.e3f«. Faith 1 know not what to fay. 

Pet.O I ciy you mercy, you are the Singer. 
I will fay for you ; it is Muficke with her filuer found, 
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Becau(e Mufidoni haue no gold for founding: 

Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe 

doth lend redrelTc. * Exit, 

Mu, What a peftilent knaue is this (ame^ 

M.%, Hang him lacke, come weelein here, tarrie for 
the Mourners, and ftay dinner. Exit, 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. If I may truft the flattering truth of fleepe, 
My dreames prefage fome ioyfuU newes at hand : 
My bofomes L.fits lightly in his throne : 
And all thisanday an vccuftomM fpirit. 
Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thought!. 
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange dreame that giues a dead man leaue to thinke,) 
And breath'd fuch life with kiiTet in my lips, 
That I reuiuM and was an Emperour. 
Ah me, how fweet is loue it felfe poflTeft, 
When but loues fhadowes are fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeo's man. 
Newes from Veronayhow now ^altbazer ? 
Doft thou not bring me Letters firom the Frier i 
How doth my Lad/? Is my Father wcUf 
How doth my Lady Juliet ? that I aske againe, 
For nothing can be ill, if fhe be well. 

Man. Then (be is well, and nothing can be ill. 
Her body fleepes in CapeU Monument, 
And her immortall part with Angels liue, 
I faw her laid low in her kindreds Vault, 
And prefently tooke Pofte to tell it you : 

pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes, 
Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Rom, Is it euen Co ? 
Then I denie you Starres. 

Thou knowefl my lodging, get me inke and paper. 
And hire Po(l-Horfes,I will hence to night. 

Man. I do befeech you fir, haue patience : 
Your lookes are pale and wild, and do import 
Some mifaduenture. 

Rom. Tulh, thou art deceiuM, 
Leaue me,and do the thing 1 bid thee do. 
Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man, No my good Lord. 

Exit Man. 

Rom, Mo matter : Get thee gone, 
And hyre thofe Horfes, He be with thee fhaight* 
Well luJietf I will lie with thee to night : 
Lets fee for meanes : O mifchiefe thou art fwift. 
To enter in the thoughts of defperate men : 

1 do remember an Appothecarie, 

And here abouts dwells, which late I noted 

In tattred weeds, with ouerwhelmin^ brown, 

Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to thebones : 

And in his needle (hop a Tortoyrs hung, 

An Allegater ftuft.and other skins 

Of ill fliapM fiihes,and about his fhelues, 

A beggerly account of emptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots. Bladders, and muftie feedes,' 

Remnants of packthred,and old cakes of Rofet 

Were thinly (cattered, to make vp a (hew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid. 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe fale is perfent death in Mantua^ 

Here liues a CaitifTe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needie man mufl fell it me. 



As I remember, this fliould be the houfe, 
Being holy day, the beggen (hop is fliut. 
What ho? Appothecarie ? 

Enter Appothecarie, 

App. Whocairsfolow'd? 

Rom. Come hither man, I fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me haue 
A dram of povfon,fuch foone fpeeding geare, 
As will difperfe it felfe through all the veines. 
That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead. 
And that the Trunke may be difcharg*d of breath, 
As violently, as haftie powder fier*d 
Doth hurry from the hta\\ Canons wombe. 

App. Such mortall drugs I haue, but Mamtmat law 
Is death to any he , that vtters them. 

Rom, Art thou fo bare and full of wretched neffe. 
And fear*ft to die ? Famine is in thy cheekei. 
Need and opreflion fbrueth in thy eyet. 
Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backe i 
The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law: 
The world affords no law to make thee rich . 
Then be not poore, but breake it,and take this. 

App. My pouerty, but not my will confents. 

Rom. I pray thy pouerty, and not thy will. 

App. Put this in any liquid thing yoo will 
And drinke itofF,and if you had th« flrength 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 

Rom, There's thy Gold, 
Worfe poyfon to mens foules. 
Doing more murther in this loathfome world. 
Then thefe poore compounds that thou maieift not fell. 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 
Farewell, buy food, and get thy ielfe in fteih. 
Come Cordiall,and not poyfon, go with me 
To Juliett graue, for there muft 1 vie thee. 

Exemn. 
Enter Frier lobn to Frier Lawrtnce, 

hhm. Holy Frtfffrx/rtfff Frier, Brother, ho? 
Eftter Frier Lawrence. 

Law, This fame ihould be the voice of Frier Xe^. 
Welcome from ^^antna^ what fayes Romeo f 
Or if his mind be wnt,giue me his Letter. 

John. Going to find a bare-fbote Brother out. 
One of our order to afifociate me. 
Here in this Citie vifiting the fick, 
And finding him, the Searchers of the Towoe 
Sufpe^ng that we both were in a houfe 
Where the infedious peftilence did raigne, 
Seal'd vp the doores,and would not let vs forth. 
So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid. 

Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? 

John, I could not fend it, here it is againe. 
Nor get a meifenger to bring it thee. 
So fearefuU were they of infiedion. 

Law. Vnhappie Fortune: by my Brotherhood 
The Letter was not nice, but full of charge, 
Of deare import,and the negle^ng it 
May do much danger : Frier John go hence. 
Get me an Iron Crow, and bring it fbaight 
Vnto my Cell. 

lobn. Brother He go and bring it thee. Exit. 

Law. Now muft I to the Monument alone. 
Within this three houres will fiure In/iet wake, 
Shee will befhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 
But I will write againe to Mantua^ 

Ati 
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Exit, 



:eepe her at my Cell till K^wuo come, 
liuing CoarfeyClosM in a dead mans Tombe, 

Enter Par it and bu Pige. 



. Giue me thy Torch Boy, hence and ftand aloft, 
It it out, for I would not be feene : 
yond young Trees hiy thee all along, 
ig thy eare clofe to the hollow ground, 
11 no foot vpon the Churchyard tread, 
loo(e, vnfirme with digging vp of Graues, 
ou flialt heare it .* whiftle then to me, 
nail that thou heareft fome thing approach, 
ne thofe flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 
e. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone 
n the Churchyard, yet I will aduenture. 
iweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed I ftrew: 
if thy Canopie is duft and ftones, 
1 with fweet water nightly I will dewe, 
nting that, with teares deftil'd by mones; 
bfequies that I for thee will keepe, 
ly ihall be, to ftrew thy graue, and weepe. 

VTblftUBoy. 
U>y giues warning, ibmething doth approach, 
curled foot wanders this wayes to night, 
>fle my obfequies, and true loues rights 
with a Torch } Muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo ^ and Peter, 

V. Giue me that Mattocke, St the wrenching Iron, 

ake this Letter, early in the morning 

ou deliuer it to my Lord and Father, 

ne the light ; rpon thy life I charge thee, 

ere thou hear*fl or reeft,fbnd all aloofe, 

not interrupt me in my courfe. 
[ defcend into this bed of death, 
tly to behold my Ladies face : 

liefly to take thence from her dead finger, 
:iou8 Ring : a Ring that I muft vfe, 
ire employment, therefore hence be gone : 
thou iealous doft returne to prie 
at I fiirther (hall intend to do, 
luen I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt, 
trew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbe : 
tme, and my intents are fauage wilde: 
fierce and more inexorable ^rre, 
emptie Tygers,or the roaring Sea. 
. I will be gone fir, and not troubl e you 

So fbalt thou fhew me friendfhip : uke thou that, 
ind be profperou8,and farewell good fellow. 
. For all this fame, He hide me here about, 
3kes I feare,and his intents 1 doubt, 
r. Thou deteftable ma%re,thou wombe of death, 
i with the deareft morfell of the earth : 

1 enforce thy rotten lawes to open, 

n defpight, lie cram thee with more food, 
r. This u that baniflit haughtie Atountague^ 
murdred my Loues Cozin ; with which griefe, 
ippofed the faire Creature died, 
lere is come to do fome villanous fhame 
e dead bodies : I will apprehend him* 
:hy vnhallowed toyle,vile Mountague: 
engeance be parfued further then death ? 
mned vallaine, I do apprehend thee, 
and go with me, for thou muft die. 



Rom, I muft indeed, and therforecame I hither: 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperate man, 
Flie hence and leaue me, thinke vpon thofe gone. 
Let them affright thee. I befeech thee Youth, 
Put not an other fin vpon my head, 
By rrging me to fiirie. O be gone. 
By heauen I loue thee better then my felfe. 
For I come hither arm*d againft my felfe : 
Stay not, be gone, Hue, and hereafter fay, 
A mad mans mercy bid thee run away. 

Par, I do defle thy commifferation, 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro, Wilt thou prouoke me i Then haue at thee Boy. 

Pet, O Lord they fight,! will go call the Watch. 

Pa. O I am flaine,if thon be mercifull. 
Open the Tom be, lay me with luliet, 

Rom. In faith 1 will, let me perufe this face: 
Merctitim kinfman. Noble Countie Parity 
What faid my man, when my betofTed foule 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 
He told me Parit fhould haue nurried luHet, 
Said he not fo ? Or did I dreame it fo ? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talke of /WiVr, 
To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand. 
One, ymt with me in fowre misfortunes booke. 
He burie thee in a triumphant graue. 
A Graue ; O no,a Lanthorne \ flaughtred Youth : 
For here lies luliet^^nd her beautie makes 
This Vault a feafting prefence full of light. 
Death lie thou there, by a dead man inter*d. 
How oft when men are at the point of death, 
Haue they beene merrie ? Which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death ? Oh how may 1 
Call this a lightning? O my Loue, my Wife, 
Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath. 
Hath had no power yet vpon thy Beautie : 
Thou are not conquered : Beauties enligne yet 
Is Crymfbn in thy lips, and in thy cheekes, 
And Deaths pale fUgis not aduanced there. 
7yAtf/r,ly*ft thou there in thy bloudy iheec ? 
O what more fzuour can 1 do to thee. 
Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine, 
To funder his that was thy enemie f 
Forgiue me Cosen. Ah deare Juliet : 
Why art thou yet Co faire ? I will beleeue. 
Shall I beleeue, that vnfubftantiall death is amorous ? 
And that the leane abhorred Nfonfter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour P 
For feare of that, 1 ftill will flay with thee, 
And neuer from this Pallace of dym night 
Depart againe:come lie thou in my armes, 
Heere*sto thy health, where ere thou tumbleftin. 
O true Appothecarie ! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifTe I die. 
Depart againe; here, here will 1 remaine, 
With Wormes that are thy Chambcrmaides t O here 
Will I fet vp my euerlafting reft : 
And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 
From this world- wearied flefh : Eyes looke your laft * 
Armes take your laft embrace : And lips,0 you 
The doores of breath, feale with a righteous kiffe 
A datelefTe bargaine to ingrofling death : 
Come bitter conduct, come vnfauoury guide, 
Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on 
Thedafhing Rocks, thy Sea-ficke wearie Barke : 
Heere*8 to my Loue. O true Appothecary : 
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Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiiTe I die. 
Enter Frier vitb Lantborne^CrWyand Spade. 

Fri, St. Francis be my fpeed^how oft to night 
Haue my old feet ftumbled at graues?Who*s there? 
Aftfff.Here*s one,a Friend, & one that knowes you well. 

FrL Bliife be vpon you. Tell me good mv Friend 
What Torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
To grubs, and eyeleife Sculles ? As I difcerne, 
It burneth in the Capels Monument. 

Atan. It doth To noly fir. 
And there*s my Mafter,one that you loue. 

FrL Who is it? 

Man. T^meo. 

FrL How long hath he bin there ? 

t^an. Full halfe an houre. 

FrU Go with me to the Vault. 

Man.- I dare not Sir. 
My Mafter knowes not but I am gone hence, 
And fearefully did menace me with death. 
If I did ftay to looke on his entents. 

Fri. Stay, then He go alone, feares comes vpon me. 

much I feare fome ill vnluckie thing. 

Man. As I did (leepe vnder this young tree here, 

1 dreamt my maifter and another fought, 
And that my Maifler flew him. 

Fri. Romeo. 
Alacke,alacke,what blood is this which fbines 
The ftony entrance of this Sepulcher ? 
What meane thefe MafterlefTe, and goarie Swords 
To lie difcolourM by this place of peace? 
Romeo y oh pale : who eire?what Paris too? 
And fteept in blood i Ah what an vn knd houre 
Is guiltie of this lamenuble chance ? 
The Lady (Hrs. 

lid. O comfortable Frier, where's my Lord? 
I do remember well where I fhould be : 
And there I am, where is my Romeo ? 

Fri. I heare fome noyfe Lady, come from that nefl 
Of death,contagion,and vnnaturall fleepe, 
A greater power then we can contradid 
Hath thwarted our entente, come,come away. 
Thy husband in thy bofome there lies dead: 
And Faru too: come He difpofe of thee. 
Among a Siflerhood of holy Nunnes : 
Stay not to que(lion,for the watch is coroming. 
Come, go good Iulief,\ dare no longer ftay. Exit. 

Jul. Go get thee hence, for I will notuaway, 
What^s here ? A cup cloc*d in my true lo : es hand? 
Poyfon I fee hath bin his timelefTe end 
O churle,drinke all? and ]e[i no friendly drop. 
To helpe me after, I will kifTe thy lips, 
Happlie fome poyfon yet doth hang on them, 
To make me die wth a refloradue. 
Thy lips are warme. 

Enter Bey and V^atcb. 

jm atcbt Lead Boy, which way i 

lul. Yea noife? 
Then ile be briefe. O happy Dagger. 
*Tis in thy fheath, there ruft and let me die Kits ber/elfe. 

*Boy. This is the place, 
There where the Torch doth bume 

Watch. The ground is bloody, 
Search about the Churchyard. 
Go fome of you, who ere you find attach. 
Pittifull fight, here lies the Counde fiaine. 
And luUeU bleeding, warme and newly dead 



Who here hath laine thefe two dayes buried. 
Go tell the Prince, runne to the Capulets^ 
Raife vp the Mountagues, Come others fearch, 
We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do lye. 
But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes. 
We cannot without circum (lance defcry. 
Enter Romeo*tman, 

fVatcb. Here's Romeo'r man. 
We found him in the Churchyard. 

Con, Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hither. 
Enter Frier ^and anotber ff^atcbmati, 
2. Vat, Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes, and wcepei 
We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade ^m biro, 
As he was comming from this Church-yard fide. 

Con, A great rufpidon,fby the Frier too. 
Enter tbe Prince, 

Prin. What mlfaduenture is fo earely rp, 
That calls our perfon from our mornings reft ? 

Enter Capu/et and bis fflff. 

Cap, What fhould it be that they fo fhrike abroad? 

Jirije. O the people in the ffa-eete crie Ronua, 
Some /«//rr,and fome Pari ^znd all runne 
With open outcry toward out Monument. 

Pri. What feare is this which fhirtles in your eares? 

Wat. Soueraigne, here lies the Counde Pari fiaine, 
And Romeo dead, and luHet dczd before, 
Warme and new kifd. 

Trin. Search, 
Seeke,and know how, this foule murder comes. 

ff^at. Here is a Frier, and Slaughtered Romeot man. 
With Inftruments vpon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens Tombes. 

Caf. O heauen I 
O wife looke how our Daughter bleedes ! 
This Dagger hath mifbine,fbr loe his houfe 
Is empty on the backe of Mountagtu^ 
And is mifheathed in my Daughters bofome. 

H^fe. O me, this fightofdeath,isa8 a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 
Enter Mountague. 

Pri. Come Mountague, for thou art early Tp 
To fee thy Sonne and Heire, now early downe. 

' Atoun. Alas my liege, my wife is dead to night, 
Griefe of my Sonnes exile hath ftopt her breath: 
What further woe confpires againft my age ? 

Prin. Looke: and thou fhalt fee. 

Moun. O thou vntaught, what manners in is this, 
To prefTe before thy Father to a grauc ? 

Pritt, Scale vp the mouth of outra ge for a while, 
Till we can cleare thefe ambiguities. 
And know their fpring, their head, their true defcent. 
And then will I be general! of your woes. 
And lead you euen to death?meane dme fbrbeare, 
And let mifchance be flaue to padence. 
Bring forth the parties of fufpidon. 

Fri. I am the greareft,able to doe leaft. 
Yet moft fufpe^ed as the dme and place 
Doth make againft me of this direfiill murther : 
And heere I ftand both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned, and my felfe excused. 

Prin. Then fay at once, what ^thou doft know in this* 

Fri. 1 will be briefe, for my fhort date ofbreath '"^ 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 
Romeo there dead, was husband to that /«//«f, 
And fhe there dead, that's Romeos faithfiill wife: 
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1 thrm; and their ftolne marriage day 
\alt s Doomefday : whofe vntim^ly death 
the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie : 
m ( and not for Tybalt) Juliet pinde. 
remoue that iiege of Greefe from her, 
d,and would haue married her perforce 
itJe Pari. Then comes (he to me, 
th wilde lookes) bid me deuife Tome meanes 
er from this fecond Marriage, 
Cell there would ihe kill her felfe. 
ae I her ((b TutorM by my Art) 
ig Potion, which Co tooke efTe^ 
mded, for it wrought on her 
le of death. Meane time, I writ to ^(om«o, 
ihoold hither come, as this dyre night, 
* to take her from her borrowed graue, 
e time the Potions force ihould ceafe. 
irhich bore my Letter, Frier Jobn, 
'*d by accident ; and yeftemight 
I my Letter backe. Then all alone, 
trefixed houre of her waking, 
» take her from her Kindreds vault, 
; to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 
mueniently could fend to Ronuo, 
D I came (fome Minute ere the time 
waking) heere vntimely lay 
ble Parity and true Romeo dead, 
ices, and I intreated her come foorth, 
re this worke of Heauen, with patience : 
, a noyfe did fcarre me from the Tombe, 
(too defperate) would not go with me, 
t feemes) did violence on her felfe. 
[ know,and to the Marriage her Nurfe is priuy : 
ught in this mifcarried by my fault, 
3ld life be racrificM,rorae houre before the time, 
e rigour of feuereft Law. 
We ftill haue knowne thee for a Holy man. 
%ome9*t man ? What can he fay to this ? 
I brought my Mailer newes of luliets death. 



And then in pofte he came from Mantua 
To this fame place, to this fame Monument. 
This Letter he early bid me giue his Father, 
And threatned me with death, going in the Vault, 
If I departed not, and left him there. 

Pri'jv. Gioe me the Letter,! will look on it. 
Where is the Counties Page that raised the Watch ? 
Sirra, what made your Mafter in this place ? 

PageMt came with fiowres to ftrew his Ladies graue. 
And bid me ftand aloofe, and fo I dhi : 
Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
And by and by my Maifler drew on him. 
And then I ran away to call the Watch. * 

Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friers words. 
Their courfe of Loue, the tydings of her death t 
And heere be writes, that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Pothecarie, and therewithall 
Came to this Vault to dye, and lye with Mirt, 
Where be thefe Enemies ? CafuUt, Atountague, 
See what a fcourge is laide vpon your hate. 
That Heauen finds meanes to kill your ioyes with Loue ; 
And I, for winking at your difcords too, 
Haue loft a brace of Kinfmen : All are puniihM. 

Cap. O Brother Mountagutf giue me thy hand. 
This is my Daughters ioynture, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Maun. But I can giue thee more : 
For I will raife her Sutue in pure Gold, 
That whiles Verona by that name is knowne , 
There ihall no figure at that Rate be fet, 
As that of True and FaithfuU luliet. 

Cap. As rich (hall Romeo by his Lady ly, 
Poore facrifices of our enmity. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings. 
The Sunne for forrow will not (hew his head } 
Go he;nce, to haue more talke of thefe fad things, 
Some (hall be pardon*d, and fome puniihed. 
For neuer was a Storie of more Wo, 
Then this of luJiet^ and her Romeo. Exeunt omnes 
Gg 
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THE LIFE OF TYMON 


OF ATHENS. 


aASlus Primus. 


Sccena Vrima. 


Enter Poet^ Painter y leweller^ Merchant , and Mercer ^ 


One might interpret. 


at feuerall (Joores, 


Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life : 




Heere is a touch : Is't good? 


Poet. 


Poet. I will fay of it. 


ijj/^^^ Ood day Sir. 


It Tutors Nature, Artificial! ftrife 


•gfimgg Pain. I am glad y'are well. 


Liues in thefe toutches, liuelier then life. 


^SS|y}t Poet. I haue not feene you long, how goes 




^C^nSaU the World? 


Enter certaine Senators. 


Pain. It weares fir, as it growes. 


Pain. How this Lord is followed. 


foet. I that's well knowne : 


Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy men. 


But what particular Rarity ? What ftrange, 


Pain. Looke moe. 


Which manifold record not matches : fee 


Po. You fee this confluence, this great flood of rifito 


Magicke of Bounty, all thefe fpirits thy power 


I haue in this rough worke, (hap*d out a man 


Hath coniurM to attend. 


Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugge 


I know the Merchant. 


With ampleft entertainment : My free drift 


Tain. I know them both : th*others a Jeweller. 


Halts not particularly, but moues it felfi; 


cM^er. O 'tis a worthy Lord. 


In a wide Sea of wax, no leuell'd malice 


Ie9. Nay that*s moft fixt. 


Infeds one comma in the courfe I hold. 


Aier. A moft incomparable man, breathM as it were, 


But flies an Eagle flight, bold, and forth on. 


To an vntyreable and continuate goodneiTe : 


Leauing no Tn&. behinde. 


He paOcs. 


Pain. How fhall I vnderftand you ? 


lew. I haue a lewell heere. 


Poet, I will vnboult to you. 


Mer. O pray let's fce*t. For the Lord 7iifiojy,fir / 


You fee how all Conditions, how all Mindes, 


Jewel. If he will touch the eftimate. But for that 


As well of glib and fit pp'ry Creatures, as 


Poet. When we for recompence haue prais*d the vild. 


Of Graue and auftere qualitie, tender downe 


It ftaines the glory in that happy Verfe, 


Their feniiccs to Lord Tmon : his large Fortune, 


Which aptly fings the good. 


Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging. 


e^er. 'Tis a good forme. 


Subdues and properties to his loue and tendance 


Jewel. And rich : heere is a Water lookc ye. 


All forts of hearts; yea, from the glafTe-ficM Flatterer 


Pain. You are rapt fir, in fome worke, fbme Dedica- 


To jipemantm^ that few things loues better 


tion to the great Lord. 


Then to abhorre himfelfe j euen hee drops downe 


Poet. A thing dipt idlely from me. 


The knee before him, and returnes in peace 


Our Poefie is as a Gowne, which vfe* 


Moft rich in Timons nod. 


From whence 'tis nouriflit : the fire i'th'Flint 


Pain, I faw them fpeake together. 


Shewes not, till it be ftrooke : our gentle fiame 


Poet. Sir, I haue vpon a high and pleafant hill 


Prouokes it felfe, and like the currant fiyes 


Feign'd Fortune to be thronM . 


Each bound it chafes. What haue you there? 


TheBafeo'th'Mount 


Pain. A Pifture fir : when comes your Booke forth ? 


Is rank*d with all deferts, all kinde of Naturet 


Poet. Vpon the heeles of my prefentment fir. 


That labour on the bofome of this Sphere, 


Let's fee your peece. 


To propagate their fbtes ; among*ft them all. 


Pain. *Tii a good Peece. 


Whofe eyes are on this Soueraigne Lady fixt, 


Toet. So 'tis, this comes oflF well, and excellent. 


One do I perfonate of Lord Timons frame. 


Ptfiff. Indifferent. 


Whom Fortune with her luory hand wafts to her. 


Poet. Admirable : How this grace 


Whofe prefent grace, to prefent flaues and (eniants 


Spcakcs his owne ftanding : what a mentall power 


Tranflates his Riuals. 


This eye ihootes forth? How bigge imagination 


Pain. 'Tis conceyuM, to fcopc 


Moues in this Lip, to th*dumbnefle of the gefture, 


This Throne, this Fortune, and this Hill me thinkes 
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ne man becken*d from the reft below, 


loyne with me to forbid him her refort, 


his head againft the fteepy Mount 


My felfe haue fpoke in vaine. 


ibe his happinefle, would be well expreft 


Ttm, The man is honeft. 


Condition. 


Oidm. Therefore he will be Ttmon, 


Nay Sir, but heare me on : 


His honefty rewards him in it felfe. 


fe which %vere his Fellovres but of late. 


It muft not beare my Daughter. 


etter then his valew j on the moment 


Tim. Does ftie loue him ? 


his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 


Oldm. She is yong and apt : 


tacrificiall whifperings in his eare. 


Our owne precedent paffions do inftruA vs 


iacred euen his ftyrrop, and through him 


What leuities in youth. 


the free Ayre. 


Tim, Loue you the Maid ? 


. I marry, what of thefe ? 


Luc, I my good Lord,and ftie accepts of it. 


. When Fortune in her ihift and change of mood 


Oldm, If in her Marriage my confent be miffing. 


1 downe her late beloued ; all his Dependants 


1 call the Gods to witnefle, I will choofe 


laboured after him to the Mountaines top. 




D their knees and hand, let him fit downe, 


And difpoiTeiTe her all. 


le accompanying his declining foot. 


Tim, How (hall /he be endowed. 


r. Tis common : 


If (he be mated with an equall Husband ? 


(and morall Paintings I can fiiew. 


Oldm. Three Talents on the prefent $ in future, all. 


iall demonftrate thefe quicke blowes of Fortunes, 


Tim. This Gentleman of mine 


regnantly then words. Yet you do well, 


Hath feru*d me long : 


V Lord Ttmon^ that meane eyes haue feene 


To build his Fortune, I will ftraine a little. 


9t aboue the head. 


For 'tis a Bond in men. Giue him thy Daughter, 




What you beftow, in him He counterpoize. 


Trumpets found. 


And make him weigh with her. 


'uter Lord Tmon^ addreffitig bimfelft curteoujly 
toeuery Sttor, 


Oldm. Moft Noble Lord, 


Pawne me to this your Honour, (he is his. 




Tim. My hand to thee, 


Imprifbn*d is he, fay you ? 


Mine Honour on my promife. 


C I my good Lord, fiue Talents is his debt. 


Luc. Humbly I thanke your Lord(hip, neuer may 


anes moft fiiort, bis Creditors rooft ftraite: 


That ftate or Fortune fall into my keeping. 


[onourable Letter he defires 


Which is not owed to you. Exit 


fe haue ihut him vp, which fiuling. 


Poet. Vouchfafe my Labour, 


his comfort. 


And long liue your Lordfhip. 


. Noble rentidm well: 


Tim. I thanke you, you (hall heare from me anon : 


)t of that Feather, to fiiake off 


Go not away. What haue you there, my Friend ? 


end when he muft ncede me. I do know him 


Pain. A peece of Painting, which I dobefeech 


Jeman,that well deferues a helpe. 


Your Lord(hip to accept. 


he (hall haue. He pay the debt, and free him. 


Tim. Paindng is welcome. 


, Your Lordfliip euer bindes him. 


The Painting b almoft the Naturall man : 


, Commend me to him, I will fend his ranfome. 


For fince Difhonor Traffickes with mans Nature, 


ing enfranchized bid him come to me ; 


He is but out-fide : Thefe PenfilM Figures are 


t enough to helpe the Feeble vp. 


Euen fuch as they glue out. I like your worke. 


fupport him after. Fare you well. 


And you (hall finde I like it j Waite attendance 


All happinefle to your Honor. Exit, 


Till you heare further from me. 




Pain. The Gods preferue ye. 


Enter an old Athenian, 


Tim. Well fare you Gentleman : giue me your hand. 


. Lord 77i»0ir, heare me fpeake. 


We muft needs dine together : fir your Jewell 


Freely good Father. 


Hath fufifered vnder praife. 


. Thou haft a Seruant nam'd Ludlius. 


level. What my Lord, difpraife ? 


I haue fo: What of him? 


Tim. A meere (aciety of Commendations, 


. Moft Noble Ttmon, call the man before thee. 


If J (hould pay you fbr*t as *tis extold. 


Attends he heere, or no? LmcUHm. 


It would vnclew me quite. 


Heere at your Lordihips feruice. 


lewel. My Lord, 'tis rated 


. This Fellow heere, L.Timoiff, this thy Creature, 


As thofe which fell would giue : but yoo well know, 


It frequents my houfe. I am a man 


Things of like valew differing in the Owners, 


om my firft haue beene inclined to thrift, 


Are prixed by their Mafters. Belceu't decre Lord, 


f eftate deferues an Hey re more rais'd. 


You mend the lewell by the wearing it. 


ne which holds a Trencher. 


Tim. Well mock*d. Enter jipermantui. 


Well: what fiirther? 


Mtr, No my good Lord, he fpeakes ^ common toong 


One onely Daughter haue I, no Kin elfe. 


Which all men fpeake with him. 


om I may conferre what I haue got : 


Tim. Looke who comes heere, will you be chid? 


aid is faire, a*th*youngeft for a Bride, 


levnl. Wee'l beare with your Lord(hip. 


liaue bred her at my deereft coft 


Mtr, Hee*l fpare none. 


lines of the beft. This man of thine 


Tm. Good morrow to thee, 


Its her loue : I prythee (Noble Lord) 


Gentle Afermantm. 




gg a Aper 
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Aft. Till I be gentle, ftay thou for thy good morrow. 
When thou art Timons dogge, and thefe Knaues honeft. 

Tim. Why doft thou call them Knauea, thou know^ft 
them not? 

Ai>e. Are they not Athenians ? 
• Tim, Yes. 

Ape. Then I repent not. 

lev. You know mc, Apemantiu ? 

Ape. Thou know^ft I do, 1 calPd thee by thy name. 

Tim, Thou art proud Atemantut} 

Ape, Of nothing fo much,ai that I am not like Tmon 

'Tim, Whether art going } 

Ape, To knocke out an honeft Athenians braines. 

Tim. That*s a deed thou*t dye for. 

•Ape, Right, if doing nothing be death by th*Law. 

Tm, How lik*ft thou this pidure Apemantm ? 

Abe. The beft, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it. 

Ape, He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
yet he*s but a filthy peece of worke. 

Pain, Y*are a Dogge. 

Ape, Thy Mothers of my generation s what*s ihe,if I 
be a Dogge ? 

Tm. Wilt dine with me Apemantm ? 

Ape, No : I eate not Lords. 

Tim. And thou fliould*ft,thoud*ft anger Ladies. 

Abe, O they eate Lords } 
So they come by great bellies. 

Ttm, That's a lafciuious apprehenfion. 

Ape. So, thou apprehend'ft it. 
Take it for thy labour. 

Tim. How doft thou like this lewell, yf/nwtfii/ftf ? 

Ape. Not fo well as plain-dealing, which wil not caft 
a man a Doit* 

Tm, What doft thou thinke *tis worth? 

Ape, Not worth my thinking. 
How now Poet? 

Foet, How now Philofopher ? 

Ape. Thou lyeft. 

Foet. Art not one ? 

Ape. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lye not. 

Ape. Art not a Poet ? 

Poet. Yet. 

Ape. Then thou lyeft : 
Looke in thy laft worke, where thou haft fogin*d him a 
worthy Fellow. 

^oet. That's not feign*d, he is fo. 

Ape. Yes he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee fot thy 
labour. He that loues to be flattered, b worthy o'th flat- 
terer. Heauens,that I were a Lord. 

Tm. What wouldft do then Apemantm? 

Abe. E'ne as Apemantm does now,|hate a Lord with 
my heart. 

77m. What thy felfo* 

Ape. I. 

Ttm. Wherefore? 

Ape. That I had no angiy vnt. to be a Lord. ] 
Art not thou a Merchant ? 

Mir, I Apemantm. 

Ape. Traffick confound thee, if the Gods willnot. 

Mtr. If Trafficke do it, the Gods do it. 

Ape. Traffickes thy God,& thy God confound thee. 
Trumpet founds. Enter a Mejfenger, 

Tm, What Trumpets that* 

MeJ. ^Tis Alcihiades fSLtid fome twenty Horfe 



All of Com panionfhi p. 

Tm. Pray enteruine them, giue them guide to v 
You muft needs dine with me : go not you hence 
Till I haue thankt you : when dinners done 
Shew me this peece, I am ioyfuU of your fights. 

Enter Alcibiades vitb the reft, 
Moft welcome Sir. 

•Ape. So^fo; their Aches contra^, and flenie 
fupple ioynts : that there fhould bee fmall loae aro< 
thefe fweet Knaues, and all this Curtefie. The ftrai 
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 

Ale, Sir, you haue fau'd my longing, and I iced 
Moft hungerlv on your fight. 

Ttm, Right welcome Sir t 
Ere we depatt, wee'l fhare a bounteous time 
In different pleafures. 
Pray you let vs in. Examt* 

Enter tvfo Lords. , 

I .Lord What time a day is*t jfytmamtm ? 

Ape, Time to be honeft. 

1 That time femes ft'ill. 

Ape. The moft accurfed thou that (till omitft it. 

2 Thou art going to Lord Ttwsoms Feaft. 

Ape. I, to fee meate fill Knaues, and Wine heat i 
1 Farther well, farthee MrelU 
Ape, Thou art a Foole to bid me fore well twice. 
% Why Apemantm ? 

Ape. Should'ft haue kept one to thy felfo, for I n 
to giue thee none. 

1 Hang thy felfe. 

Ape. No I will do nothing at thy bidding: 
Make thy requefts to thy Friend. 

2 Away vn peaceable Dogge, 
Or lie fpurne thee hence. 

•Ape, I will flye like a dogge, the heeles a'th'AiK 

1 Hee*s oppofite to humanity. 
Comes fhall we in. 

And tafte Lord Ttmons bountie : he out-goes 
The verie heart of kindneffe. 

2 He powres it out : flutm the God of Gold 
Is but his Steward : no meede but he repayes 
Seuen-fold aboue it felfo : No goift to him, 

But breeds the giuer a retume : exceeding 
All vfo of quittance. 

1 The Nobleft minde he canies, 
That euer gouern*d man. 

2 Long may he liue in Fortunes. Shall we in ? 
He keepe you Company. £, 

Hoboyis PUymg lend Mafickf, 

A great Banquet feru*d in t and tben^ Enter L&rd Titm 
States, the Athenian Lords, Ventigius which Tmm 
deem*d from prifon. Then comes dropping mfier all 
mantus difcontentedly liJ^ himfelft, 

Ventig. Moft honoured Ttmoa^ 
It hath pleas*d the Gods to remember my Fathen ^ 
And call him to long peace : 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich: 
Then, as in gratefoU Vertue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do returne thofe Talents 
Doubled with thankes and (eruice, foom whoTe helpc 
I deriu'd libertie. 

Tim. O by DO meanes, 
Honeft Ventigius : You miflake my loue^ 
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\ gaue it freely euer, and ther's none 

3aa truely iky he giues, if he receiues : 

[f oar betters play at that game, we muA not dare 

To imitate them : faults that are rich are^iire. 

^nf. A Noble fpirit. 

TiM.Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but deuis'd at firft 
To fet a glofle on ^nt deedsj hollow welcomes, 

I Recanting goodneiTeyforry ere Vis fhowne: 
But where there is true friend/hip, there needs none. 
I Pray fit^more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 
J Then my Fortunes to me. 

I. Lord, My Lord, we alwaies haue confeft it. 
Aper. Ho ho, confeft it/ Handg^d it? Haue you not/ 
Tine. O jlpermantut^ you are welcome . 
Aptr. No : You (hall not make me welcome t 
I come to haue thee thruft me out of doores. 

Tim. Fie, th*art a churle, ye^haue got a humour there 
Does not become a man, *tis much too blame : 
They (ay my LordSfJrafuror breuk tft^ 
But yond man is verie angrie. 
Go, let him haue a Table by himfelfe : 
For he does neither afTed companie. 
Nor is he fit for*t indeed. 

Afer, Let me ftay at thine apperill Timotif 
I come to obferue, I giue thee warning on*t. 

Tm. I take no heede of thee : Th*art an Atbeniany 
therefore welcome : I my felfe would haue no power, 
prythee let my meate make thee (ilent. 
^ Apir. I fcome thy meate, *twould choake me ; for I 

afliould nere (latter thee. Oh you Gods ! What a number 
of men eats Timon^ and he fees *em not ? It greeues me 
ijl to (ce fo many dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
;| all the mzdneffk is, he cheeres them vp too. ' 

SI wonder men dare trull themfelues with men. 
Me thinks they (hould enuite them without kniues, 
^ Good for there meare,and fafer for their liues. 
r There's much example for*t,the fellow that (its next him, 
^ now parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
i a diuided draught : is the rcadieft man to kill him. *Tas 
beene proued, if I were ai huge man 1 (hould feare to 
drinke at meales, leaft they ^ould fpie my wind-pipes 
dangerous noates, great men (hould drinke with harneffe 
on their throates. 
Tim. My Lord in heart : and let the health go round. 
1. L^J. Let it flow this way my good Lord. 
./^r . Flow this way? A braue fellow. He keepcs his 
tides well, thofe healths will make thee and thy (late 
looke ill ,Tmon. 

Heere*s that which is too weake to be a (inner, 
Honeft water, which nere left man i'th'mire : 
This and my food are equals, there's no ods, 
Fea(b are to proud to giue thanks to the Gods. 

Atermanttu ffraci, 
Immertall Qods^I craue no p*lft% 
I pray for no man but my felfty 
Graunt I may neuer prouejofomd^ 
To trufi man on hit Oath or ^ond. 
Or a Harlot for btr vetping^ 
Or a Dogge that fremes ajleeping^ 
Or a kf^ptr vritb nrf frttdomty 
Or w^ friends if IJbould need *tm» 

Amen. So fall too*t : 

Rkhmenjtn^ and I eat root. 
Much good dich thy good htzxt^Afermantm 
Tim. Captaine, 
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Alcibiades, your hearts in the field now. 

Aid. My heart is euer at your reruice,my Lord. 

Tim. You had rather be at a breakefaft of Enemies, 
then a dinner of Friends. 

Aic. So they were bleeding new my Lord, there's no 
meat like *em,I could wi(h my beft friend at fuch a Feaft. 

Aper. Would all thofe Flatterers were thine Enemies 
then, that then thou might*ft kill *em : Se bid me to 'em. 

I. Lord. Might we but haue that happinefTe my Lord, 
that you would once vfe our hearts, whereby we might 
exprefTe fome part of our scales, we (hould thinke our 
felues for euer perfe€l. 

Timon. Oh no doubt my good Friends, but the Gods 
themfelues haue prouided that I (hall haue much helpe 
from you: how had you beene my Friends elfe. Why 
haue you that charitable title from thoufands ? Did not 
you chiefely belong to my heart? I haue told more of 
you to my felfe, then you can with modeftie fpeake in 
your owne behalfe. And thus farre I confirme you. Oh 
you Gods (thinke I,) what need we haue any Friends^ if 
we (hould nere haue need of 'em ? They were the moft 
needle(re Creatures liuingj (hould we nere haue vfe for 
'em f And would moft refemble fweete Inftruments 
hung vp in Cafes, that keepes there founds to them- 
(elues. Why I haue often wi(ht my felfe poorer, that 
I might come neerer to you : we are borne to do bene- 
fits. And what better or properer can we call our owne, 
then the riches of our Friends ? Oh what a pretious com- 
fort 'ds, to haue (b many like Brothers commanding 
one anothers Fortunes. Oh ioyes, e'ne made away er*t 
can be borne :mine eies cannot hold out waterme thinks, 
to forget their Faults. I drinke to you. 

•Aper. Thou weep'ft to make them drinke, Timon. 

2 . Lord. loy had the like conception in our eies, 
And at that infhnt, like a babe fprung vp. 

Aper. Ho, ho; I laugh to thinke that babe a baftard. 

3. Lord. I promife you my Lord you mou'd me much. 

Aper. Much. 

Sound Tncl(et, Enter the MasJ^t of Amamns ,9'itb 
Lutes in their hands ydauncing and playing. 

Tim. What meanes that Trumpe? How now i 

Enter Seruant. 
Ser. Pleafe you my Lord, there are ceruine Ladies 
Moft deficous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies ? what are their wils ? 
Ser. There comes with them a fore-runner my Lord, 
which bcares that o(ficc,to fignific their plcafurcs. 
Tim. I pray let them be admitted. 

Enter Cupid with the cMaskf of Ladies, 

Cup, Haile to thee worthy Ttmon and to all that of 
his Bounties ufterthe fiue heft Sencesa c knowledge thee 
their Patron, and come freely to gratulate thy plentious 
bofome. 

There taft, touch all,pleas'd from thy Table rife: 
They onely now come but to Feaft thine eies. 

Timo. They'r wecome all, let 'em haue kind admits 
tance.Muficke make their welcome. 

Luc. You fee my Lord, how ample y'are belou'd. 
Aper. Hoyday, 
What a fweepe of vanitie comes this way. 
They daunce ? They arc madwomen, 

ggj Like 



82 



Timon of (Athens. 



Like MadneiTe is the glory of this life, 

As this pompe fhewes to a little oyle and roote. 

We make our felues Fooles, to difport our feluet, 

And fpend our Flatteries, to drinke thofe men, 

Vpon whofe Age we voyde it vp agen 

With poyfonous Spight and Enuy. 

Who Hues, that's not depraued, or depraues ; 

Who dyes, that beares not one fpurne to their graues 

Of their Friends guift : 

I /hould feare, thofe that dance before me now, 

Would one day (bmpe vpon me t 'Tas bene done, 

Men ihut their doores againft a fetting Sunne* 

Tbi Lords rife from Tahle, with much adoring of Timon, and 
tojktm their Uues, each fugle out an jimauonyand all 
Dance y men mtb vomen^ a loftie Jiraint or ttpo to the 
HoboyeSf and ceaje, 

Tim. You haue done our pleafures 
Much grace (faire Ladies) 
Set a /aire fashion on our entertainment. 
Which was not halfe fo beautifull, and kinde : 
You haue added worth vntoo't, and lufter. 
And entertained me with mine owne deuice. 
I am to thanke you for't. 

I Lord. My Lord you take ts euen at the beft. 

^^^r.Faith for the worft is filthy, and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you, 
Pleafe you to difpofe your felues. 

All La. Moft thankfully,my Lord. Bxeunt. 

Tim. Flauim. 

Fla. My Lord. 

77m. The little Casket bring me hither. 

Fla. Yes, my Lord. More lewels yet / 
There is no eroding him in*s humor, 
Elfe I ihould tell him well, yfaith I ihould ; 
When airs fpent,hee*ld be croft then, and he could : 
*Tis pitty Bounty had not eyes behinde, 
That man might ne're be wretched for his minde. Exit . 

I Lord. Where be our men ? 

Ser. Heere my Lord,in readinefle. 

1 Lord. Our Horfes. 

Tm. O my Friends ; 
I haue one word to fay to you .* Looke you, my good L. 
I muft intreat you honour me fo much, 
As to aduance this Iewell,accept it,and weare it, 
Kinde my Lord. 

I Lord. I am fo farre already in your guifb. 

All. So are we all. 

Enter a Seruant. 

Ser. My Lord, there are certaine Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to vilit you. 

Tim. They are ^irely welcome. 
Enter Flanitn. 

Fla. I befeech your Honor, vouchfafe me a word, it 
does concerne you neere. 

Tim. Neere ? why then another time lie heare thee. 
I prythee let*8 be prouided to fhew them entertainment. 

Fla. I fcarfe know how. 

Enter another Seruant. 

Ser. May it pleafe your Honor, Lord Lueiut] 
(Out of his fi-ee loue) hath prefented to you 
Foure Milke-white Horfes, trapt in Siluer. 

Ttm. I fhiU accept them fairely : let the Prefents 
Be worthily entertain*d. 



Enter a third Seruant. 
How now ? What newes f 

^.Ser, Pleafe you my Lord, that honourable Gentle- 
man Lord Luculluiy entreats your companie to morrow, 
to hunt with him, and ha*s fent your Honour two brace 
of Grey-hounds. 

Ttm. He hunt with him. 
And let them be rcceiuM, not without faire Reward. 

Fla. What will this come to ? 
He commands vs to prouide, and gioe great guifts, and 

all out of an empty Cofier : 
Nor will he know his Purfe,or yeeld me this. 
To ihew him what a Begger his heart is. 
Being of no power to make his wiihes good. 
His promifes flye fo beyond his ftate. 
That what he fpeaks is all in debt, he ows for eu*ry word: 
He is fo kinde,that he now payes intereft for't; 
His Land's put to their Bookes. Well, would I were 
Gently put out of Office, before I were fbrc*d out: 
Happier is he that has no friend to feede. 
Then fuch that do e*ne Enemies exceede. 
I bleed inwardly for my Lord. Exit 

Ttm, You do your felues much wrong, 
You bate too much of your owne merits* 
Heere my Lord,a trifle of our Loue. 

%.Lord. With more then common thanket 
I will receyue it* 

3 .Lord. O he's the very foule of Bounty. 

Tim, And now I remember my Lord, you gaue good 
words the other day of a Bay Courfer I rod on. Tis yours 
bccaufe you lik'd it. 

i.L.Oh, 1 befeech you pardon mee, my Lord, in that. 

Ttm. You may take my word my Lonl : I know no 
man can iuftly praiie, but what he does affed. I wrighe 
my Friends affis^on with mine owne : He tell you true, 
He call to you. 

All Lor. O none fo welcome. 

Ttm. I take all, and your feuerall vifitationt 
So kinde to heart, 'tis not enough to giue : 
Me thinkes, I could deale King domes to my Friends, 
And nere be wearie. AlciSiades, 
Thou art a Soldiour, therefore fildome rich. 
It comes in Charitie to thee : for all thy liuing 
Is mong'ft the dead : and all the Lands thou haft 
Lye in a pitcht field. 

Ale. I, defil'd Land, my Lord. 

I. Lord. We are fo vertuoufly bound. 

Tim. And fo am I to you. 

%.Lord. So infinitely endeer'd. 

Tim, All to you. Lights, more Lights. 

l.Lord. The beft of Happinei, Honor, and Fortunes 
Keepe with you Lord Tmon. 

Tim. Ready for his Friends. Exeunt Lords 

Aper, What a coiles heere, feruing of beckes,and iut- 
ting out of bummes. I doubt whether their Legges be 
worth the fummes that are giuen for 'em* 
Friendihips full of dregges. 

Me thinkes falfe hearts, fhould neuer haue found leggcs. 
Thus honeft Fooles lay out their wealth on Curtfies. 

Tim. Now Apermantm{ if thou wert not fullen) 
I would be good to thee. 

Aper. No, He nothing; for if I fhould be brib'd too, 
there would be none left to raile vponthee,and then thou 
wouldft finne the fafter. Thou giu'ft fo long Ttmw (I 
feare me) thou wilt giue away thy felfe in paper (hortljr. 
What needs thefe Feafts,pompes, and Vaine-glories ? 

Ttm. 

So"' 
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Nay,and you begin to raile on Societie once, I 
ne not to giue regard to you. Farewell,& come 
ter Muficke. Bxit 

. So : Thou wilt not heare mee now, thou (halt 
I. He locke thy heauen from thee :i 

mens eares ihould be 
ifcU deafe, but not to Flatterie. Exit 

Enter a Senator, 
And late fiue thoufand : to f^arro and to Ifidon 
I nine thoufand, beiides my former fumme, 
nakei it fiue and twenty. Still in motion 
g wafte? It cannot hold, it will not. 
t Gold , fteale but a beggert Dogge, 
e it T/moA, why the Dogge coines Gold. 
Id fell my Horle,and buy twenty moe 
len he ; why giue my Horfe to Timon, 
ithing, giue it him, it Foles me ftraight 
e Horfes : No Porter at his gate, 
er one that fmiles,and ftill inuites 

paife by. It cannot hold, no reifon 
!)d his ftate in {afety. Ca/>bif hoa, 
lay. 

Snter Cafbii. 
Fleere fir, what is your pleafure. 
Get on your cloake,& haft you to Lord Timon, 
ne him for my Moneyes, be not ceaft 
ght deniall ; nor then filenc*d, when 
id me to your Mafter,and the Cap 
1 the righc hand, thus : but tell him, 
I cry to me ; I muft ferue my turne 
nine owne, his dayes and times are paft, 

reliances on his framed dates 
lit my credit. I loue, and honour him, 
I not breake my backe, to heale his finger, 
ite are my needs, and my releefe 
t be toft and turn*d to me in words, 
e fupply immediate. Get you gone, 
I moft importunate afped, 
: of demand : for I do feare 
uery Feather ftickes in his owne wing, 
mn will be left a naked gull,i 
flaihes now a Phoenir, get you gone. 
[ go fir. 
I go fir? 

e Bonds along with you, 
je the dates in. Come. 
[ will Sir. 
Go. Exeunt 

nter Stevardy wtb many bilUs in bit band. 
No care, no ftop, fo fenfelefTe of expence, 
will neither know how to maintaine it, 
(e his fiow of Riot. Takes no accompt 
ings go from him, nor refume no care 
: is to continue: neuer minde, 
be fo vnwife, to be fo kinde. 
lall be done, he will not heare, till feele : 
le round with him, now he comes firom hunting, 
fie, fie. 

Enter Capbu^Ifidore^andVarro, 
Good euen Varro i what, you come for money? 
]s*t not your bufinefle too i 
It is, and yours too, Ifidoref 
It is fo. 



Cap, Would we were all difcharg^d. 

Var, I feare it, 

Cap, Heere comes the Lord. 

Enter Ttmonyand bk Trainee 

Tim, So foone as dinners done,wee*l fi>rth againe 
My Alcibiades. With me, what is your will? 

Cap. My Lord, heere is a note of certaine dues. 

77m. Dues? whence are you ? 

Cap, Of Athens heere, my Lord. 

Tim, Go to my Steward. 

Cap. Pleafe it your Lordihip, he hath put me oflf 
To the fucceflion of new dayes this moneth : 
My Mafter is awak*d by great Occafion, 
To call Tpon his owne, and humbly prayes you, 
That with your other Noble parts, you*! fuite. 
In giuing him his right. 

Tim, Mine honeft Friend, 
I prythee but repaire to me next morning. 

Cap, Nay, good my Lord. 

Tim, Containe thy felfe,good Friend. 

yar^ One Varroes feruant,my good Lord. 

JJid, From Jfidorej he humbly prayes your fpeedy pay- 
ment. 

Capm If you did know my Lord, my Mafters wants. 

Var, 'Twas due on forfeyture my Lord, fixe weekes, 
and paft. 

IJi. Your Steward puts me oflFmy Lord,and I 
Am fent expreifely to your Lordftiip. 

Tim, Giue me breath : 
I do befeech you good my Lords keepe on. 
He waite vpon you inftantly. Come hither : pray you 
How goes the world, that I am thus encountred 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 
And the detention of long fince due debts 
Againft my Honor ? 

Stem, Pleafe you Gentlemen, 
The time is vnagreeable to this bufineife : 
Your importunacie ceafe, till after dinner. 
That I may make his Lordfhip vnderftand] 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim, Do fo my Friends, fee them well entertained. 

Stew, Pray draw neere. Exit, 

Enter Apemantui and Fooie. 

Capb. Suy,ftay, here comes the Foole with Apemam' 
tu6y let's ha fome fport with *em. 

yar. Hang him,hee*l abufe vs. 

Jfid. A plague vpon him dogge. 

f^ar. How doft Foole ? 

Ape, Doft Dialogue with thy ihadow ? 

rar. I fpeake not to thee. 

Ape. No 'tis to thy felfe. Come away. 

Jfi, There's the Foole hangs on your backe already* 

Ape, No thou ftand*ft fingle, th*art not on him yet. 

Cap. Where's the Foole now ? 

Ape. He laft ask'd the queftion. Poore Rogues, and 
Vfurers men. Bauds betweene Gold and want. 

AI, What are we Apemantui ? 

Ape. AiTes. 

A//. Why? 

•^Pff That you ask me what you are, tc do not know 
your lelues. Speake to 'em Foole. 

Focle, How do you Gentlemen? 

A/i. Gramercies good Foole : 
How does your Miftris? 

Foele. 
___ 
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Foole, She's e*ne fetting on water to fcalM fuch Chic- 
kens as. you are. Would we could fee you at Corinth. 
Ape, Good, Gramercy. 

Enter Page, 

Foole, Looke you^heere comes my Mafters Page. 

Page, Why how now Captaine? what do you in this 
wife Company. 
How doft thou Apermantui} 

Ape, Would I had a Rod in my mouth, that I might 
anfwer thee profitably. 

^Bcy, Pry thee Apemantiu reade me the fuperfcripti- 
on otthefe Letters, I know not which is which. 

Ape, Canft not read ? 

Page. No. 

Ape. There will litle Learning dye then that day thou 
art hangM. This is to Lord Hmortf this to AicihiaeUt.Go 
thou was*t borne a Baftard, and thou*t dye a Bawd. 

Page, Thou was't whclpt a Dogge, and thou ihalt 
fiimifli a Dogges death. 
Anfwer nor, I am gone. Exit 

Ape. £*ne Co thou out-runft Gracr, 
Foole I will go with you to Lord Timons. 

Foole. Will you leaue me there ? 

Ape. If Timon Aay at home. 
You three ferue three Vfurers? 

All. I would they feruM vs. 

Ape. So would I : 
As good a tricke as euer Hangman feru'd Theefe. 

Foole, Are you three Vfurers men ? 

All, I Foole. 

Focle. I thinke no Vfurer, but ha's a Foole to his Ser- 
uant. My Miftris is one, and I am her Foole : when men 
come to borrow of your Mafters, they approach fadly, 
and go away merry : but they enter my Maftert houle 
merrily, and go away fadly. The reafon of this? 

f^ar. I could render one. 

Ap, Do it then, that we may account thee a Whorc- 
mafter, and a Knaue, which notwithftanding thou (halt 
be no lelTe eOeemed. 

yarro. What is a Whoremafter Foole? 

Foole. A Foole in good cloathes, and fomething like 
thee. ^Tis a fpirit, fometime t*appeares like a Lord, fom- 
time like a Lawyer, fometime like a Philofopher, with 
two lloncs moe then's artificiall one. Hee is verie often 
like a Knight } and generally, in all iliapes that man goes 
vp and downe in, from fourefcore to thirteen, this fpirit 
walkes in. 

yar. Thou art not altogether a Foole. 

Foole. Nor thou altogether a Wife man. 
As much foolerieas I haue,fo much wit thou iack'ft.* 

Afe. That anfwer might haue become Apemanttu. 

Ail, Afide,afide,heere comes Lord Ttmon, 

Enter Tlmon and Stetpord, 

Ape, Come with me(Foole)come. 

Foole. I do not alwayes follow Louer, lelder Brother, 
aad Woman, (bmetime the Philofopher. 

Stetf. Pray you walk en eere, 
lie fpeake with you anon. Exeunt. 

Tim. You make me meruell wherefore ere this time 
Had you not fully hide my ftate before me, 
That I might fo haue rated my expence 
As I had leaue of meanes. 

Stev, You would not heare me : 



At many leyfures I propofe. 

Tim, Go too : 
Perchance fome fingle vantages you tooke. 
When my indifpofition put you backe. 
And that vnaptneffe made your minifter 
Thus to excufe your felfe. 

Stem. O my good Lord, 
At many times I brought in my accompts. 
Laid them before you, you would throw them off, 
And (ay you found them in mine honeftie. 
When for fome trifling prefent you haue bid me 
Returne fo much, I haue fhookemy head,9nd wept : 
Yea *gainft th*Authoritie of manners, pray *d you 
To hold your hand more clofe : I did indure 
Not fildome, nor no (light checkes, when I hau^ 
Prompted you in the ebbe of your eftate, 
And your great flow of debts ; my lou'd Lord, 
Though you heare now (too late) yet nowes a time. 
The greatefl of your hauing, hckes a halfe. 
To pay your prefent debts. 

Tim, Let all my Land be fold. 

Stem, *Tis all engaged, fome forfeyted and gone. 
And what remaines will hardly flop the mouth 
Of prefent dues ; the future comes apjce : 
What ihall defend the interim, and at length 
How goes our reck'ning? 

Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land extend. 

Stevr, O my good Lord, the world is but a word. 
Were it all yours, to giue it in a breath, 
How quickely were it gone. 

Tim. You tell me true. 

Stev. If you fufpedl my Husbandry or Falihood, 
Call me before th'exadieft Auditors, 
And fet me on the proofe. So the Gods blefle me. 
When all our Offices haue beene oppreft 
With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults haue wept 
With drunken fpilth of Wine ; when cuery roome 
Hath blazM with Lights, and braid with Minftielfie, 
I haue retyr*d me to a wafteflill cocke, 
And fet mine eyes at flow. 

Tim. Prythce no more. 

Stew. Heauens, haue I faid, the bounty of this Lord : 
How many prodigall bits haue Slaues and Pexants 
This night englutted : who is not Timons, 
What heart, head, fword, force, meanes, but is L. Ttmvm 
Great Ttmorif Noble, Worthy, Royall Tpmn : 
Ah, when the meanes are gone, that buy this praife. 
The breath is gone, whereof this praife is made: 
Feaft won, fad luft j one cloud of Winter ihowres, 
Thefe flyes are couch t. 

Tim. Come fermon me no further. 
No villanous bounty yet hath paft my heart ; 
Vnwifely, not ignobly haue I giuen. 
Why doft thou weepe, canft thou the confcience licke, 
To thinke I fliall lacke friends : fecure thy heart. 
If I would broach the veifels of my loue, 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing. 
Men, and mens fortunes could I frankely vfe 
As I can bid thee fpeake. 

Sre. Aflurance blefle your thoughts. 
Tim. And in fome fort thefe wants of mine are crown'd, 
That I account them bleflings. For by thefe 
Shall I trie Friends. You (hill percciue 
How you mi(bke my Fortunes : 
I am wealthie in my Friends. 
Within there, FlauitUfSeruilius} 

late 
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Sntir three Seruants, 
My Lord, my Lord. 

I will difpatch you feuerally. 
Lord Lucius^ to Lord Lucullm you, I hunted 
Honor to day; you to SemtroniM\ commend nie 
loues ; and I am proud lay, that my occafions 
nd time tu vfe *em toward a fupply of mony : let 
eft be fifty Talent*. 

As you haue fald, my Lord. 

Lord Lucius and Lucu/ita ? Humh. 
Go you fir to the Senators ; 
a, euen to the States beft health ; I haue 

this Hearing : bid *em fend o^th'inftant 
;nd Talents to me. 

haue beene bold 
1 1 knew it the moft generall way) 
I, to vfe your Signef,and your Name, 

do /hake their beads, and I am heere 
r in returne. 
Is't true? Can't be } 

They anfwer in a ioynt and corporate voice, 
nf they are at fall, want Treature cannot 

they would, are forrie .* you are Honourable, 
Jiey could haue wi/ht, they know not, 
ng hath beene amifle ; a Noble Nature 
:h a wrench ; would all were well ; tis pitty, 
ntending other ferious matters, 
bftefiill lookes ; and thefe hard Fradions 
rtaine halfe-caps,and cold mouing nods, 
»xe me into Silence. 

You Gods reward them : 
man looke cheerely. Thefe old Fellowes 
eir ingratitude in them Hereditary : 
ood is cak*d, ^tis cold, it fildome fiowes, 
;e of kindely warmth, they are notkinde ; 
ture, as it growes againe toward earth, 
i*d for the ioumey,dull and heauy. 
^entiddm (pry thee be not fad, 
t tnie,and honeft ; Ingenioufly I fpeake, 
le belongs to thee :) yentidiiim lately 
lb Father, by whole death hee's ftepp'd 
'eat eftate : When he was poore, 
I'd, and in fcarfitie of Friends, 
him with fiue Talents : Greet him from me, 

fnppofe, ibme good necefiity 

his Friend, which craues to be. remembred 
ofe fiue Talents ; that had, giue*t thefe Fellowes 
n *tis inftant due. Neu> fpeake,or thinke, 
mns fortunes *mong his Friends can finke. 

I would I could not thinke it : 
wght is Bounties Foe ; 
re it felfe, it thinkes all others fo. Exeunt 

t 9aulng tofiea\f wth a Lard from bis cMaftery 
enter t ajeruant to him, 

baue told my Lord of you, he is comming down 

I thanlce you Sir. 

Bater LucuUui, 
Keere*s my Lord. 

One of Lord Timcnt men P A Guift I warrant. 
if hits right : I dreampt of a Siluer Bafon & Ewre 
Flsminimy honeft FlamimMy you arc verie re- 
f welcome fir. Fill me ibme Wine. And how 
it Honourable, Compleate, Free-hearted Gentle- 



man of Athens, thy very bouutifuU good Lord and May- 
fter? 

F/am. His health is well fir. 

Luc. I am right glad that his health is well fir : and 
what haft thou there vnder thy Cloake, pretty Fiammusf 

Flam, Faith, nothing but an empty box Sir, which in 
my Lords behalfe, I. come to intreat your Honor to fup- 
ply : who hauing great and inftant occafion to vfe fiftie 
Talents, hath fent to your Lordfiiip to furnifli him : no- 
thing doubting your prefent afiiftance therein. 

Lue. La,la,la,la : Nothing doubting fayes hee? Alas 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman 'tis, if he would not keep 
fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I ha din'd with 
him, and told him on*t, and come againe to fupper to him 
of purpofe, to haue him fpcnd lefl^!, and yet he wold em- 
brace no counfell,take no warning by my comming,eue- 
ry man has his fault, and honefty is his.I ha told him on>, 
but 1 could nere get him from*t. 

Enter Seruant wth JVme, 

Ser, Pleafe your Lord (hi p, heere is the Wine. 

Luc, Fiamittim, I haue noted thee alwayes wife. 
Heere's to thee. 

F/am. Your Lordfhip fpeakes your pleafure. 

Luc. I haue obferued thee alwayes for a towardlie 
prompt fpirit, giue thee thy due, and one that knowes 
what belongs to reafon; and canft vfe the time wel, if the 
time vfe thee well. Good parts in thee ; get you gone fir- 
rah. Draw neerer honeft Flamtnim. Thy Lords a boun- 
tifull Gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou know*ft 
well enough (although thou com'ft to me) that this is no 
time to lend money, efpecially vpon bare firiendfhippe 
without fecuride. Here's three Solidares for thee, good 
Boy winke at me, and fay thou faw'ft mee not. Fare thee 
well. 

Flam. Is't poflible the world fhould fo much differ. 
And we aliue that liued ? Fly damned bafeneffe 
To him that worfhips thee. 

Luc. Ha ? Now I fee thou art a Foole, and fit for thy 
Mafter. Bxit L. 

Flam May thefe adde to the number y may fcald thee: 
Let moulten Coine be thy damnation, 
Thou difeafe of a firiend,and not himfelfe : 
Has friendfiiip fuch a fiiint and milkie heart. 
It tumes in leiTe then two nights/ O you Gods ! 
I feele my Mafters pafiion. This Slaue vnto his Honor, 
Has my Lords meate in him ; 
Why fhould it thriue, and tume to Nutriment, 
When he is turn'd to poyfon ? 
O may Difcafes onely worke vpon't : 
And when he*s ficke to death,let not that part of Nature 
Which my Lord payd for, be of any power 
To expell fickneffe, but prolong his hower. Exit. 

Enter Lucius,wrb three grangers. 

Luc.Who the Lord Tlmon} He is my very good friend 
and an Honourable Gentleman. 

I We know him for no lelfe, thogh we are but ftran- 
gers to him. But I can tell you one thing my Lord, and * 
which I heare from common rumours ,now Lord Ttwtons 
happie howres are done and paft, and his eftate fhrinkes 
from him. 

Lucius. Fye no, doe not beleeue it : hee cannot want 
for money. 

1 But beleeue you this my Lord, that not long agoe, 
one of his men was with the Lord Lucullus, to borrow (b 
many Talents, nay vrg'd extreamly for't, and fhewed 

what 
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what necefliry belonged too*t,and yet was denyMe. 

Luc'i. How ? 

2 1 tell you, denyMe my Lord. 

Luc'u What a Grange cafe was that ? Now before the 
Gods I am aHiamM on*c. Denied that honourable man ? 
There was vcrie little Honour (hewM in*t. For my owne 
part, I muft needes confeffe, I haue receyued fome fmall 
kindneifes from him, as Money, Plate, lewels, and fuch 
like Trifles ; nothing comparing to his : yet had hee mi- 
ftooke him, and fent to me,I ihould ne*re haue denied his 
Occafion fo many Talents. 

Enter Sermlm, 

Seruil. See, by good hap yonders my Lord, I haue 
fwet to fee his Honor. My Honor*d Lord. 

Lucii. Serui/ius? You are kindely met fir. Farthewell, 
commend me to thy Honourable vertuous Lord, my ve- 
ry exquifite Friend. 

Seruil, May it pleafe your Honour, my Lord hath 
fent 

Luci, Ha? what ha*s he fent ? I am fo much endeered 
to that Lord ; hee*s euer fending : how (hall I thank him 
think*(l thou f And what has he fent now ? 

Seruil. Has onely fent his prefent Occafion now my 
Lord : requeuing your Lord/hip to fupply his inftant vie 
with fo many Talents. 

Lucil. I know his Lordihip is but merry with me, 
He cannot want fifty fiue hundred Talents. 

Seruil. But in the mean time he wants lefle my Lord. 
If his occafion were not vertuous, 
I (hould not vrge it halfe fo faithfully. 

Luc* Doft thou fpeake ferioufly Seruilimi 

Seruil, Vpon my foule 'tis true Sir. 

Luci. What a wicked Beaft was I to d'lsfurnifh my 
felf againfl foch a good time, when I might ha (hewn my 
felfe Honourable? How vnluckily it hapned,that I fhold 
Purchafe the day before for a little part, and vndo a great 
deale of Honour ? Senaliut* now before the Gods I am 
not able to do ^the more beafl I (ay) I was fending to vfe 
Lord Timon my felfe, thefe Gentlemen can witnefTe ; but 
I would not for the wealth of Athens I had done't now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good Lordfhip, and 1 
hope his Honor will conceiue the faireft of mee, becaufe 
I haue no power to be kinde. And tell him this from me, 
I count it one of my greateft afHi^ons fay, that I cannot 
pleafure fuch an Honourable Gentleman. Good Seruili- 
M, will you befriend mee fo farre, as to vfe mine owne 
words to him ? 

Ser. Yes (ir, I (hall. Exit Seruil. 

Lucil. He looke you out a good tume SeruiUus, 
True as you faid, Timon is (hrunke indeedc. 
And he that's once deny'de , will hardly fpeede. Exit . 

1 Do you obferue this Hoftilius } 

2 I, to well. 

I Why this is the worlds foule. 
And iuft of the fame peece 

Is euery Flatterers fport : who can call him his Friend 
That dips in the fame di(h ? For in my knowing 
Timon has bin this Lords Father, 
And kept his credit with his purfe : 
Supported his efhte, nay Timon s money 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne're drinkcs, 
But Timons Siluer treads vpon his Lip, 
And yet, oh fee the monftroufneffe of man, 
When he lookesout in an vngratefiill (hape \ 
He does deny him (in refped of his) 



What charitable men afFoord to Beggers. 

3 Religion grones at it. 

I For mine owne part, I neuer tafled Timon in my life 
Nor came any of his bounties ouer me, 
To marke me for his Friend. Yet I proteft, 
For his right Noble minde, illuftrious Vertue, 
And Honourable Carriage, 
Had his nece(rity made vfe of me, 
I would haue put my wealth into Donation, 
And the beft halfe (hould haue return'd to him. 
So much I loue his heart : ButI perceiue. 
Men muft leame now with pitty to difpcnce. 
For Policy fits aboue Confcience. Exant. 

Enter a third feruant vritb Sempronius ^another 
of Ttmons Friends. 

Semj>. Muft he needs trouble me in't ? Hum. 
'Boue all others ? 

He might haue tried Lord Lucius ^or Lucullus^ 
And now f^entidgius is wealthy too. 
Whom he redeem'd from prifon. All thefe 
Owes their e(btes vnto him. 

Ser. My Lord, 
They haue all bin touched, and found Bafe-Mettle, 
For they haue all denied him. 

Semf>. How ? Haue they deny'de him ? 
Has Ventidgius and Lucullus deny'de him. 
And does he fend to me ? Three ? Humh? 
It (hewes but little loue, or iudgemcnt in him. 
Muft I be his laft Refuge ? His Friends (like Phyfitians) 
Thriue, giue him ouer : Muft I take th'Cure vpon me ? 
Has much difgrac'd me in't, Tme angry at him, 
That might haue knowne my place. I fee no fenfe for't. 
But his Occafions might haue wooed me firft : 
For in my confcience, I was the firft man 
That ere receiued guift from him. 
And does he thinke fo backwardly of me now. 
That He requite it laft ? No : 
So it may proue an Argument of Laughter 
To thVeft,and *mong*ft Lords be thought a Foole: 
Tde rather then the worth of thrice the fumroe, 
Had fent to me firft, but for my mindes (ake : 
I'de fuch a courage to do him good. But now retume. 
And with their faint reply, this anfwer ioyne ; 
Who bates mine Honor, (hall not know my Coyne. Exit 

Ser. Excellent : Your Lord(hip$ a goodly Villain: the 
diuell knew not what he did, when hee made man Poli- 
ticke J he cro(red himfelfe by't t and 1 cannot thinke, but 
in the end, the Villanies of man will fet him cleere. How 
fairely this Lord ftriues to appeare foule ? Takes Vertu- 
ous Copies to be wicked : like thofe, that vnder botte ar- 
dent zeale, would fet whole Realmes on fire, of fuch a na- 
ture is his politike loue. 

This was my Lords beft hope , now all are fled 
Saue onely the Gods. Now his Friends are dead, 
Doores that were ne're acquainted with their Wards 
Many a bounteous yeere, muft be imploy'd 
Now to guard fure their Mafter : 
And this is all a liberall courfe allowes. 
Who cannot keepe his wealth, muft keep his hou(e.£jrff. 

Enter Varro^s man^ meeting others. All Ttmons Credittrs tt 
wait for hi comming out. Then enter Lucius 
and Hortenfus, 
Var.man.yftW met, goodmorrow Tttus Sc Horte»J» 

Titus \ 
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e like to you kinde Varro, 


Stew, IPt 'twill not ferue, *tis not fo bafe as you. 


vcitu, what do we meet together ? 


For you ferue Knaues. 


and I think one bufinefle do*s command vs all. 


i.r«rro. How? What does his caiheerM Worfliip 


I money. 


mutter ? 


is theirs, and oars. 


i.t^arro. No matter what, [hce's poore, and that's re- 


Enter Tbilotm. 


uenge enough. Who can fpeake broader, then hee that 


nd fir Pbilotut too. 


has no houfe to put his head in ? Such may rayle againft 


ood day at once. 


great buildings. 


'^elcome good Brother. 


Bnter Senillitu , 


ou thinke the houre ? 


Tit, Oh heere*s Seruilm : now wee (hall know ibme 


ibouring for Nine. 


anfwere. 


> much ? 


Seru, If I might befeech you Gentlemen, to repayre 


not my Lord fecne yet ? 


fome other houre, 1 (hould dcriue much from't. For tak't 


ot yet. 


of my foule, my Lord leanes wondroufly to difcontent : 


wonder on*t,he. was wont to /hine at feauen. 


His comfortable temper has forfooke him,he*s much out 


but the dayes are waxt ihorter with him: 


of health, and keepes his Chamber. 


:onfider, that a Prodigall courfe 


Luci, Many do keepe their Chamben,are not ficke : 


Sunnes, but not like his recouerable, I feare : 


And if it be fo ferre beyond his health. 


fc Winter in Lord Tmons purfe, that is i One 


Me thinkes he (hould the fooner pay his debts. 


deepe enough, and yet finde little. 


And make a cleere way to the Gods. 


am of your feare, for that. 


Sertd/. Good Gods. 


ihew you how t*obferue a ftrange euent : 


Titus. We cannot take this for anfwer, fir. 


fends now for Money ? 


Flaminius within, Seruitiui helpe, my Lord, my Lord. 


[oft true, he doe*s. 




d he weares lewels now ofTimons guift, 


Enter Timon in a rage. 


I waite for money. 


Tiiw.What, arc my dores opposM againft my pa(rage ? 


: is againft my heart. 


Haue I bin euer free, and muft my houfe 


[arke how ftrange it fhowes, 


Be my retentiue Enemy ? My Gaole ? 


lis, ihould pay more then he owes : 


The place which I haue Feafted, does it now 


8 if your Lord ihould weare rich lewels, 


(Like all Mankinde) (hew me an Iron heart? 


or money for 'em. 


Luci. Put in now Tttut, 


me weary of this Charge, 


Ttt, My Lord,heere is my Bill. 


can witnefle : 


Luci, Here*s mine. 


' Lord hath fpent of Timons wealth. 


l.Var, And mine, my Lord. 


ngratitude, makes it worfe then fteilth. 


i.Var. And ours, my Lord. 


yes, miners three thoufand Crownest 


Pbilo. All our Billes. 


mr 


Tim. Knocke me downp with *em, cleaue mee to the 


ue thoufand mine. 


Girdle. 


Tis much deepe, and it ihould]feem by th*fum 


Luc. Alas, my Lord. 


crs confidence was aboue mine. 


Tim, Cut my heart in fummes. 


his had equalled. 


Tit. Mine, fifty Talents. 


Enter Flaminm* 


Tim. Tell out'my blood. 


e of Lord Ttmont men. 


Luc, Fiue thou(and Crownes, my Lord. 


ms/jvi«i?Sir, a word : Pray is my Lord readie 


Tim, Flue thou(and drops payes that. 


rth/ 


What yours? and yours ? 


[0, indeed he is not. 


i.yar. My Lord. 


s attend his Lordihip : pray fignifie fo much. 


%.rar. My Lord. 


need not tell him that, he knowes you are too 


Tm, Teare me, take me,and the Gods fall vpon you. 


Mter Steward In a Qoakf , muffled. ( diligent. 


Exit Ttmon. 


a : is not that his Steward muffled fo? 


Hort. Faith I perceiue our Matters may throwe their 


ray in a Clowd : Call him, call him. 


caps at their money, thefe debts may well be call'd defpe- 


you heare,fir ? 


rate ones, for a roadman owes *em. Exeunt, 


By your leaue, fir. 


Enter Timon. 


^at do ye aske of me, my Friend. 


Timon. They haue e*ene put my breath from mee the 


; waite for certaine Money beere, fir. 


flaues. Creditors? Diuela. 


if Money were as certaine as your waiting. 


Stew. My deere Lord. 


t enough. 


Tim, What if it (hould be fo? 


preferr*d you not your fummes and Billes 


Stew. MyUrd. 


• falfe Matters eate of my Lords meat? 


Ttm, He haue it fo. My Steward ? 


could finile, and fiiwne rpon his debts. 


Stew. Heere my Lord. 


downe th*Intreft into their gluttonous Mawes* 


Ttm, So fitly ? Go, bid all my Friends againe. 


ar felucs but wrong, to ftirre me vp. 


Luchu, LucuIIm, and Semproniut Vllorxa : All, 


fe quietly .• 


He once more featt the Ra(cals. 


my Lord and I haue made an end. 


Stew, O my Lord, you onely fpeake from your dittra- 


nore to reckon, he to fpend. 


6ked foule ; there's not fo much left tO| furni(h out a mo- 


but this anfwer will not fcrue. 


derate Table. 




Timon^ 
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Tim. Be it not in thy care : 
Go I charge thee, inuite them all, let in the tide 
Of Knauesonce more: my Cooke and He ^rowde. Exeunt 

Eater three Senators atone doore^ Aktb'iadet muting tbeiHy 
vrith Attendants . 

].&n. My Lord, you haue my voyce, too*t, 
The faults Bloody : 
* ris neceflary he fliould dye : 
Nothing imboldens finne fo much, as Mercy. 

2 Mod true j the Law fliall bruife'em. 

Ale. Honor, health, and compaifion to the Senate. 

I Now Captaine. 

Ale* I am an humble Sutor to your Vertuet ; 
For pitty is the verrue of the Law, 
And none but Tyrants vfe it cruelly. 
It pleafei tiilie and Fortune to lye heauie 
Vpon a Friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ftept into the Law : which is paft depth 
To thofe that (without heede^ do plundge intoo^t. 
He is a Man (fctting his Fate afide) of comely Vertues, 
Nor did he foyle the fadl with Cowardice, 
(And Honour in him, which buyesouthis fault) 
But with a Noble Fury, and faire fpirit, 
Seeing his Reputation touched to death, 
He did oppofe his Foe : 
And with fuch fober and vnnoted paflion 
He did behooue his anger ere *twas fpent, 
As if he had but prou*d an Argument. 

I Sen. You vndergo too ftri^t a Paradox, 
Striuing to make an vgly deed looke faire: 
Your words haue tooke fuch paines, as if they laboured 
To bring Man-flaughter into forme, and fet Qu^arrelling 
Vpon the head of Valour j which indeede 
Is Valour miCbcgot, and came into the world. 
When Sedls, and Factions were newly borne. 
Hee*s truly Valiant, that can wifely fuifer 
The worft that man can breath, 
And make his Wrongs, his Out-fides, 
To wearethem like hisRayment, careleflcly, 
And ne*re preferre his iniuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
If Wrongs be euilles, and infbrce vs kill, 
What Folly 'tis, to hazard life for III. 

•Alci. My Lord. 

i.Sen. You cannot make grofTe finnes looke cleare, 
To reuenge Is no Valour, but to beare. 

A!ci. My Lords, then vnder fauour, pardon me, 
If I (peake like a Captaine. 
Why do fond men expofe themfelues to Battell, 
And not endure all threats ? Sleepe vpon*t, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their Throats 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such Valour in the bearing, what make wee 
Abroad ? Why then. Women are more valiant 
That ftayat home, if Bearing carry it : 
And the Afle, more Captaine then the Lyon? 
The fellow loaden with Irons, wifer then the ludge? 
If Wifedome be in differing. Oh my Lords, 
As you are great, be pittifully Good, 
Who cannot condemne raihnefle in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant,'is finnes extreameft Guft, 
But in defence, by Mercy, *tis moft iuft. 
To be in Anger, is impietie : 
But who is Man, that is not Angrie. 
Weigh but the Crime with this. 



z.Sen. You breath in vaine. 

A/ci. In vaine f 
His feruice done at Lacedemon,and Bizantiumy 
Were a fufficient briber for his life. 

I What*sthat? 

Ale. Why fay my Lords ha's done faire feruice. 
And flaine in fight many of your enemies : 
How full of vjlour did he beare himfelfe 
In the laft Confii£t,and made plenteous wounds.^ 

2 He has made too much plenty with him : 
He*sa Iworne Riotor, he has a finne 
That often drownes him, and takes his valour prifoner. 
If there were no Foes, that were enough 
To ouercome him» In that Beaftly furie. 
He has bin knowne to commit outrages. 
And cherrifii Fad^ions. *Tis inferr'd to vs, 
His dayes are foule, and his drinke dangerous. 

I He dyes. 

AJci, Hard fiite : he might haue dyed in warrc. 
My Lords, if not for any parts in him , 
Though his right arme might purchaTe his owne time, 
And be in debt to none : yet more to moue you, 
Take my deferts to his, and ioyne *ein both. 
And for I know, your reuerend Ages looe Security, 
He pawne my Vi^ories, all my Honour to you 
Vpon his good returnes. 
If by thb Crime, he owes the Law his life. 
Why let the Warre receiue*t in valiant gore. 
For Law is ftridt, and Warre is nothing more. 

1 We are for Law, he dyes, vrge it no more 
On height of our difpleafure : Friend, or Brother,^ 
He forfeits his owne blood, that fpilles another. 

AJe. Muft it be Co f It muft not bee : 
My Lords, I do befeech you know mee. 

2 How? 

Ale. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 What. 

Ale. I cannot thinke but your Age has forgot me, 
It could not elfe be, I fiiould proue lb bace. 
To fue and be deny*de fuch common Grace. 
My wounds ake at you. 

I Do you dare our anger ? 
*Ti9 in few words, but fpaoious in tScGt. : 
We baniih thee for euer. 

Ale. Banifh nve ? 
Banifii your dotage, banifli vfurie, 
That makes the Senate vgly. 

I If after two dayes fhine, Athens conraine thee. 
Attend our waightier ludgement. 
And not to fwell our Spirit, 
He fiiall be executed prefently. favsH 

Ale. Now the Gods keepe you old enough. 
That you may Hue 

Onely in bone, that none may looke on you. 
Tm worfe then mad : I haue kept backe their Foes 
While they haue told their Money, and let out 
Their Coine vpon large intereft. I my feltc, 
Rich onely in large hurts. All thofe, for this? 
Is this the Balfome, that the vfuring Senat 
Powres into Captaines wounds/ Baniihment. 
It comes not ill : I hate not to be banilht, 
It is a caufe worthy my Spleene and Furie, 
That I may ftrike at Athens. He cheere vp 
My difcontented Troopes,and lay for hearts; 
,Tis Honour with moft Lands to be at ods, 
Souldiers fiioutd brooke as little wrongs as Gods. Ix^ 
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Enter dtuers Friends at Jeuerall doores, 

1 The good time of day to you , fir. • 

2 I alfo wiih it to you : I thinkc this Honorable Lord 
did but try vi this other day. 

I Vpon that were my thoughts tyring when wee en- 
coantred. I hope it is not io low with him as he made it 
(ceine in the triall of his feuerall Friends. 

a It ihould not be, by the perfwafion of his new Fea- 
fting. 

1 I ihould thinke fo. He hath fent meean earncft in- 
DJting, which many my neere occafions did vrge mee to 
pot off : but he hath coniur'd mee beyond them, and 1 
muft needs appeare. 

2 In like manner was I in debt to my importunat bu- 
fineife, but he would not heare my excufe. 1 am forric, 
when he fent to borrow of mee, that my Prouifion was 
our. 

1 I am ficke of that greefe too, as I vnderftaod how all 
things go. 

2 Euery man heares fo : what would hee haue borro- 
wed of you ? 

1 A thousand Peeces. 

2 A thoufand Peeces? 

1 What of you? 

2 He fent to me fir Heere he comes. 

Enter Thnon and ^Attendants. 
Tim. With all my heart Gentlemen both $ and how 
fare you? 

1 Euer at the beft,hearing well of your Lord/hip. 

2 The Swallow foUowes not Summer more willing, 
then we your Lordfiiip. 

Tim. Nor more willingly leaues Winter, fuch Sum- 
mer Birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not re- 
compence this long ftay : Feaft your eares with the Mu- 
ficke awhile: If they will fare fo hardily o*th*Trumpets 
found : we (hall too*t prefently. 

1 I hope it remaines not vnkindely with your Lord- 
ihip, that I returned you an empty Meifenger. 

Tim. O fir, let it not trouble you. 

2 My Noble Lord. 

Tim. Ah my good Friend, what cheere ? 

The BanJ(et brought in. 
2 My moft Honorable Lord, I am e*ne fick of (hame, 
that when your Lord (hip this other day (ent to me, I was 
io Ttifortunate a Beggar. 
Tim. Thinke not on*t, fir. 
2 If you had fent but two houres before. 
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
Come bring in all together. 

2 All couer'd Diflies. 

I Royall Cheare, 1 warrant you. 

3 Doubt not that, if money and the feafon can yeild it 
J How do you? What^s the newes ? 

3 Alcihiades is banifli'd : heare you of it? 
*Both. Akihiades baniih'd ? 
3 Tis fo, be fure of it. 

1 How /How? 

% I pray you vpon what ? 

T'im. My worthy Friends, will you draw neere ? 

3 . He tell you more anon. Here's a Noble feaft toward 

2 This is the old man (lill. 

3 Wilt hold/ Wilt hold/ 

2 It do*8 t but time will, and fo. 



3 I do conceyue. 

77m. Each man to his ftoole, with that fpurre as hee 
would to the lip of his Ivliih-is : your dyet (hall bee in all 
places alike. Make not a Citie Feiift of it, to let the meat 
cooie, ere we can agree vpon the firft place. Sit,fit. 
The Gods require our Thankes. 

You great ^BenefaSors^ ^rinl{le our Society with Thant^^ 
fulnejfe. For your tmneguifts^mai^e your Jelues prais'd: But 
refer ueftill to giuty leafi your Deities be defiijed. Lend to each 
man enough, that one neede not lend to another. For teereyour 
Qodheads to borrow of men, men would forfakf the Gods. Make 
the Meate be beloued, more then the Man that giues it . Let 
no j^fembly of Twenty, be without afcore of Vi Haines. Jf there 
fit twelue Women at the Table, let a do%en of them bee as they 
are. The refi of your Fees^ Gods, the Senators of Athens, 
together with the common legge of F eople, what u amiffe in 
them, you Gods, ma^e futetAle for deftruBion. For theft my 
prefent Friends^ as they are to mee nothings fo in nothing bleji 
them, and to nothing are they welcome, 
Vncouer Dogges, and lap. 
SomeJ}>eake, What do's his Lord(hip meane ? 

Some other, I know not. 

Timon, May you a better Feaft neuer behold 
You knot of Mouth-Friends: Smoke, & lukewarm water 
Is your perfedlion. This is Ttmons laft. 
Who ftucke and fpangled you with Flatteries, 
Waihes it off, and fprinkles in your (aces 
Your reeking villany. Liue loath*d, and long 
Moft fmiling, fmooth, detefted Parafites, 
Curteous Deflroyers, affiible Wolues, meeke Beares: 
You Fooles of Fortune, Trencher-firiends, Times Flyes, 
Cap and knee-Slaues, vapours, and Minute laekes. 
Of Man and Beaft, the infinite Maladie 
Cruft you quite oVe. What do'ft thou go ? 
Soft, take thy Phyficke firft ; thou too^and thou : 
Stay I will lend thee money, borrow none. 
What' All in Motion ? Henceforth be no Feaft, 
Whereat a Villaine's not a welcome Gueft. 
Burne houfe, finke Athens, henceforth hated be 
OfTimon Man, and all Humanity. Exit 

Enter thf Senators, with other Lords. 

1 How now, my Lords ? 

2 Know you rhe quality of Lord Ttmons fury / 

3 Pu(h, did you fee my Cap ? 

4 I haue loft my Gowne. 

1 He*s but a mad Lord , & nought but humors fwaies 
him. Hegaue me a lewell th*otherday, and now hee has 
beate it out of my hat. 

Did you fee my lewell ? 

2 Did you fee my Cap. 

3 Heere *tis. 

4 Heere lyes my Gowne. 

1 Let's make no ftay. 

2 Lord Ttmons mad. 

3 I feel't vpon my bones. 

4 One day he giues vs Diamonds, next day ftones. 

Exeunt the Senators. 

Enter Ttmon, 

Tim, Let me looke backe vpon thee. O thou Wall 
That girdles in thofe Wolues, diue in the earth. 
And fence not Athens. Matrons, turne incontinent. 
Obedience fiiyle in Children : Slaues and Fooles 

h h Plucke 
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Plucke the graue wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 

And minifter in their fteeds, to general! Filthes. 

Conuert o*th'Inftant greene Virginity, 

Doo't in your Parents eyes. Bankrupts, hold faft 

Rather then render baclce 9 out with your Kniucs, 

And cut your Trufters throates. Bound Seruants, fteale, 

Large-handed Robbers your graue Mafters are, 

And pill by Law. Maide, to thy Mafters bed. 

Thy Miftris is o*th'Brothell. Some of fixteen, 

Plucke the lyn*d Crutch from thy old limping Sire, 

With it, beate out his Braines. Piety, and Feare, 

Religion to the Gods, Peace, luftice. Truth, 

Domefticke awe, Night-reft, and Neighbour-hood, 

Inftrudion, Manners, Myfterles,and Trades, 

Degrees, Obferuances, Cuftomes, and Lawes, 

Decline to your confounding contraries. 

And yet Confufion Hue : Plagues incident to men. 

Your potent and infectious Feauors, heape 

On Athens ripe for ftroke. Thou cold Sciatica, 

Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may halt 

As lamely as their Manners. Luft , and Libertie 

Creepe in the Mindes and Marrowes of our youth. 

That *gainft the ftreame of Vertue they may ftriue. 

And drowne themfelues in Riot. Itches, Blaines , 

Sowe all th 'Athenian bofomes, and their crop 

Begenerall Leprofie : Breath, infed breath. 

That their Society (as their Friendihip) may 

Be meerely poyibn. Nothing He beare from thee 

But nakednefle, thou deteftable Towne, 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Bannes ; 

Ttmon will to the Woods, where he fhall finde 

Th'vnkindeft Beaft, more kinder then Mankinde. 

The Gods confound (heare me you good Gods all) 

Th*Athenians both within and out that Wall : 

And graunt as Timan growes,his hate may grow 

To the whole race of Mankinde, high and low. 

Amen. Exit, 

Enter Stcmard wtb tvto or three Seruants, 

I Heare you M.Steward,where*s our Matter? 
Are we vndone, caft off, nothing remaining? 

Stew. Alack my Fellowes, what ihould I fsy to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods, 
I am as poore as you. 

1 Such a Houfe broke? 

So Noble a Mafter ^Ine, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the arme. 
And go along with him. 

2 As we do turne our backes 

From our Companion, throwne into his graue. 
So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes 
Slinke all away, leaue their ^Ife vowes with him 
Like empty purfes pick(; and hu poore felfe 
A dedicated Beggar to the Ayre, 
With hisdifeafe,ofall (hunn*d pouerty, 
Walkes like contempt alone. More of our Fellowes. 
Enter other Seruants . 
Stew. All broken Implements of a ruin*d houfe. 

3 Yet do our hearts weare Timons Liuery, 
That fee I by our Faces ; we are Fellowes ftill, 
Seruing alike in forrow : Leak*d is our Barke, 
And we poore Mates, fbnd on the dying Decke, 
Hearing the Surges threat : we muft all part 
Into this Sea of Ayre. 

Stew. Good Fellowes all. 



The lateft of my wealth He fhare among*fl you. 

Where euer we fhall meete, for Timons fake, 

Let*s yet be Fellowes. Let*s (hake our heads, and fay 

A% *twere a Kneli vnto our Mafters Fortunes, 

We haue feene better dayes. Let each take fome : 

Nay put out ail your hands : Not one word more. 

Thus part we rich in forrow, parting poore. 

Emhr ace and part Jeuerall wayes. 
Oh the fierce wretchednefTe that Glory brings vs! 
Who would not wifh to be from wealth ezempt,i 
Since Riches point to Miiery and Contempt ? 
Who would be fo mock*d with Glory, or to line 
But in a Dreame of Friendfhip, 
To haue his pompe, and all what fhte compounds. 
But onely painted like his varnifht Friends : 
Poore honeft Lord, brought lowe by his owne heart, 
Vndone by GoodnefTe : Strange vnvfuall blood. 
When mans worft finne is, He do*s too much GkK>d. 
Who then dares to be halfe fo kinde agen? 
For Bounty that makes Gods, do ftill marre Men. 
My deereft Lord, bleft to be moft accurft. 
Rich onely to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes 
Are made thy cheefe AfHi^ions. Alas (kinde Lord) 
Hee*s flung in Rage from this ingrateiuU Seate 
Of monfh-ous Friends : 
Nor ha*s he with him to fupply his life. 
Or that which can command it : 
He follow and enquire him out. 
He euer ferue his minde, with my beft will, 
Whilft I haue Gold, He be his Steward ftill. Exit. 

Enter Ttmon in the woods. 

Tim, O bleffed breeding Sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy Sifters Orbe 
lnfe€t the ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe, 
Whofe procreation, refidence, and birth, 
Scarfe is diuidant ; touch them with feuerall fortunes. 
The greater fcomes the lefTer. Not Nature 
(To whom all fores lay fiege) can beare great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature. 
Raife me this Begger,and deny*t that Lord, 
The Senators fhall beare contempt Hereditary, 
The Begger Natiue Honor. 
It is the Paftour Lards, the Brothers fides. 
The want that makes him leaue: who dares? who dares 
In puritie of Manhood fbind vpright 
And fay, this mans a Flatterer. If one be. 
So are they all : for euerie grise of Fortune 
Is fmooth'd by that below. The Learned pate 
Duckes to the Golden Foole. All's obliquie : 
There *snothing leuell in our curfed Natures 
But dired villanie. Therefore be abhorr*d. 
All Feafts, Societies, and Throngs of men. 
His femblable, yea himfelfe Timon difdainet, 
Deftru^ion phang mankinde ; Earth yeeld me Rootes, 
Who feekes for better of thei, fa wee his pallate 
With thy moft operant Poyfon. What is heere ? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 
No Gods, I am no idle Votarift, 

Roots you cleere Heauens. Thus much of this will make 
Blacke, white ; fbwle, faire ; wrong, right ; I 

Bafe, Noble ; Old, young ; Coward, valiant. 
Ha you Gods ! why this? what this, you Gods ? why tbii 
Will lugge your Priefts and Seruants from your fides: 
Plucke ftout mens pillowes from below their beads. 
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>reake Religions, bleife th*accurft, 
e Leprofie ador*d, place Theeues, 
Title, knee,and approbation 
>a the Bench : This is it 
5 wappen'd Widdow wed againe ; 
e Spjttle-houfe, and vlcerous fores, 
gorge at. This Embalmes and Spices 
y againe. Come damn*d Earth, 
whore of Mankinde, that puttes oddes 
t of Nations, I will make thee 
ature. March ajarre off. 

e? Th*art quicke, 
f thee : Thou*t go (ftrong Theefc) 
leepers of thee cannot ftand r 
ut for carneft. 

I vitb Drumme and Fife in warlii^ manner , 
and Pbrynia and Tanandra. 

art thou there ? fpeake. 

ft as thou art. The Canker gnaw thy hart 

againe the eyes of Man* 
s thy name^ Is man fo hatefuU to thee, 
Ife a Man ^ 

^ifantropos f znd hate Mankinde. 
do wi(h thou wert a dogge, 
>ue thee fomething. 
IT thee well : 

unes am vnlearn^d, and ftrange. 
thee too, and more then that I know thee 
enow. Follow thy Drumme, 
>d paint the ground Gules, Gules; 
>ns, ciuill Lawes are cruell, 
lid warre be? This fell whore of thine, 
ire deftru€tion then thy Sword, 
nibin looke. 
lips rot off. 

lot kiflfe thee, then the rot rctumet 
lippes againe. 

me the Noble Timon to this change ? 
Moone do*|, by wanting light to gioe : 

I could not like the Moone, 
Sunnes to borrow of. 
aNMr, what friendihip may I do thee ? 
ut to maintaine my opinion. 

it Imon / 

* me Friend(hip,but performe none. 
t promife,the Gods pkigue thee, for thou 
thou do'ft performe, confound thee, for 

iieard in fome fort of thy Miferies. 

'aw*ft them when I had profperitie. 

em noWf then was a blefled time. 

le is now, held with a brace of Harlots. 

s th* Athenian Minion, whom the world 

Ifully? 

>u Timandra} Dman. Yes. 

ore ftill, they louc thee not that vfe thee, 

ies, leauing with thee their Luft. Make 

houres, feaibn the ilaues for Tubbes and 

owne Rofe-cheekt youth to the Fubfaft, 

; thee Monfter. 

him fweet Timandralfot his wits 

d loft in his Calamities. 



I haue but little Gold of late, braue Timon, 
The want whereof, doth dayly make reuolt 
In my penurious Band. I haue heard and greeu*d 
How curfed Athens, mindelefle of thy worth. 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour ftates 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod vpon them. 

Tim, I prythee beate thy Drum, and get thee gone. 

jilc. I am thy Friend, and pitty thee deere Timon. 

Tim. How doeft thou pitty him whom y doft troble, 
I had rather be alone. 

.AJc. Why fare thee well: 
Heere is fome Gold for thee. 

Tim. Keepe it, I cannot eate it. 

jile. When I haue laid proud Athens on a heape. 

Tim, Warr*ft thou *gainft Athens. 

Ale. I Timon^znd haue caufe. 

Tim, The Gods confound them all in thy Conqueft, 
And thee after, when thou haft Conquered. 

Ale. Why me, Ttmon } 

Tim. That by killing of Villaines 
Thou wa8*t borne to conquer my Country. 
Put vp thy Gold. Go on,heeres Gold, go on ; 
Be as a Plannetary plague, when loue 
Will o*re fome high-Vic*d City, hang his poyfon 
In the ficke ayre : let not thy (word skip one: 
Pitty not honoured Age for his white Beard, 
He is an Vfurer. Strike me the counterfet Matron, 
It is her habite onely, that is honcft. 
Her felfe*s a Bawd. Let not the Virgins cheeke 
Make foft thy trenchant Sword : for thofe Milke pappes 
That through the window Barne bore at mens eyes, 
Are not within the Leafe of pitty writ, 
But fet them down horrible Traitors. Spare not the Babe 
Whofe dimpled fmilcs from Fooles exhaufl their mercy; 
Thinke it a Baftard,whom the Oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced, the throat fliall cut, 
And mince it ians remorfe. Sweare againft Obie£b, 
Put Armour on thine eares,and on thine eyes, 
Whofe proofe, nor yels of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Veftments bleeding. 
Shall pierce a iot. There*s Gold to pay thy Souldiers, 
Make large confufion : and thy fury Ipent, 
Confounded be thy felfe. Speake not, be gone. 

Ale. Haft thou Gold yet, He Uke the Gold thou gi- 
ueft me, not all thy Counfell. 

Tim. Doft thou or doft thou not, Heauens curfe vpon 
thee. 

Both. Giue vs fome Gold good 77ivroff,hafty more? 

Tim. Enough to make a Whore forfweare her Trade, 
And to make Whores, a Bawd. Hold vp you Sluts 
Your Aprons mountant } you are not Othable, 
Although I know you'l fweare, terribly fweare 
Into ftrong (hudders, and to heauenly Aguea 
Th*immortall Gods that heare you.Spare your Oathes : 
He truft to your Conditions, be whores ftill. 
And be whofe pious breath feekes to conuert you , 
Be ftrong in Whore, allure him, burne him vp. 
Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoke. 
And be no turne'coats : yet may your paines Ax months 
Be quite contrary. And Thatch 
Your poore thin Roofes with burthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang*d) no matter : 
Weare them, betray with them ; Whore ftill. 
Paint till a horfe may my re vpon your face : 
A pox of wrinkles. 

^tb. Well, more Gold, what then ? 

h h 2 Beleeue't 
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Beleeue^t that wee*l do any thing for Gold. 

Tim. Confumptions fowe 
In hollow bones of man, ftrike their (harpe ihinnes, 
And marre mens fpurring. Cracke the Lawyers voyce, 
That he may neuer more falfe Title pleade, 
Nor found his Quillets (hrilly : Hoare the Flamen, 
That fcoId*ft againft the quality of flefli, 
And not beleeues himfelfe. Downe with the Nofe, 
Downe with it flat, take the Bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to forefee (bald 

SmeU from the generall weale. Make curld*pate Ruffians 
And let the vnfcarr'd Braggerts of the Warre 
Deriue fome paine from you. Plague all, 
That your A^iuity may defeate and quell 
The lourfe-of all Ere^ion. There*s more Gold. 
Do you damne others, and let this damne you, 
And ditches graue you all. 

^otb. More counfell vrith more Money, bounteous 
Timon, 

Tm. More whore, more Mifcheefe firft, I haue gi- 
uen you earneft. 

j4Jc, Strike vp the Drum towardes Athens, farewell 
Timon : if I thriue well , He vifit thee againe. 

Tim. If I hope well. He neuer fee thee more. 

y^/c. I neuer did thee harme. 

Tm. Yes, thou fpok'ft well of me. 

y^Ic. Call'ft thou that harme ? 

Tim, Men dayly finde it* Get thee away, 
And take thy Beagles with thee. 

Ale. We but offend him, fhike. Exeunt, 

Tm, That Nature being ficke of mans vnkindnefTe 
Should yet be hungry : Common Mother, thou 
Whofe wombe vntneafureable^ and infinite breil 
Teemes and feeds all : whofe ielfefame Mettle 
Whereof thy proud Childe ^arrogant man) is pufk, 
Engenders the blacke Toad, and Adder blew. 
The gilded Newt, and eyclefTe venom*d Wormc, 
With all th*abhorred Births below Crifpe Heauen^ 
Whereon Hyperions quickning fire doth ihine t 
Yeeld him, who all the humane Sonnes do hate, 
From foorth thy plenteous bofome, one poore roote : 
Enfeare thy Fertile and Conceptious wombe. 
Let it no more bring out ingrateflill man. 
Goe great with Tygers, Dragons, Wolues, and Beares^ 
Teeme with new Monfters, whom thy vpward face 
Hath to the Marbled Manfion all aboue 
Neuer prefented. 0,a Root, deare thankes : 
Dry vp thy Marrowes, Vines, and Plough-torne Leas, 
Whereof ingratefuU man with Licourifh draughts 
And Moriels V n£lious, greafes his pure minde. 
That from it all Confideration flippes — • 

Enter Apemantus. 
More man ? Plague, plague. 

^pe. I was dire^ed hither. Men report. 
Thou dofl afFed my Manners, and doft yfe them. 

Ttm. *Tis then, becaufe thou doft not keepe a dogge 
Whom I would imitate. Confumption catch thee. 

Ape. This is in thee a Nature but infe^ed, 
A poore vnmanly MelanchoUy fprung 
From change of future. Why this Spadef this place ? 
This Slaue-like Habit, and thefe lookes of Care ? 
Thy Flatterers yet weare Silke, drinke Wine, lye fo/t, 
Hugge their difeasM Perfumes, and haue forgot 
That euer Timon was . Shame not thefe Woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a Carper. 
Be thou a Flatterer now, and feeke to thriue 



By that which ha*s vndone thee ; hindge thy knee, 
And let his very breath whom thou'lt obferue 
Blow off thy Cap : praife his moil vicious ftraine. 
And call it excellent : thou wafl told thus : 
Thou gau'ft thine eares (like Tapfters, that bad vrtlce 
To Knaues,an4 all approachers : *Tis moft iuft 
That thou turne Rafcall, had*fl thou wealth a^oe, 
Rafcals fhould haue*t. Do not afTume my likenefTe. 

Tm. Were I like thee, Tde throw away my ielle. 

•Ape. Thou hafl cail away thy felfe, being like thy 
A Madman fo long, now a Foole : what tbink*ft 
That the bleake ayre, thy boyflerous ChamberUine 
Will put thy fliirt on warme ? Will thefe moyft Treei 
That haue out-lin*d the Eagle, page thy heelct 
And skip when thou point'ft out ? Will the cold bra 
Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning taAe 
To cure thy oVe-nights furfet ? Call the Creatures, 
Whofe naked Natures liue in all the fpight 
Of wrekefull Heauen, whofe bare vnhoufed TrunkeS| 
To the confliding Elements exposed 
Anfwer meere Nature : bid them flatter thee. 
O thou ihalt finde. 

Ttm. A Foole of thee : depart. 

Ape. I loue thee better now, then ere I did. 

Ttm. I hate thee worfe. 

A^. Why? 

Ttm. Thou flatter'fl mifery. 

Afe. I flatter not, but fay thou art a CaytUfe. 

Ttm. Why do*ft thou feeke me out ? 

^. To vex thee. 

Tim. Alwayes a Vi Haines Office, or a Fooles. 
Doft pleafe thy felfe in*t f 

Ape. I. 

TiOT. What, a Knaue too ? 

Ape. If thou did*ft put thb fowre cold habit on 
To caftigate thy pride, *twere well ; but thou 
Doft it enforcedly : ThouMft Courtier be againe 
Wert thou not Beggar : willing mifery 
Out-liues:incertaine pompe, is crown*d before : 
The one is filling ftill, neuer compleat : 
The other, at high wifh : beft fbte Contendeife, 
Hath a diftraded and moft wr^hed being, 
Worfe then the worft. Content. 
Thou ihould*ft defire to dye, being miferable. 

77m. Not by his breath, that is more miferable. 
Thou art a SIaue,whom Fortunes tender arme 
With fauour neuer clafpt : but bred a Dogge. 
Had'ft thou like vs from our firft fwath proceeded. 
The fweet degrees that this breefe world afibrda. 
To fuch as may the paffiue drugges of it 
Freely command*ft : thou would'ft haue plunged thy A 
In grnerall Riot, melted downe thy youth 
In different beds of Luft, and neuer learn *d 
The I cie precepts of refped, but followed 
The Sugred game before thee. But my felfie. 
Who had the world as my Confe^ionarie, 
The mouthes, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of i 
At duty more then I could firame employment ; 
That numberleiTe vpon me ftucke, as leaues 
Do on the Oake, haue with one Winters bruih 
Fell from their boughes, and left me open, bare, 
For euery ftorme that blowes. I to beare this, 
That neuer knew but better, is fome burthen : 
Thy Nature, did commence in fufterance. Time 
Hath made thee hard in*t. Why ihould'ft y hate Mai 
They neuer flatter*d thee. What haft thou giuea? 
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:ur{e ; thy Father (that poore ragge) 

fubie^ ; who in fpigbt put ftufFe 

e-Begger, and compounded thee 

y hereditary. Hence, be gone, 

not bene borne the worft of men, 

ene « Kjiaue and Flatterer. 

thou proud yet/ 

lat I am not thee. 

lat I wrat no Prodigall. 

at I am one now. 

wealth I haue (hut vp in thee, 

leaue to hang it. Get thee gone : 

»le life of Athena were jb this, 

I eate it. 

re, I will mend thy Feaft. 

: mend thy company, take away thy felfe. 
fluU mend mine owne, by*th'lacke of thine 

not well mended fo, it ii but botcht) 

lid it were. 

lat would*ft thou haue to Athens ? 

:e thither in a whirlewind : if thou wilt, 

ere I haue Gold ,looke,fo I haue. 

re is no vfe for Gold, 
beft, and trueft : 

fleepea, and do*s no hyred harme. 

ere lyeft a nights Ttmm ? 

der that*s aboue me. 

I thou a-dayes tAptmantm i 

leremy ftomacke ondes meate, or rather 

it. 

Id poyfon were obedient, & knew my mind 

ere would'ft thou (end it ? 

awce thy diihes. 

! middle of Humanity thou neuer knewed,^ 

imitie of both ends. When thou \raft in thy 

f Perfume, they mockt thee (or too much 

1 thy Ragges thou know*ft none, but art de- 
contrary. There*s a medler for thee, eate it. 

what I hate, I feed not. 

: hate a Medler? 

lough it looke like thee, 
th'hadft hated Medlers fooner, y (hould*ft 

by felfe better now. What man didd*ft thou 

nthrift, that was beloued after his meanest 

without thofe meanes thou talk^ft of,didft 
ow belott*d ? 

(elfe. 

iderfhnd thee : thou had*ft fomc meanes to 

^hat things in the world canft thou neerefl 
by Flatteren ? 

nen neereft, but men : men are the things 
What would*ft thou do with the world A- 
: lay in thy power ? 

1 it the B^fts, to be rid of the men. 

jld*ft thou haue thy felfe £ill in the confu- 
and remaine a Beaft with the Beafts. 

eafUy Ambidon, which the Goddes graunt 
to« If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
: if thou wert the Lambe, the Foxe would 
thou wert the Fox, the Lion would fufpe^ 
>eraduenture thou wert accused by the AfTe : 
the Affe, thy dulnefTe would torment thee ; 
liuMft but as a Breakefafl to the Wolfe. If 
e Wolfe, thy greedinefTe would afAi^l thee. 



ic oft thou (hould*ft hazard thy life for thy dinner.- Wert 
thou the Vnicorne, pride and wrath would confound 
thee, and make thine owne felfe the conqueft of thy fiiry. 
Wert thou a Beare, thou would*(l be kill'd by the Horfe: 
wert thou a Horfe, thou would'ft be feaz*d by the Leo- 
pard : wert thou a Leopard, thou wert Germane to the 
Lion, and the fpottes of thy Kindred, were lurors on thy 
life. All thy fafety were remotion, and thy defence ab- 
fence. What Beaft could*ft thou bee, that were not fub- 
iedl to a Beaft : and what a Beaft art thou already, that 
feeft not thy lofTe in transformation. 

A^. If thou could'ft pleafe me 
With fpeaking to me, thou might'ft 
Haue bit vpon it heere. 
The Commonwealth of Athens,i8 become 
AForrcftofBeafts. 

Tim. How ha*s the AfTe broke the wall, that thou art 
out of the Citie. 

Apt, Yunder comes a Poet and a Painter : 
The plague of Company light vpon thee : 
I will feare to catch it, and giue way. 
When I know not what elfe to do. 
He fee thee againe. 

Tim, When there is nothing liuing but thee. 
Thou (halt be welcome. 
I had rather be a Beggers Dogge, 
Then Apemantut, 

Apt. Thou art the Cap 
Of all the Fooles aliue. 

Tim, Would thou wert cleane enough 
To fpit ypon. 

Apt, A plague on thee. 
Thou art too bad to curfe. 

77m. All Villaines 
That do ftand by thee, are pure. 

Apt, There is no Leprofie, 
But what thou fpeak*ft. 

Tim. If I name thee. He beate thcej 
But I (hould infe€t my hands. 

Ape. I would my tongue 
Could rot them off. 

Tim. Away thou iffue of a mangie dogge, 
ChoUer does kill me. 
That thou art aliue, I fwoond to fee thee. 

Apt. Would thou would*ft burft. 

Tim, Away thou tedious Rogue, I am forry I (hall 
lofe a ftone by thee. 

Aft. Beaft, 

Tim. Slaue. 

Apt. Toad. 

Tim. Rogue, Rogue, Rogue. 
I am fickeofthisfalfe world, and will loue nought 
But euen the meere neceffities vpon*t : 
Then Timon prefently prepare thy graue : 
Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beate 
Thy graue ftone dayiy,make thine Epitaph, 
That death in me, at others liues may laugh. 
O thou fweetc King-killer, and deare diuorce 
Twixt natural! Sunne and fire : thou bright defiler 
of Himtns pureft bed, thou valiant Mars, 
Thou euer, yong,fTe(h, loued,and delicate wooer, 
Whofe blu(h doth thawe the confecrated Snow 
That lyes on Dians lap, 
Thou vifible God, 
That fouldreft clofe Impoftibilities, 

And mak*ft them kiffe ; that fpeak*ft with euerie Tongue 
hh 3 To 
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^ o euerie purpofe : O thou touch of hearts, 
Thinlce thy flaue^man rebels, and by thy vertue 
Set them into confounding oddes, that Beads 
May haue the world in Empire. 

Aft, Would 'twere fo, 
But not till I am dead, lie fay th'haft Gold : 
Thou wilt be throng'd too (hortly. 

Tim, Thronged too ? 

Apt. I. 

Tim. Thy backe I prythee. 

Ape. Llue, and loue thy mifery. 

Tim. Long Hue fo^and fo dye. I am quit. 

Ape. Mo things like men, 
Bate Timon^ and abhorre then. Exit Apeman. 

Enter the ^andetti, 

1 Where fliould he haue this Gold ? It is fome poore 
Fragment, fome (lender Ort of his remainder : the meere 
want of Gk>ld, and the filing from of his Friendes, droue 
him into this Melancholly. 

2 It is nois'd 

He hath a maiTe of Treafure. 

3 Let vs make the aflay vpon him,if he care not for't, 
he will fupply ys eaHly : if he couetoufly reierue it, how 
fliairs get it ? 

2 True : for he beares it not about him: 
nris hid. 

1 Is not this hee ? 
All. Where? 

2 *Tis his dcfcription. 

3 He? I know him. 
All, Saue thee Timon. 
Tim. Now Theeues. 
All. Soldier8,not Theeues. 

77m. Both too,and womens Sonnes. 

•All. We are not Theeues, but men 
That much do want. 

Ttm. Your greateft want is, you want much of meat : 
Why ihould you want? Behold, the Earth hath Roetes: 
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 
The Oakes beare Ma(V, the Briars Scarlet Heps, 
The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each bu(h, 
Layes her full MeiTe before you. Want ? why Want ? 

I We cannot liue on Grane,on Berries, Water,. 
As Beafts,and Birds, and Fiihes. 

Tu Nor on the Beads themfelues.the Birds & Fiihes, 
You muft eate men. Yet thankes I muft you con. 
That you are Theeues profeft : chat you worke not 
In holier (hapes : For there is boundleiTe Theft 
In limited Profeflions. Rafcall Theeues 
Heere's Gold. Go, fucke the fubtle blood o*th*Grape, 
Till the high Feauor feeth your blood to froth, 
And fo fcape hanging. Truft not the Phyfitian,' 
His Antidotes are poyfon, and he flayes 
Moe then you Rob : Take wealth, and liues together, 
Do Villaine do, fince you proteft to doo*t. 
Like Workemen, He example you with Theeuery : 
The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his great attraction 
Robbes the vafte Sea. The Moonesan arrant Theefe, 
And her pale fire, (he fnatches fvotn the Sunne. 
The Seas a Theefe, whofe liquid Surge, refolues 
The Moone into Salt teares. The Earth *s a Theefe, 
That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftolne 
From genVall excrement : each thing*s a Theefe. 
The Lawes, your curbe and whip , in their rough power 



Ha*s vncheckM Theft. Loue not your felaet, iway, 
Rob one another, there^s more Gold, cut throates. 
All that you meete are Theeues : to Athens go, 
Breake open (hoppes, nothing can you fteale 
But Theeues do loott it : fteale leife, for this I gioe 
And Gold confound you howfoere : Amen. 

3 Has almoft charmed me from my Profeflion,by 
fwading me to it. 

1 *Tis in the malice of mankinde, that be thus adi 
YS not to haue vs thriue in our myftery. 

2 He beleeue i)im as an Enemy, 
And giue ouer my Trade. 

I Let vs firft fee peace in Athens, there is no tint 
miferable, but a man may be true. Exit Hm 

Enter the Stevfard to Timom, 

Stew. Oh you Gods ! 
Is yon*d defpis'd and ruinous man my Lord ? 
Full of decay and fayling ? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, euilly beftow*d ! 
What an alteration of Honor has defp*rate want made 
What vilder thing vpon the earth, then Friends, 
Who can bring Nobleft mindes, to bafeft ends. 
How rarely does it meete with this times guife. 
When man was wi(ht to loue his Enemies : 
Grant I may euer loue, and rather woo 
Thofe that would mifcheefe me, then tbofe that do». 
Has caught me in his eye, I will pre&nt my honeft gn< 
vnto him ; and as my Lord, ftill feme him with my lOfie. 
My deereft Mafter. 

Tim. Away : what art thou ? 

Stev. Haue you forgot me, Sir ? 
• 77m. Why doft aske that ? I haue forgot all men. 
Then, if thou grunt'ft, th*artaman. 
I haue forgot thee. 

Steip. An honeft poore feruant of yours. 

77m. Then I know thee not : 
I neuer had honeft man about me, I all 
I kept were Knaues, to ferue in meate to Villaines. 

Stev. The Gods are witnefTc, 
NeuV did poore Steward weare a truer greefe 
For his vndone Lord, then mine eyes for you. 

77m. What, doft thou weepe ? 
Come neerer, then I loue thee 
Becaufe thou art a woman, and difclaim'ft 
Flinty mankinde : whofe eyes do neuer giue. 
But thorow Luft and Laughter : pittie*s keeping : 
Strange times y weepe with laughing, not with weepts 

Ster^. I begge of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T'accept my greefe, and whil'ft this poore wealth Wbi 
To entertaine me as your Steward ftilL 

Tim. Had I a Steward 
So true, fo iuft, and now fo comfortable? 
It almoft turnes my dangerous Nature wilde. 
Let me behold thy face : Surely, this man 
Was borne of woman. 

Forgiue my generall, and exceptlefTe rafhnefle 
You perpetual! fober Gods. I do prodaime 
One honefTman : Miftake me not, but one : 
No more I pray, and hee's a Steward. 
How fjine would I haue hated all mankinde, 
And thou redeem'ft thy felfe. But all faue thee, 
I fell with Curfes. 

Me thinkes thou art mote honeft now, then wife : 
For, by opprefling and betnying mee, 

Tl 
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ight'ft haue fooner got another Seruice : 


Paintir, Good as the beft. 


Y Co arriue at fecond Mafters, 


Promifing, is the verie Ayre o'thTime j 


ejr firft Lords necke. But tell ine true, 


It opens the eyes of Expe^ation. 


uft euer doubt, though ne*re Co Aire) 


Performance, is euer the duller for his a^, 


\j kindneife fubtle, couetous, 


And but in the plainer and (impler kinde of people. 


^furing kindneife, and as rich men deale Guifb, 


The deede of Saying is quite out of vfe. 


g in returne twenty for one ? 


To Promife, is moft Courtly and fa(hionable \ 


No nvy moft worthy Mafter,in whofe breft 


Performance, is a kinde of Will or Teftament 


nd fufpedl (alas) are phic'd too late: 


Which argues a great (icknelTe in his iudgement 


jld haue ficar'd 5ilfe times, when you did Feaft. 


That makes it. 


till comes, where an cftate is leaft. 




Itch I (hew, Heauen knowes, is meerely Loue, 


Enter Ttmonfrom km Cam, 


id Zeale, to your vnmatched minde ; 




rour Food and Liuing, and beleeue it, 


Tmon. Excellent Workeman, 


Honoured Lord, 


Thou canft not paint a man fo badde 


benefit that points to mee. 


As is thy felfe. 


I hope, or prcfent, Tde exchange 


Poit. I am thinking 


one wiOi, that you had power and wealth 


What I (hall fay I haue prouided for him : 


te me, by making rich your felfe. 


It muft be a perfonating of himfelfe : 


Looke thee, 'tis fo : thou fingly honeft man, 


A Satyre again ft the Coftntttt of Profperity, 


ke : the Gods out of my miferie 


With a Difcouerie of the infinite Flatteries 


t thee Treafure. Go, Hue rich and happy, 


That follow youth and opulencie. 


1 condition^ : Thou (halt build from men: 


Tmon. Muft thou needes 


, curfe all, (hew Charity to none, 


Stand for a Tlllaine in thine owne Worke ? 


he iami(ht fle(h Aide from the Bone, 


Wilt thou whip thine owne faults in other men? 


releeue the Begger. Giue to dogges 


Do fo, I haue Gold for thee. 


ou deny eft to men. Let Prifons fwallow *em. 


Poet. Nay let's feeke him. 


ther *em to nothing, be men like blafted woods 


Then do we finne againft our owne eftate. 


f Dtfeafes licke vp their falfe bloods, 


When we may profit meete, and come too late. 


arewell,and thriue. 


Painter, True : 


let me (by, and comfort you, my Mafter. 


When the day ferues before blacke-comer*d night ; 


If thou hat'ftCurfes 


Finde what thou want'ft, by free and ofiferM light. 


! flye, whirft thou art bleft and free : 


Come. 


; thou man, and let me ne*re fee thee. Exit 


Tim. He meete you at the turne : 




What a Gods Gold, that he is wor(hipt 


Snttr Foety and Painter, 


In a bafer Temple, then where Swine feede ? 


As I took« note of the place, it cannot be hm 


'Tis thou that rigg'ft the Barke, and plow'ft the Fome, 


e abides. 


Setleft admired reuerence in a Slaue, 


What's to he thought of him h 


To thee be wor(hipt, and thy Saints for aye : 


Rumor hold for true. 


Be crown'd with Plagues, that thee alone obay. 


r'sfo full of Gold? 


Fit I meet them. 


r. Certaine. 


Poet. Haile worthy Tmon. 


s reftorts it : Pbrinka and Timandylo 


Pain. Our late Noble Mafter. 


d of him . He li kewife enrich'd 


Tmon. Haue I once liu'd 


agling Souldiers, with great quantity. 


To fee two honeft men ? 


J, he gaue vnto his Steward 


foet. Sir: 


y fumme. 


Hauing often of your open Bounty tafted. 


Then this breaking of his, 


Hearing you were retyr*d, your Friends ftlne off. 


ne but a Try for his Friends ? 


Whofe thankeleflTe Natures ( O abhorred Spirits) 


cr. Nothing el(e : 


Not all the Whippes of Heauen, are large enough^ 


1 fee him a Palme in Athens againe. 


What, to you. 


riA with the higheft : 


Whofe Starre-like NoblenefTe gaue life and influence 


•e, 'tis not amKFe, we tender our loues 


To their whole being? I am rapt, and cannot couer 


in this fupposM di(h-e(re of his: 


Theimonftrous bulke of this Ingratitude 


lew honeftly in vs. 


With any fize of words. 


ery likely, to loade our purpofes 


Tmon. Let it go. 


lat they trauaile for. 


Naked men may Tee't the better : 


iuftand true report, that goes 


You that are honeft, by being what you are, 


wing. 


Make them beft feene,and knowne. 


What haue you now 


Pain. He, and my felfe 


nt Ynto him ? 


Haue trauaiPd in the great (howre of jrour guifts, 


rr. Nothing at this time 


And fweetly felt it. 


^ifitation : onely I will p romife him 


Timon. I, you are honeft man. 


lent Peece. 


Painter. We are hither come 


I muft (erue him fo too ; 


To offer you our feruice. 


1 of an intent that*s comming toward him. 


Tmon. Moft honeft men : 

Why 
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Why how fhall I requite you? 

Can you eate Roots, and drinlce cold water, no? 

Both. What we can do, 
Wce'l do to do you feruice. 

Tim. Y*are honeft men, 
Y'haue heard that I haue Gold, 
I am fure you haue, fpeake truth, yVe honed men. 
Pain. So it is faid my Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend, nor I. 

Ttmon. Good honeft men : Thou draw*ft a counterfet 
Beft in all Athens, th*art indeed the bed. 
Thou countcrfet*ft moft liuely. 

Pain. Soyfo, my Lord. 

77m. £*ne fo fir as I fay. And for thy fifHon^ 
Why thy Verfe fwels with ftufFe fo fine and fmooth. 
That thou art euen Natural! in thine Art. 
But for all this (my honeft Natur'd friends) 
I muft needs fay you haue a little fiiult. 
Marry *tis not monftrous in you, neither wi(h I 
You take much paines to mend. 

^tb. Befeech your Honour 
To make it knowne to vt. 

Tim. You'l take it ill. 

*Botb. Moft thankefiilly,my Lord, 

Ttmon. Will you indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not worthy Lord. 

Tim. There's neuer a one of you but trufts a Knaue, 
That mightily deceiuesyou. 

'Both, Do we, my Lord ? 

77m. I, and you heare him cogge. 
See him difiTemble, 

Know his groflfe patchery, loue him, feede him, 
Keepe in your bofome, yet remaine afifur'd 
That he's a made-vp-Villaine. 

Pain, I know none fuch,my Lord. 

Poet. NorL 

Ttmon, Looke you, 
I loue you well, lie giue you Gold 
Rid me thefe Villaines from your companies ; 
Hangthem^ or ftab them, drowne them in a draught. 
Confound them by fome courfe,and come to roe. 
He giue you Gold enough. 
^^otb. Name them my Lord, let*« know them. 

77m. You that way, and you this : 
But two in Company : 
Each man a part, all fingle,and alone. 
Yet an arch Viilaine keepes him company : 
If where thou art, two Villaines ihali not be. 
Come not neere him. If thou would'ft not recide 
But where one Viilaine is, then him abandon. 
Hence, packe, there's Gold, you came for Gold ye flaues: 
You haue worke for me ; there's paymenty'hence. 
You are an Alcumift, make Gold of that : 
Out Rafcall dogges. Exeunt 

Enter Reward, an J two Senators, 

Stew. It is Taine that you would fpeake with Timon : 
For he is fet fo onely to himfelfe. 
That nothing but himfelfe, which lookcs like man. 
Is firiendly with him. 

i.Sen. Bring vs to his Caue. 
It is our part and promife to th 'Athenians 
To fpeake with Ttmon. 

i.Sen. At all times alike 
Men are not ftill the fame : 'twas Time and Greefes 



That fram'd him thus. Time with his fiiirer hand. 
Offering the Fortunes of his former dayea. 
The former man may make him: bring vs to him 
And chanc'd it as it may. 

Stew. Heere is his Caue : 
Peace and content be heere. Lord Ttmon, Timojv, 
Looke out, and fpeake to Friends : Th 'Athenians 
By two of their moft reuerend Senate greet thee : 
Speake to them Noble Timon, 

Enter Ttmon out of hi Caue, 

Tim. Thou Sunne that comfort! burne,! 
Speake and be hang'd : 
For each true word, a blifter, and each fal{e 
Be as a Cantherizing to the root o'th'Tongue, 
Confuming it with (peaking, 

I Worthy Ttmon. 

Tim. Of none but fuch as you, 
And you of Ttmon. 

I The Senators of Athens, greet thee Hmom, 

Tim, I thanke them. 
And would fend them backe the plague. 
Could I but catch it for them. 

1 O forget 

What we are forry for our felues in thee : 
The Senators, with one confent of loue, 
Intreate thee backe to Athens, who haue thought 
On fpeciall Dignities, which vacant lye 
For thy beft vfe and wearing. 

2 They confefife 

Toward thee, forgctfulneflTe too generall groflfe ; 

Which now the publike Body, which doth fild<MBc 

Play the re-canter, feeling in it felfe 

A lacke of Timons ayde, hath fince withall 

Of it owne fall, reftraining ayde to Timoity 

And fend forth vs, to make their forrowed render. 

Together, with a recompence more fruitfull 

Then their offence can weigh downc by the Dramroe, 

I euen fuch heapes and fummes of Loue and Wealth, 

As (hall to thee blot out, what wrongs were theirs. 

And write in thee the figures of their loue, 

£uer to read them thine. 

77m. You witch me in it ; 
Surprize me to the very brinke of teares \ 
Lend me a Fooles heart, and a womans ey^ 
And He beweepe thefe comforts, worthy Senators, 

1 Therefore fo pleafe thee to returne with vs. 
And of our Athens, thine and ours to take 

The Captainfliip, thou (halt be met with thankes, 

Allowed with abfolute power, and thy good naae 

Liue with Authoritie : (o foone we (hall driue backe 

Of Alcibiades th 'approaches wild. 

Who like a Bore too fauage, doch root vp 

His Countries peace. 

2 And (hakes his threatning Sword 
Agatnft the walles of jitbern. 

I Therefore Timon. 

Ttm. Weil fir, I will : therefore I will fir thus : 
\f Alcibiades kill my Countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Ttmon ^ 
That Ttmon cares not. But if he facke faire Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by'th'Beards, 
Gluing our holy Virgins to the ftaine 
Of contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain*d warre : 
Then let him know, and tell him Tsmen fpeakcs it. 
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'our aged, and our youth, 

loofe but tell him that I care not, 

n tak*t at worft : For their Kniues care no^ 

haue throats to anfwer. For my felfe, 

X a whittle, in th*vnruly Campe, 

:ize it at my loue, before 

ndt Throat in Athens. So I Icaue you 

>te^on of the profperous Gods, 

;8 to Keepers. 

Uy not, ail's in vaine. 

Sfhy I was writing of my Epitaph, 

eene to morrow. My long ficknefle 

,and Liuing, now begins to mend, 

ng brings me all things. Go, liue ftill, 

des your plague \ you his, 

» long enough. 

fpeake in vaine. 

ut yet I loue my Country, and am not 

«ioyces in the common wracke, 

n bruite doth put it. 

:'s well fpoke. 

lommend me to my louing Countreymen. 

e ¥rards become your lippes as they paiTe tho- 

enter in our eares, like great Triumph ers 

pplauding gates. 

^mmend me to them, 

bem, that to eafe them of their grecfiss, 

es of Hoftile ftrokes, their Aches lofTes, 

\% of Loue, with other incident throwes 

res fragile VeiTell doth fuftaine 

icertaine voyage, I will fome kindnes do them, 

hem to preuent wilde Alcibiadet wrath. 

s this well, he will returne againe. 

haue a Tree which growes heere in my Clofe, 

: owne vfe inuites me to cut downe, 

ly mud I fell it. Tell my Friends, 

ns, in the fequence of degree, 

1 to low throughout, that who fo pleafe 

.fHi£lion, let him take his hade ; 

ler ere my Tree hath felt the Axe, 

himfelfe. I pray you do my greeting. 
Trouble him no further, thus you dill ihall 

^me not to me againe, but fay to Athens, 
1 made his euerlafting Manfion 
Beached Verge of the fait Flood, 

a day with his embofled Froth' 
lent Surge (hall couer } thither come, 
y graue-ftone be your Oracle : 
: foure words go by, and Language end: 
nifle. Plague and Infe£Uon mend, 
ely be mens workes, and Death their gaine \ 
le thy Beames, Timon hath done his Raigne. 

Exit Timon. 

difcontents are vnremoueably coupled to Na- 

hope in him is dead : let vs returne, 

e what other meanes is left vnto vs 

re perill. 

[uires iwift foot. Exeunt. 

ttr tvo other Senators ,»itb a Mejfenger. 

1 haft painfully difcouer*d : are his Files 
hy report ? 



vMeJ. I haue fpoke the leaft. 
Befides his expedition promifes preient approach. 

2 We (land much hazard,if they bring not 77moff. 
MeJ. I met a Currier, one mine ancient Friend, 

Whom though in generall part we were opposM, 

Yet our old loue made a particular force, 

And made vs fpeake like Friends. This man was riding 

From Alcibiadei to Ttmons Caue, 

With Letters of intreaty, which imported 

His Fellow(hip i'th*caufe againft your City, 

In part for his fake mouM. 

£nter the other Senators, * 
r Heere come our Brothers. 

3 No talke ofTimen, nothing of him exped, 

The Enemies Drumme is heard,and fearefuU fcouring 

Doth choake the ayre with duft : In, and prepare. 

Ours is the fall I feare, our Foes the Snare. Exeunt 

Enter a Souldier in the floods Jeel(ing Timon, 
So/, By all defcription this (hould be the place. 
Whofe heere ? Speake hoa. No anfwer ? What is this ? 
Tymon is dead, who hath out-ftretcht his fpan. 
Some Beaft reade this ; There do's not liue a Man. 
Dead fure, and this his Graue, what's on this Tomb, 
I cannot read : the Charradier lie take with wax, 
Our Captaine hath in euery Figure skill ; 
An ag*d Interpreter, though yong in dayes : 
Before proud Athens hee's fet downe by this, 
Whofe fall the marke of his Ambition is. Exit. 

Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiada with his Ponders 
before Athens. 

Ah. Sound to this Coward, and lafciuious Towne, 
Our terrible approach. 

Sounds a Parly. 
The Senators afpeare vpon the v>als. 
Till now you haue gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all Licentious meafure, making your willes 
Thefcopeofluftice. Till now,my felfe and fuch 
As flept within the (hadow of your power 
Haue wander'd with our trauerft Armes,and breath'dj 
Our fufferance vainly : Now the time is flu(h, 
When crouching Marrow in the bearer (Irong 
Cries (of it felle)no more : Now breath le(re wrong, 
Shall fit and pant in your great Chaires of eafe, 
And pur(ie Infolence (hall breake his winde 
With feare and horrid flight. 

I. Sen, Noble,and young; 
When thy firft greefes were but a meere conceit. 
Ere thou had'ft power, or we had caufe of feare. 
We fent to thee, to giue thy rages Balme, 
To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Loues 
Aboue their quantitie. 

2 So did we wooe 
Transformed Timon , to our Citties loue 
By humble Me(rage, and by promift meanes : 
We were not all vnkinde, nor all deferue 
The common ftroke of warre. 

I Thefe walles of ours. 
Were not ere^ed by rhcir hands, from whom 
You haue receyu*d your greefe : Nor are they fuch. 
That thefe great Towres, Trophees, & Schools (hold fjll 
Fur priuate laults in them. 

2 Nor are they liuing 

Who 
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Who were the mottues that you firft went out, 

(Shame that they wanted, cunning in excefle) 

Hath broke their hearts. March, Noble Lord, 

Into our City with thy Banners fpred, 

By decimation and a tythed death ; 

If thy Reuenges hunger for that Food 

Which Nature loathes, take thou the deftinM tenth. 

And by the hazard of the fpotted dye. 

Let dye the fpotted. 

1 All hane not offended : 

For thofe that were, it is not fquare to take 
On thofe that are, Reuenge : Crimes, like Lands 
Are not inherited, then deere Countryman, 
Bring in thy rankes, but leaue without thy rage, 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thofe Kin 
Which in the blufter of thy wrath muft fall 
With thofe that haue offended, like a Shepheard, 
Approach the Fold, and cull th*infe6led forth, 
But kill not altogether. 

2 What thou wilt. 

Thou rather (halt inforce it with thy fmile. 
Then hew too't, with thy Sword. 

1 Set but thy foot 

Againft our rampyr*d gates, and they ihall ope : 
So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before, 
To (ay thou*t enter Friendly. 

2 Throw thy Gloue, 

Or any Token of thine Honour elfe, 
That thou wilt vfe the warres as thy redreife. 
And notasourConfiifion : All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in ourTowne, till wee 
Haue fealM thy full defire. 

jHc. Then there's my Gloue, 
Defend and open your vncharged Ports, 



Thofe Enemies of Timoni^ and mine owne 
Whom you your fclucs fluU fet out for reproofe. 
Fall and no more j and to attone your feares 
With my mure Noble meaning, not a man 
Shall paiTe his quarter, or offend the ftreame 
Of Regular luftice in your Citties bounds. 
But flull be remedied to your publique Lawet 
At heapieft anfwer. 

'Both, *Tis moil Nobly fpoken. 

Mc, Defcend, and keepe your words. 
Enter a Meffenger, 

Mif, My Noble General], Ttmon is dead, 
£ntomb*d vpon the very hemme o*th*Sea, 
And on hisGraueftone, this Infculpture which 
With wax I brought away : wbofe foft Imprelfion 
Interprets for my poore ignorance. 

Alcibladei reades the Epitafb. 
Heere Ftes a vretcbed Coarfe^ ofvn-etcbed SouU berefi^ 
Seei^Hot my name: A Plague confume you ,wcfyd Qutifs Uj 
Heere lye I TimonyVrbo aliue^all limng men did tote, 
Pajfehy^ndcurfe thy fill^ but pajfe andftay mot here dygat 
Thefe well expreffe in thee thy latter fpirits: 
Though thou abhorrd'ft in vs our humane griefes, 
Scomd*ft our Braines flow, and thofe our droplets, whic 
From niggard Nature fall j yet Rich Conceit 
Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weepe for aye 
On thy low Graue, on faults forgiuen. Dead 
Is Noble Ttmon^ of whofe Memorie 
Heereafter more. Bring me into your Citie, 
And I will vfe the Oliue, with my Sword : 
Make war breed peace ; make peace ftint war,make eac 
Prefcribe to other, as each othen Leach. 
Let our Drummes ftrike. Bxeum 
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FHE TRAGEDIE OF 

IVLIVS C^SAR. 



^Stus Primus. Sccena Vrima. 



r F/auiuif Murellu6 , and certaine Commoners 
ouer the Stage, 

Flauhu. 
Dce : home you idle Creatures, get you home : 

this a Holiday ? What, know you not 
leing Mechanical]) you ought not walke 
pon a labouring day, without the (igne 
tofeffion ? Speake, what Trade art thou ? 
Vhy Sir, a Carpenter. 

Where b thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule? 
\ thou with thy beft Apparrell on ? 
¥hat Trade are you ? 

Truely Sir, in refped of a fine Workman, I am 
1 would fay, a Cobler. 

But what Trade art thou? Anfwer me dire^ly. 
K Trade Sir, that I hope I may vfe, ' with a fafe 
:e, which is indeed Sir, a Mender of bad foules. 
i^hat Trade thou knaue ? Thou naughty knaue, 
de? 

Nay I befeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
out Sir, I can mend you. 
What mean ft thou by that ? Mend mee, thou 
Jow? 

^hy fir. Cobble you. 
rhou art a Cobier,art thou ? 
Truly fir, all that I liue by, is \nth the Aule : I 
rith no Tradefmans matters, nor womens mat- 
withal I am indeed Sir, a Surgeon to old ihooes: 
7 are in great danger, I recouer them. As pro- 
is euer trod vpon Neats Leather, haue gone yp- 
ndy-worke. 

But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day? 
\ thou leade thefe men about the ftreets? 
Truly fir, to weare out their (hooes, to get my 
more worke. But indeede fir, we make Holy- 
: CUefar^ and to reioyce in his Triumph. 
Wherefore reioyce ? 
nqueft brings he home f 
ibutaries follow him to Rome, 
in Captiue bonds his Chariot Wheeles ? 
:kes,you ftones,you worfe then fenfleife things: 
rd hearts, you cruell men of Rome, 
a not Pompey many a time and oft? 

climb*d vp to Walles and Battlements, 
!S and Windowes? Yea, to Chimney tops, 
nts in your Armes, and there haue fate 
long day, with patient expedadon. 



To fee great Pompey pafle the ftreets of Rome : 
And when you faw his Chariot but appeare, 
Haue you not made an Vniuerfall (hour. 
That Tyber trembled vnderneath her bankes 
To heare the replication of your founds. 
Made in her Concaue Shores ? 
And do you now put on your beft attyre ? 
And do you now cull out a Holyday ? 
And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way. 
That comes in Triumph ouer Pompeyes blood ? 
Be gone, 

Runne to your hou(es, fall vpon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague 
That needs muft light on this Ingratitude. 

Fla. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this ^ult 
AHemble all the poore men of your fort ; 
Draw them to Tyber bankes, and weepe your teares 
Into the Channell, till the loweft ftreame 
Do kiife the moft exalted Shores of alL 

Exeunt all the Commoner^ 
See where their bafeft mettle be not mou*d, i 
They vanifh tongue-tyed in their guiltinefle : 
Go you downe that way towards the Capitoll, 
This way will I : Difrobe the Images, 
If you do finde them deckt with Ceremonies. 

cMur, May we do fo ? 
You know it is the Feaft of Lupercall. 

Fla, It is no matter, let no Images 
Be hung with Qefars Trophees : He about. 
And driue away the Vulgar from the ftreets ; 
So do you too, where you perceiue them thicke. 
Thefe growing Feathers, pluckt from Ca/ars wing, 
Will make him flye an ordinary pitch, 
Who elfe would foare aboue the view of men. 
And keepe vs all in feruile fearefulneife. Exeunt 

Enter Qefar , Antony for the CourfefC^lpbumia^Portiaf De- 
ciuifGcerOy^rutut^ CaJ/iut, Ca6\a,a Soothfayerutf- 
ter tbem Murellus and Flauim. 
CaJ. Calpbumia. 
Casl(. Peace ho, Cr/^r fpeakes. 
CW*. Caipburnia. 
Calp, Heere my Lord. 
C^, Stand you diredly in Antonio'% way, 
When he doth run his courfe. Antonio. 
Ant. Otfarf my Lord. 
Cr/'. Forget not in your fpeed Antonio, 
To touch Qalpbumia : for our Elders (ay, 
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The Barren touched in this holy chace, 
Shake off their fterrile curfe. 

j4nt. I (hall remember, 
When Cajar fayes^Do this; it it perform'd. 

Caf. Set on,and leaue no Ceremony out. 

Sootb, Cafar. 

C^f. Ha?Whoca!lc$f 

Cdtf^. Bid euery noyfe be ftiU : pface yet igain^. 

CaJ. Who is \t in the preiT^, th^t caljes qn mef 
I hearc a Tongue fliriller then all the Mufickc 
Cry, Cafar : Speake, C^^far is turn'd to he^re, 

Sootb, Beware the Ides of March, 

Cdtf. What man is that ? 

Br,A Sooth-fayer bids you beware the Ides of March 

Caf. Set him before me, let me fee his face. 

CiT^.Fellow, come from the throng, look vpon C^Jar, 

Cdtf, What fayft thou to me now? Speak once againe. 

Sootb. Beware the Ides of March. 

O/. He is a Dreamer, let vs leaue him : PaflTo. 

Senmet, • Exeunt, Manet ^rut. & Caff, 

Cajfi. Will you go fee the order of the courfe? 

^rut. Not I. 

Caffi, I pray you do. 

Brut, I am not Gamefom: I do lacke fome part 
Of that quicke Spirit that isin Antony : 
Let me not hinder Caffuu your defires ; 
He leaue you. 

Qaffi. ^rutuij I do abferue you now of late : 
I haue not from your eyes, that gentlenelTe 
And (hew of Loue,as J was wont to haue :| 
You beare too (lubborne,and too flrange a hand 
Ouer your Friend, that loues you. 

Bru. CaJJtMy 
Be not deceiu*d : If I haue veyPd my looke, 
I turne the trouble of my Countenance 
Mccrely vpon my felfe. Vexed I am 
Of late, with pa(rion8 of fome difference, 
Conceptions onely proper to my felfe, 
Which giue (bme loyle (perhaps) to my Behauioun : 
But let not therefore my good Friends be greeu'd 
( Among which number Caffhti be you one) 
Nor conftrue any further my neglect, 
Then that poore Srv/M with himfelfe at warre, 
Forgets the (hewes of Loue to other men. 

Caffi. Thtn^rutuiy I haue much miftook your pa(!ioD, 
By meanes whereof, this Breft of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy Cogitations. 
Tell me good ^ru/M, Can you fee your face ? 

Brutm, No Caffius : 
For the eye fees not it fclft but by reflection. 
By fome other things. 

Caffiui. *Tisiuft, 
And it is very much lamented Brutus^ 
That you haue no fuch Mirrors, as will turne 
Your hidden worthincfTe into your eye. 
That you might fee your (hadow ; 
I haue heard. 

Where many of the beft rcfped in Rome, 
(Except immortall Cafar) fpeaking of Brutm^ 
And groaning vndernearh this Ages yoake, 
Haue wi(h*d, that Noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers, would you 
Leade me Caffius ? 

That you would haue me feeke into my (elfe, 
For that which is not in me.^ 

Caf. Therefore good Brutus^ be prepared to heare : 



And fince you know, you cannot fee your felfe 

So well as by Refle^iooj I your Glaflfey 

Will roodeflly difcouer to your felfe 

That of your felfe, which you yet knew not of. 

And be not iealous on me,gentle Bnttiu : 

Were I a common Laughter, or did vfc 

To ftale with ordinary Oathes my loue 

To egery new Protcfter : if you kpow. 

T|)at I do fawne on men, and hu^ge tRen^ hard, 

And after fcandall them : Or if you know, 

That \ profeffe my felf^ in Banquetting 

Tp all the I\out, then hol4 me dangerous. 

Flourjfiff and Sbout, 

Bru, What meanes this Showting ? 
I do feare, the People choofe Cafar 
For their King. 

Caffi. I, do you ftare it? 
Then muft I thinke you would not haue it fo. 

Bru, I would not Caffiui, yet I loue him well: 
But wherefore do you hold me heere fo long ? 
What is it, that you would impart to me ? 
If it be ought toward the generall good. 
Set Honor in one eye, and Death i*th other. 
And I will looke on both indifferently : 
For let the Gods fo fpced mee, as I lone 
The name of Honor, more then I feare death. 

Caffi, I know that yertue to be in yeu ,~ 
As well as I do know your outward fauoar^ 
Well, Honor is the fubied of my Story » 
I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Thinke of this life : But for my finglr feUe, 
I had as liefe not be, as Hue to be| 
In awe of fuch a Thing, sis I my felfe. 
I was borne free as C^far, fo were you, 
We both haue fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the Winters cold, as well as hee. 
For once, vpon a Rawe and Guftie day, 
The troubled Tyber, chafing with her Shores, 
Citfar faide to me, Dar*ft thou Cifi^ bo^ 
Leape in with me into this angry Flood, 
And fwim to yonder Point / Vpon the wmrJ^ 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 
And bad him follow : (e indeed he did. 
The Torrent roar*d, and we did bufirt it 
With lufly Sinewes, throwing it afide, 
And (lemming it with hearts of Controuerile. 
But ere we could arriuc the Point propoa'd, 
C>/<ircride,Heipe me Caffus, or I (inJce. 
I ^ as c>£neM, our great AnccAor, 
Did from the Flames of Troy, vpon hia ihonldcr 
The old tAncbyfes beare) fo, from the wanes of Tyber 
Did I the tyred C^far : And this Man, 
Is now become a God, and Caffm n 
A wretched Creature, and muft bend his hotiy^ 
If Qejar carelefly but nod on hire. 
He had a Feauer when he was in Spaine, 
And when the Fit was on him, I did naarke 
How he did (hake : Tis true, this God did flukt> 
His Coward lippes did from their colour Aye, 
And that fame Eye, whofe bend doth awe the World, 
Did loofe his Luftre : I did heare him grone t 
I, and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans 
Marke him, and write his Speeches in tbetr Bookes, 
Alas, it cried, Giue me fome driqkc Titinm^l 
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Girle : Ye Gods, it doth amaze roe, 
fuch a feeble temper /hould 
: ftart of the Maieiticke world, 
: the Palme alone. 

Shout, Flourijb. 

k.nother generall fliout ? 
ue, that thefe appiaufes are 
new Honors, that are heap'd on Offar. 
Vby man, he doth beftride the narrow world 
»loflus,and we petty men 
der his huge legges,and peepe about 
>ur ffclues di(honourable Grauei. 
tnetime, are Mailers of their Fates. 
(deere^ru/Ki^is not in our Starrei, 
- Selues, that we are ynderlings. 
I CUe/ar : What ihould be in that C^e/ar ? 
lid that name be founded more then y^urs ? 
m together : Yours, is as faire a Name ; 
:m, it doth become the mouth afweU ; 
em, it is as heauy : Coniure with 'cm* 

I ftart a Spirit as foone a« Otjar, 
e names of all the Gods at once, 

it meate doth this our Cafar feedo, 

; growne fo great? Age, thou art (ham*d. 

ou haft loft the breed of Noble Bloods. 

nt there by an Age, fince the great Flood, 

fam*d with more then with one man ? 

lid they iay(till now)that tall^*d of Rome, 

wide Walkes incompaft but Qne man ? 

Rome indeed, and Roome enough 

rrt is in it but one onely map, 

d I, haue heard our Fathers fay, 

( a ^rutui once, that would haue brook*4 

II Diuell to keepe his State in Rome, 
s a King. 

'hat you do loue me, I am nothing if 4I0UI: 
would worke me too, I haue fume aym« : 
le thought of this, and of thefe times 
3unt heereafter. For this preient, 
ot fb (with loue I might intreatyou^ 
ther moou*d : What you haue faid, 
fid^r: wh^t you haue to fay 
1 patience heare, and finde a time 
te to heare, and anfwer fuch high things. 
, my Noble Friend, chew vpon thi) : 
d rather be a Villager, 
epute himfelfe a Sonne of Rome 
cfe bard Conditions, as this time 
lay vpon vs. 

I am gbd that my weake words 
:ke but thus much fhcw of fire irom BriifM, 

Enter Cdtfar gfid Im Traini, 

rhe Games are done, 
r is returning* 
As they pafte by, 
ui(a by the Sleeue, 
ill (after his fowre faftsion) tell you 
h proceeded worthy note to day. 
will do fo : but loo Ice you CaffifUf 
f fpot doth glow on Cajars brow, 
le reft, looke like a chidden Traine ; 
i*s Cbeeke is pale, and Cicero 
ith fuch Ferret, and fuch fiery eyes J 
le feene him in the CapitoU 



Being croft in Confi^rence, by fome Senators. 

Caffi, Cadi(a will tell vs what the matter )s. 

Caf. jintonio. 

Ant, (uej'ar. 

Caf, Let me haue men about me, that are ^t, 
Sleeke-headed men, and fuch as fleepe a-nights : 
Yond Caffiiu has a leane and hungry looke, 
He thinkes too much : fuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Feare him not Qefar^ he's not dangerous, 
He is a Noble Roman, and well giuen. 

Qef. Would he were fatter ; But I feare him not i 
Yet if my name were lyable to feare, 
I do not know the man I fliould auoyd 
So foone as that fpare Cfiffitu. He readcs much, 
He is a great Obferuer, and he lookes 
Quite through the Deeds of men. He loues no Playes, 
As thoo doft Antony ; he heares no Muficke ; 
Seldome he fmiles, and fmiles in fuch a fort 
As if he mock'd himfelfe, and fcorn*d his fpirit 
That could be mou*d to fmile at any thing. 
Such men as he, be neuer at hearts eafe. 
Whiles they behold a greater then themfeluet. 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
I rather tell thee what is to be feared. 
Then what I feare : for alwayes I am Cajar. 
Come on my right hand, for this eare is deafe. 
And tell me truely, what thou think*ft of him. Sennit. 
Exeumt Qefitr and bit Traine, 

Cai\. You purd me by the cloake, would you fpeake 
with me ? 

Bru^ I CmkaftstW vs what hath chancM to day 
That (Uefar lookes fo fad. 

Ciul^. Why you were with him, were you not .' 

^ru. I ihould not then aske C^kfi ^bat had ehanc*d. 

CoaJ^, Why there was a Crowne oflfcr'd him; k being 
ofter'd himy he put it by with the backe of his hand thus, 
and then the people fell a ihouting. 

Bru, What was the fecond noyfe for ? 

C«/t- Why for that too. 

CaJJi. They ihouted thrice: what was the laft cry for? 

G«t, Why for that too. 

Bru. Was the Crowne ofiferM him thrice ? 

Ca*l{, I marry was*t, and hee put it by thrice, cuerie 
time gentler then other ; ^nd at euery patting by, mine 
honeft. Neighbors ihowted. 

CaJJi. Who ofFerM him the Crowne ? 

G«^. Why Antony, 

^ru. Tell vs the manner of it,gentleCW(4. 

Ca6ka. I can as well bee hang'd as tell the manner of 
it : It was meere Foolerie, I did not roarke it. I fawc 
tMar\e Antony offer him a Crowne, yet *twas not a 
Crowne neyther, *twas one of thefe Coronets i and as I 
told you, hee put it by once : but for all that, to my thin- 
king, he would faine haue had it* Then hee oftered it to 
him againe : then hee put it by againe : but to my think- 
ing, he was very loath to lay his fingers off it. And then 
he offered it the third 6me i hee put it the third time by, 
and ftill as hee refused it, the rabblement howted, and 
clappM their chopt hands, and threw vppe their fweatie 
Night-cappes, and vttered fuch a deale of iHnking 
breath, becaufe C^ar refus*d the Crowne, that it bad 
^almoft) choaked Cafar : for hee fwoonded, and fell 
downe at it : And for mine owne part, I durft not laugh, 
for feare of opening my Uppes, and receyuing the 'bad 
Ayre. 

kk ft Caffi. 
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Caffi. But foft I pray you : what, did C^far fwound ? 

CasJ^. He fell downe in the Market-place,and foam*d 
at mouthy and was fpeechlefTe* 

Brut. Tis very like he hath the Falling ficknefle. 

CaJJi. HOfCafar hath it not: but you, and I, 
And honeft Casifaf we haue the Falling fickneife. 

Ca6i(. I know not what you meane by that , but I am 
fure Qefar fell downe. If the tag-ragge people did not 
clap him, and hifle him, according as he pleased, and dif- 
pleasM them, as they vfe to doe the Players in the Thea- 
tre, I am no true man. 

^rut. Whatfaid he, when hecamevnto him(elfe? 

Ca6i( Marry, before he fell downe, when he perceiu*d 
the common Heard was glad he refiis'd the Crowne, he 
pluckt me ope his Doublet, and ofFer'd them his Throat 
to cut : and I had beene a man of any Occupation, if I 
would not haue taken him at a word , I would I might 
goe to Hell among the Rogues, and fo hee fell. When 
he came to himfelfi: againe, hee faid. If hee had done, or 
fald any thing amine,he defir'd their Worihips to thinke 
it was his infirmitie. Three or foure Wenches where I 
ftood, cryed, AlaiTe good Soule, and forgaue him with 
all their hearts : But there*s no heed to be taken of them; 
ifC<r/<irhad ftab*d their Mothers, they would haue done 
no lefTe. 

^rut. And after that, he came thus fad away. 

Casi. I. 

Caffi. Did Goto fay any thing ? 

Cask. I,herpokeGreeke. 

Caffi. Towhateffea? 

Casi(. Nay, and I toll you that, He neVe looke yoo 
i*th*face againe. But thofe that vnderftood him, fmird 
at one another, and (hooke their heads: but for mine 
owne part, it was Greeke to me. I could tell you more 
newcs too: Murrelltu and FlauhUj for pulling ScarfTes 
off Oefars Images, are put to filence. Fare you well. 
There was more Foolerie yet , if I could remem- 
ber it. 

Caffi. Will you fuppe with me to Night, Gui^tf? 

Ca6i^. No, I am promised forth. 

Caffi. Will you Dine with me to morrow? 

CaA(. I, if I be aliue, and your minde hold, and your 
Dinner worth the eating. 

Caffi. Good, I will exped you. 

Cdtf^. Doe fo : farewell both. Exit. 

^rut. What a blunt fellow is this growne to bef 
He was quick Mettle, when he went to Schoole. 

Caffi. So is he nowy in execution 
Of any bold, or Noble Enterprise, 
How-euer he puts on this tardie fbrme : 
This Rudenefle is a Sawce to his good Wit, 
Which giues men ftomacke to difgeft his words 
With better Appetite. 

Brut, And fo it is : 
For this time I will leaue you : 
To morrow, if you pleafe to fpeake with me, 
I will come home to you : or if you vnll. 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 

Caffi. I will doe fo : till then, thinke of the World. 
Exit^rutm. 
Well BrutMi yXhoM art Noble : yet I fee. 
Thy Honorable Mettle may be wrought 
From that it is difpos*d : therefore it is meet, 
That Noble mindes keepe euer with their likes : 
For who fo firme,that cannot be frduc^d ? 
Otfar doth beare me hard, but he loues Brutm. 



If I were ^rutut now, and he were CaJJm^ 

He ihould not humor me. I will this Night, 

In feuerall Hands, in at his Windowes throw, 

As if they came from feuerall Citisens, 

Wridngs,all tending to the great opinion 

That Rome holds of his Name : wherein obfcurely 

Cajari Ambition ihall be glanced at. 

And after this,let Cajar feat him fure. 

For wee will (hake him, or worfe dayes endure. 

Exit. 



*rbutidery and Lightning, 
and Gcero, 



Enter Cas^a, 



Gc. Good tutn,QuJ(a: brought you Cst/ar home? 
Why are you breathlefTe, and why ftare you fo ? 

Gu^^. Are not you mou*d, when all the fway of Earti 
Shakes, like a thing vnfirme ? O Gcero, 
I haue Ceene Tempefts,when the fcolding Winds 
Haue riu*d the knottie Oakes,and I haue feene 
Th*ambitious Ocean fwell,and rage, and foame. 
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: 
But neuer till to Night, neuer till now. 
Did I goe through a Tempeft-dropping-fire. 
Eyther there is a Ciuill ftrife in Heauen, 
Or elfe the World, too fawcie with the Gods, 
Incenfes them to fend deftruftion. 

Gc, Why, faw you any thing more wonderfiill ? 

Cfl*^. A common flaue, you know him well by fight, 
Held vp his left Hand, which did flame and burne 
Like twentie Torches ioyn'dj and yet his Hand, 
Not fenfible of fire,remain*d vnfcorch*d. 
Beiides, I ha*not fince put vp my Sword, 
Againft the Capitoll I met a Lyon, 
Who glaz*d vpon me, and went furly by. 
Without annoying me. And there were drawne 
Vpon a heipe,a hundred gaftly Women, 
Transformed with their feare , who fwore, they law 
Men,all in fire,walke vp and downe the ftreetes. 
And yefterday,the Bird of Night did fit, 
Euen at Noone-day,vpon the Market place, 
Howting,and fhreeking. When thefe Prodigies 
Doe fo conioyntly meet, let not men fay, 
Thefe are their Reafons,they are Naturall : 
For I beleeue,thcy arc portentous things 
Vnto the Clymate,that they point vpon. 

Gc. Indeed, it is a ftrange-difpofed time : 
But men may conftrue things after their fiihion, 
Cleane from the purpofe of the things themfelues. 
Comes Cafar to the Capitoll to morrow ? 

Gul( He doth : for he did bid Antonio 
Send word to you, he would be there to morrow. 

Gc. Good-night then, Gu^a : 
This difturbed Skie is not to walke in. 

Caai(. Fftfewell Gcero. Exit Gcero. 

Enter Caffiut, 

Caffi. Who's there? 

Gul(. ARomane. 

Caffi. Casket by your Voyce. 

Gul{. Your Eare is good. 
C^«i,what Night is this ? 

Caffi. A very pleafing Night to honefl men. 

Cask. Who euer knew the Heauens menace fo ? 

Caffi. Thofe that haue knowne the Earth fo full ^ 
faults. 
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part, I haue walk*d about the ftreeti, 

ng me vnco the perillous Night \ 

IS vnbracedyCjtfi^^yas you fee, 

r'd my Bofome to the Thunder-ftone : 

en the croflfe blew Lightning reem*d to open 

ft of Heauen, I did prefent my felfe 

the ayroe,and very fla(h of it. (uens ? 

But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Hea- 
part of men, to feare and tremble, 
le moft mightie Gods, by tokens (end 
adfull Heraulds,to aftonifli vs. 

You are dull, CmI^ : 
(e fparkes of Life, that ihould be in a Roman, 

want, or elfe you vfe not. 
ke pale, and gaze, and put on feare, ; 
t your felfe in wonder, 
be ftrange impatience of the Heauens : 
lu would confider the true caufe, 
thefe Fires, why all thefe gliding Ghofts, 
rds and Beafts,from qualitie and kinde, 
d men,Foole8,and Children calculate, 

thefe things change from their Ordinance, 
atures,and pre-formed Faculties, 
ftrous qualitie ; why you ihall finde, 
rauen hathinfusM them with thefe Spirits, 
e them Inftruments of feare, and warning, 
ne monftrous State, 
lid I CCmJ^J name to thee a man, 
e this dread full Night, 
lunders. Lightens, opens Graues, and roares, 
the Lyon in the CapitoU : 
o mightier then thy felfe, or me, 
nail action ; yet prodigious growne, 
refull,as thefe ftrange eruptions are. 

*Tis Or/ar that you meane : 

Let it be who it is : for Romans now 
bewes,and Limbes,like to their Anceftors; 

the while, our Fathers mindes are dead, 
are gouern*d with our Mothers fpirits, 
ke,and fuflerance, /hew vs Womaniih. 

Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morrow 
o eftabliih Cafar as a King : 
ftiall weare his Crowne by Sea, and Land, 

place, faue here in Italy, 

I know where I will weare this Dagger then ; 
"om Bondage will deliuer Caffitu : 
,yee Gods, you make the weake moft ftrong; 
,yee Gods, you Tyrants doe defeat, 
nie Tower, nor Walls of beaten Brafle, 
e-lefle Dungeon, nor ftrong Linkes of Iron, 
retentiue to the ftrength of fpirit : 
; being wearie of the(e worldly Barres, 
icks power to difmilTe it felfe. 
>w this, know all the World befidcs, 
rt of Tyrannic that I doe beare, 
ake off at pleafure. Thunder ftill. 

So can I : 
r Bond-man in his owne hand beares 
ver to cancell his Captiuitie. 

And why ihould Cafar be a Tyrant then ? 
lan, I know he would not be a Wolfe, 
t he fees the Romans are but Sheepe : 
: no Lyon, were not Romans Hindes. 
hat with bafte will make a mightie fire, 
: with weake Strawes. What traih is Rome ? 



What Rubbi(h,and what Oftall? when it ferues 
For the bafe matter, to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Oefar. But oh Griefe, 
Where haft thou led me ? I (perhaps^ fpeake this 
Before a willing Bond-man : then I know 
My anfwere muft be made. But I am arm*d. 
And danger^ are to me indifferent. 

Casi^. You fpeake to Cast^a^znA to fuch a man. 
That is no flearing Tell-tale. Hold, my Hand : 
Be fafUous for redrefTe of all thefe Griefes, 
And I will fet this foot of mine at farre, 
As who goes fartheft. 

CaJJi, There's a Bargaine made. 
Now know you, Cas\a,l haue mou*d already 
Some ceruine of the Nobleft minded Romans 
To vnder-goe, with me, an Enterprlze, 
Of Honorable dangerous confequence ; 
And I doe know by this, they ftay for me 
In Pomfxyes Porch : for now this fearefuU Night, 
There is no ftirre,or walking in the ftreetes ; 
And the Complexion of the Element 
Is Fauors,like the Worke we haue in hand, 
Moft bloodie,fierie,and moft terrible. 

Snter Gnna* 

Cat^a, Stand clofe a while, for heere comes one in 
hafte. 

Caffi, *Tis Gnnaf I doe know him by his Gate, 
He is a friend. Gn/taf where hafte you fo ? 

Gttita, To finde out you : Wbo*s that, Metellm 
Cymbtr ? 

Caffi. No, it is Gul(a^ one incorporate 
To our Attempts. Am I not ftayM for, Gnnaf 

Gttfta. I am glad on*t. 
What a fearefuU Night is this ? 
There's two or three of vs haue feene ftrange fights. 

Caffi. Am I not ftay'd for ? tell me. 

Gnna. Yes, you are. O QiJ/iuiy 
If you could but winne the Noble Brutm 
Toour party— • 

Cajfi' Be you content. Good Gnnaytakt this Paper, 
And looke you lay it in the Pretors Chayre, 
Where ^rutiu may but finde it : and throw this 
In at his Window ^ fet this vp with Waxe 
Vpon old Brutiu Statue : all this done, 
Repaire to Pompcfts Porch, where you (hall finde vs. 
Is ^eciui Brutut and Trebonm there ? 

Gnna, All, but Metellut Cymber^znA hee*s gone 
To feeke you at your houfe. Well, I will hie. 
And fo beftow thefe Papers as you bad me. 

CaJJi, That done,repayre to Pompeyes Theater. 

Exit Gnna, 
Come Qu^df you and I will yet, ere day, • 

See Brutut at his houfe : three parts of him 
Is ours alreadie, and the man entire 
Vpon the next encounter, yeelds him ours. 

Qiil(. O, he fits high in all the Peoples hearts : 
And that which would appeare Offence in vs. 
His Countenance, like richeft Alchymie, 
Will change to Vertue,and to Worthinefle. 

Caffi. Him, and his worth, and our great need of him. 
Yon haue right well conceited : let vs goe. 
For it is after Mid-night, and ere day. 
We will awake him, and be fure of him. 

Exeunt. 
k k 3 jiffue 
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Enttr 'Brutus in bit OtcbdfJ. 

Brut. What Ltuhiiy boe ? 
I cannot, by the progrdfle of the Starresy 
Giue guefTe how neere to dzy "-LuciMf I (ay ? 
I would it were my fault to fleepc fo foofidly. 
When Luchtif when ? awake, I (ay: what Luciai ? 
Enter Lutiui, 

Luc, Caird you, my Lord } 

'Brut. Get me a Tapor in my Study, LorfaK .' 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Lue. I will, my Lord. Exit. 

Brut. It muft be by hia death t and for my part, 
I know no perfonall caure,to fpurne at him. 
But for the generall. He would be crown*d : 
How that might change his nature, there's the quedion? 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craues warie walking : Crowne him that^ 
And then I graunt we put a Sdng in him, 
That at his will he may doe danger vrith. 
Th'abufe of Greatne(re,is,when it dis-ioynes 
RemdVfe fi-om Power : And to fpeake truth of Captr^ 
I haue not knowne,when his Affe^ions fwayM 
More then his Reafon. But*tis a common prooie. 
That Lowlyneflfe is young Ambitions Ladder, 
Whereto the Climber upward turnes his Face i 
But when he once attaines the vpmoft Round, 
He then vnto the Ladder tufnes his Backe, 
Lookes in the Clouds, fcoming the bafe degrees 
By which he did afcend : fo Oejar may : 
Then leaft he may,preuent. And fince the Quarrell 
Will beare no colour,fbr the thing he is, 
Faihion it thus; that what he is, augmented, 
Would runne to there,and thefe extremities: 
And therefore thinke him as a Serpents egge. 
Which hatch'd, would as his kinde grow mifchl^b^Us ; 
And kill him in the ihell. 

Enter Lucius, 
• Luc, The Taper bumeth in your Clofet, Sir : 
Searching the Window for a Flint, I found 
This Paper, thus feal*d ▼p,and I am fure 
It did not lye there when I went to Bed. 

Giuet bim the Letter. 

Brut, Get you to Bed againe,it is not day : 
Is not to morrow ( Boy; the Arft of March ^ 

Luc. I know not, Sir. 

Brut, Looke in the Calender^ and bring me word. 

Lue, I will. Sir. Sxit, 

* Brut, The exhalations, whiaaing in the ayre, 
Giue fo much light, that I may reade by them. 

Opens the Letter^aiul reades. 
'Brutui thoufieefp \ eetnti^^ and fee tbyjelfe : 
Shall Rome, &c, jfeal^e Jlril(e , redreffe, 
^rutue, tboujleefji : awai^. 
Such infligations hane beene often dropt. 
Where I haue tooke them vp : 
Shall RonUf&c. Thus muft I piece it out : 
Shall Rome ftand vnder one mans awe? What Rome? 
My Anceftors did from the ftreetes of Rome 
The Tar^uin driue, when he %ras callM a King. 
Speake^ftrii^j redrejfe. Am I entreated 



To fpeake, and ftrike ? O Rome, I make thee prooife, 
If the redrefle will follow, thou receineft 
Thy foil Petition at the hand of Brutus. 
Enter Lucius. 

Luc, Sir, March is wafted fifteene dayes. 

KMoc\e 9ithiu. 

Brut. *Ti8 good. Go to the Gate,rome body kflocb: 
Since Cajfius firft did whet me againft OJar, 
I haue not ilept* 

Betweene the ading of a dreadfoU thing. 
And the firft motion, all the Interim is 
Like a Phantafma,OT a hideous Dreame: 
The GeniuSfind the morull Inftruments | 

Are then in councell ; and the ftate of a man, ! 

Like to a little Kingdome, fufFen then ' 

The nature of an Infurredion. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc, Sir,'ti8 your Brother Caffius at the Doore, 
Who doth defire to fee you. 

^rut. Is he alone f 

Luc. No,Sir, there are moe with him. 

Brut. Doe you know them f 

Luc, No, Sir, their Hats arc pluckt about then- Eatti, 
And halfe their Faces buried in their Cloakes, 
That by no meanes I may difcooer them. 
By any marke of fauovr. 

^rut. Let *em enter : 
They are the FaAlon. O Confpiracie, 
Sham*ft thou to ihew thy dangerous Brow by Night, 
When cuills are moft free f O then, by day 
Where wilt thou finde a Caucme darke enough. 
To maske thy monftrous Vifage?Seek none Confpinde, 
Hide it in Smiles, and Affikbilitie : 
For if thou path thy natiue femblan^e on. 
Not Erehus it felfe were dimme enoogh, 
To hide thee from preuention. 

Enter the Con^irators, Cajfiuif Cas\a, Deeim^ 
GnnajMetellaSyand Trehonius, 

Qajf, I thinke we are too bold Tpon your Rdl : 
Good morrow ^rutus^doe we trouble you? 

Brut. I haue beene vp tha howre, awake all Ni|;Kt: 
Know I thefe men, that come along with you ? 

Caff, Ye8,euery man of them ; and no man here 
But honors you : and euery one doth wifli. 
You had but that opinion of your felfe. 
Which euery Noble Roman beares of you. 
This is Trehonius. 

'Brut, He is welcome hither. 

Caff, This, Decius 'Brutus. 

Brut. He a welcome too. 

Caj: This, Casl(a ; thu, QiiiM > ^nd this, c^neSn 
Cymber, 

Brut, They are all welcdme^ 
What watchfoU Cares doe interpofd themfelues 
Betwixt your Eyes, and Night ? 

Caff. Shall I entreat a word ? 'fbey ifbijfer. 

Decius, Here lyes the Eaft : doth Hot the Day breikt 
heere ? 

Cask. No. 

Gn. O pardon. Sir, tt doth ; and yon grey Lines, 
That fret th^ Clouds, are Meflengers of Day, 

Cas(. You (hall eonfe(!e,that you are both dttin^* 
Heere^as I point my Sword,the SiinAe arlfes, 
Which is a great way growing on the Sottth, 
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le youth full Seafbn of the yeare« 
oneths hencCj vp higher toward the North 
*nti his fire, and the high £aft 
; Capitoll,diredly heere. 
I me your hands all ouer,one by one. 
let V8 fweare our Refolution. 
I not an Oath : if not the Face of men, 
ce of our Soules, the times Abufe ; 
fotiues weake, breake off betimes, 
)an hence, to his idle bed : 
lighted-Tyranny range on, . 
tn drop by Lottery. But if the{e 
e they do) beare fire enough 
owardSjand to fteele with valour 
Spirits of women. Then Countrymen, 
we any fpurre, but our owne caufe, 
t to redreflfe ? What other Bond, 
Romans, that haue fpoke the word, 
t palter ? And what other Oath, 
\y to Honefty ingag*d, 
ill be, or we will fall for it. 
b and Cowards, and men Cautelous 
arrions, and fuch fuffering Soules 
le in-ongs t Vnto bad caufes, fweare 
res as men doubt; but do not ftatne 
rtue of our Enterprize, 
prefliue Mettle of our Spirits, 
hat or our Caufe, or our Performance 
I Oath. When euery drop of blood 
loman beares, and Nobly beares 
feuerall Baftardie, 
ke the fmalleft Particle 
ife that hath pa ft from him. 
vhat ofGceroP Shall we found him ? 
m\\ ftand very ftrong with vs. 
vs not leaue him out. 
>y no meanes. 

let vs haue him, for his Siluer haires 
e vs a good opinion : 
ns voyccs, to commend our deeds : 
yd, his iudgement ral'd our hands, 
ind wildenefre,ihall no whit appeare, 
ried in his Grauity. 

ime him not ; let vs not breake with him, 
leuer follow any thing 
nen begin. 
I leaue him out. 
sed, he is not fit. 

tail no man elfe be toucht,but onely Cafar 7 
M well vrg*d : I thinke it is not meet, 
ry,(b well bclou'd of Cajar^i 
iue Ot/ary we (hall finde of him 
ontriuer. And you know, his meanes 
e them, may well ftretch fo farre 
vs all : which to prcuent, 
nd Cafar fall together. 

r couife will feeme too bloody, Gtriv CafshUy 
lead off, and then hacke the Limbes; 
in death, and Enuy afterwards : 
is but a Limbe of Qtfar. 
ificers, but not Butchers Caha : 
vp againft the fpirit of Cajar^ 
ipirit of men, there is no blood : 
len could come by C^fars Spirit, 
nember Cafar \ But (alas) 
>leed for it. And gentle Friends, 



Let's kill him Boldly, but not Wrathfully : 
Let*scarue him, as a Diih fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a CarkafTe fit for Hounds: 
And let our Hearts, as fubtle Mafters do, 
Stine vp their Seruants to an a^e of Rage, 
And after feeme to chide *em. This Ihall make 
Our purpofe Nece(rary,and not Enuious. 
Which fo appearing to the common eyes. 
We (hall be call'd Purgers, not Murderers. 
And for AiarJ^ j1ntoiiy,xhinkc not of him : 
For he can do no more then Cafar s Arme, 
When Cafars head is off. 

Caf. Yet I feare him,' 
For in the ingrafted loue he beares to Cafar, 

^ru. Alas, good CafsiuSy do not thinke of him : 
If he loue Cajar, all that he can do 
Is to himfelfej take thought, and dye for Cafar, 
And that were much he (hould : for he is giuen 
To fports, to wildenefTe, and much company. 

Treh. There is no feare in him; let him not dye, * 
For he will liue, and laugh at this heereafter. 

CJoc\eftn\es. 

^ru. Peace, count the Clocke. 

Caf. The Clocke hath ftricken three. 
Treb, *Tis time to part. 

Cajf But it is doubtful! yet. 
Whether Cafar will come forth to day, or no s 
For he is Superftitious growne of late, 
Quite from the maine Opinion he held once, 
0?Fantafie, ofDreames, and Ceremonies: 
It may be, thefe apparant Prodigies, 
The vnaccuftom*d Terror of this night, 
And the perfwafion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitoll to day. 

Pectus. Neuer feare that : If he be fo refolu'd, 
I can ore-fway him : For he loues to heare. 
That Vnicornes may be betray*d with Trees, 
And Beares with Glafifes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toyles, and men with Flatterers. 
But, when I tell him, he hates Flatterers, 
He fayes.he does; being then moft flattered. 
Let me worke : 

For I can giue his humour the true bent ; 
And I will bring him to the Capitoll. 

Caf Nay, we will all of vs, be there to.firtch him. 

Bru, By the eight houre,is that the vttermoft? 

Cin. Be that the vttermoft, and fiiile not then. 

Afet» C^hu Li^ariu* doth beare Cafar hard. 
Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey ; 
I wonder none of you haue thought of him. 

^ru. Now good eMetellu* go along by him t 
He loues me well, and I haue giuen him Reafons, 
Send him but hither, and He ^fhion him. 

Caf The morning comes vpon*s: 
Wee*l leaue you fBrutuif 

And Friends difperfe your felues; but all remember 
What you haue faid, and Ihew your felues true Romans. 

Bru, Good Gentlemen, looke frelh and merrily, 
Let not our lookes put on our purpofes, 
But beare it as our Roman A£tors do. 
With vntyrM Spirits, and formall Conftancie, 
And fo good morrow to you euery one. Exeunt. 

Manet Brutud. 
Boy : iMciui : Faft afleepe ? It is no matter, 
Enioy the hony-heauy-Dew of Slumber : 
Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantafies, 

Which 
_- 
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^hich bufie care drawes, in the braines of men ; 
Therefore thou fleep'ft {q found. 

Enter Portia. 

Tor, Brutus^ my Lord. 

Bru.Portia: What meane you?wherfore rife you now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weake condition, to the raw cold morning. 

For. Nor for yours neither. Y'hauc vngently Brutta 
Stole from my bed : and yefternight at Supper 
You fodainly arofe,and wallc*d about, 
Mufing, and iighing, with your armes a-crolTe : 
And when I aslcM you what the matter was. 
You ftar*d vpon me, with vngentle lookes. 
I vrgM you further, then you fcratchM your head. 
And too impatiently ftampt with your foote : 
Yet I infifted, yet you anfwer*d not, 
But with an angry wafcer of your hand 
Gaue Hgne for me to leaue you : So I did, 
Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience 
Whioi) ieem*d too much inkindled ; and withall. 
Hoping it was but an effed of Humor, 
Which fometime hath his houre with euery man. 
It will not let you eate, nor talke, nor flerpe j 
And could it worke fo much vpon your ihape. 
As it hath much preuayl'd on your Condition, 
I (hould not know you Brntm. Deare my Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your caufe of greefe. 

fBru, 1 am not well in health, and that is all. 

Par, Brutus is wife, and were he not in health. 
He would embrace the meanes to come by it. 

Bru. Why fo I do : good Portia go to bed. 

Por, U^rutmfickt} And is it Phyficall 
To walke vnbraced, and fucke vp the humours 
Of the danke Morning ? What, is Brutus ficke? 
And will he fteale out of his wholfome bed 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night? 
And tempt the Rhewmy,and vnpurged Ayre, 
To adde vnto hit ficknefTe ? No my Brutus ^ 
You haue fome ficke Offence within your minde, 
Which by the Right and Vertue of my place 
I ought to know of: And vpon my knees, 
I charme you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your vowcs of Loue, and that great Vow 
Which did incorporate and make vs one. 
That you vnfold to me, your felfej your halfe 
Why you are heauy : and what men to night 
Haue had refort to you : for heere haue beene 
Some fixe or fcuen, who did hide their faces 
Euen firom darknefle. 

fBru, Kneele not gentle Portia. 

Por. I ihould not ncede, if you were gentle Brutut. 
Within tho Bond of Marriage, tell me Brutm^ 
Is it excepted, I ihould know no Secrets 
That appertaine to you ? Am I your Selfe, 
But as it were in fort, or limitation ? 
To keepe with you at Meales, comfort your Bed, 
And Ulke to you fometimes ? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
Of your good pleafure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 

^ru. You are my true and honourable Wife, 
As deere to me, as are the ruddy droppes 
That vifit my fad heart. 

Por. If this were true, then ihould I know thisifecret. 
I graunt 1 am a Woman; but withall, 
A Woman that Lord fBrutus tooke to Wife : 
I graunt I am a Woman; but withall. 



A Woman well reputed : ^fl/tf*$ Daughter. 

Thinke you, I am no ftronger then my Sex 

Being fo Fathered, and fo Husbanded ? 

Tell me your Counfels, I will not difclofe *ein : 

I haue made ftrong proofe of my Conftancie, 

Giuing my felfe a voluntary wound 

Heere, in the Thigh : Can I beare that with patience. 

And not my Husbands Secrets ? 

Bru. O ye Gods ! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. Kmoci^. 

Harke,harke,one.knockes : Portia go in a while. 
And by and by thy bofome (ball partake 
The fecrets of my Heart. 
All my engagements, I will conftrue to thee. 
All the CharraQery of my fad browcs: 
Leaue me with haft. Exit Portia. 

Enter Lucius and Ligarius, 
Lucius^ who*s that knockes. 

Luc. Heere is a ficke man that would fpeak with you. 

Bru. Caius Ligarius , that MeteltUs fpake of. \ 

Boy, (land afide. Caius Ligarius, ho'w} | 

Cat. Youchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue. 

Bru. O what a time haue you chofe out braue Cajut 
To weare a K^rchiefe ? Would you were not ficke. 

Cai. I am not ficke, if Brutus haue in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor. 

Bru. .Such an exploit haue I in hand UgariuSf 
Had you a healthful! eare to heare of it. 

Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 
I heere difcard my ficknefle. Soule of Rome, 
Braue Sonne, deriu*d from Honourable Loines, 
Thou like an Exorcift, haft coniur*d vp 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me runne. 
And 1 will ftriue with things impoflible,i 
Yea get the better of them. What's to do ? 

^ru. A pecce of worke. 
That will make ficke men whole. 

Cai. But are not fome whole, that we muft make fick^ 
Bru, That muft we alfo. What it is my CWw, 
I (hall vnfold to thee, as we are going, 
To whom it muft be done. 

Cai, Set on your foote. 
And with a heart new-fir*d, I follow you. 
To do I know not what : but it fufficeth 
That Brutus leads me on. Thuader, 

Bru, Follow me then. Exaat 

Thunder & Lightning. 
Enter lulius Cajar in bit Night'gowue, 

Cafar, Nor Heauen, nor Earth, 
Haue beene at peace to night : 
Thrice hath CaJphurnia, in her fleepe cryed out, 
Helpe , ho : They murther Otfar. Who*s within ? 
Snter a Seruant. 
Ser, My Lord. 

CW*. Go bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succefle. 

Ser, I will my Lord. Exit 

Enter Calthurnia, 
Cf/.What mean you Car/ar} Think you to walk forth i 
You ihall not ftirre out of your houfe to day. 

Caf Cafar ihall forth; the things that threaten^ aKt 
I NeVe looked but on my backe: When they ikall fee 
' The face ofQ^far^ they are vaniftied. 
' C^f 
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Calp. Cdtjary I neoer ftood on Ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me : There is one within, 
Befidet the things that we haue heard and feene, 
Recounts moft horrid fights U^nt, by the Watch. 
A Lionneflfe hath whelped in the ftreets. 
And Graiies haue yawn*d, and yeelded vp their dead ; 
Fierce fiery Warriours fight vpon the Clouds 
In Rankes and Squadrons, and right forme of Warre 
Which drizelM blood vpon the Capitoll : 
The noife of Battell hurtled in the Ayre : 
HoriTes do neigh, and dying men did grone, 
And Ghofts did fiirieke and fqueale about the ftreets. 

C^Jar, thefe things are beyond all vfe. 
And I do feare them. 

CtW*. What can be auoyded 
Who/e end is purposed by the mighty Gods ? 
Yet C^Jar ihall go forth : for thefe Predi^ions 
Are to the world in generall,asto C^far. 

Calf, When Beggcrs dye, there are no Comets feen. 
The Heauens themfelues blaze forth the death of Princes 

C^j, Cowards dye many times before their deaths, 
The yaliant neuer tafte of death but once : 
Of all the Wonders that I yet haue heard. 
It feemes to me moft ftrange that men fhould feare, 
Seeing that death, a necefTary end 
Will come, when it will come. 

Enter a Seruant, 
What fay the Augurers ? 

Ser, They would not haue you to ftirre forth to day. 
Plucking the intrailes of an Offering forth. 
They could not finde a heart within the beaft. 

C^J. The Gods do this in fliame of Cowardice: 
(Utjar fiiould be a Beaft without a heart 
If he ihould ftay at home to day for feare : 
No Otjar ihall not; Danger knowes full well 
That Otfar is more dangerous then he. 
We heare two Lyons licter*d in one day. 
And I the elder and more terrible. 
And C^Jar fliall go foorth» 

Calp. Alas my Lord, 
Yoar wifedome is confumM in confidence : 
Do not go forth to day : Call it my feare. 
That keepes you in the houfe, and not your owne. 
Wee*l fend <^ar]^ Antony to the Senate houfe, 
And he ihall fay, vou are not well to day : 
Let me vpon my knee,preaaile in this. 

C^f. Afarl^ Antony (hall fay I am not well, 
And for thy humor, I will ftay at home. 

Enter Decius, 
Heere*s Dechu Brutus, he (hall tell them fo. 

Deci. Ccr/^r, all haile : Good morrow worthy C^fitr, 

1 come to fetch you to the Senate houfe. 

Caf, And you are come in very happy time, 
To bare my greeting to the Senators, 
And tell them that 1 will not come to day : 
Cannot, is ^Ife : and that I dare not,ftlfer : 
I will not come to day, tell them fb Deem, 

Calp, Say he is ficke. 

Ce/. Shall C-Z^r fend a Lye ? 
Haue I in Conqueft ftretcht mine Arme fo farre. 
To be afear*d to tell Gray-beards the truth : 
Dechu, go tell them, C^far will not come. 

^ed. Moft mighty Cdtfar^Xtt me know fome caufe, 
Left I be laught at when 1 tell them fo. 

C^f, The caufe is in my Will, I will not come. 
That IS enough to fatisfie the Senate. 
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But for your priuate fatisfaftion, 
Becaufe I loue you, I will let you know. 
Calpbumia heere my w;fe, ftayes me at home : 
She dreampt to night, ftie faw my Statue, 
Which like a Fonntaine,with an hundred fpouts 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans 
Came fmiling,4e did bathe their hands in it : 
And thefe does fhe apply, for warnings and portents. 
And euils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg*d, that I will ftay at home to day. 

Deci, This Dreame is all amiflfe interpreted, 
It was a vifion, faire and fortunate : 
Your Statue fpouting blood in many pipes. 
In which fo many fmiling Romans bach*d, 
Signifies, that from you great Rome ftiall fucke 
Reuiuing blood, and that great men ftiall prefle 
For TinAures, Staines, Reliques, and Cugnifance. 
This bv Ca!pburnia*% Dreame is fignified. 

C^j, And this way haue you well expounded it. 

^ecl, I haue, when you haue heard what I can fay : 
And know it now, the Senate haue concluded 
To giue this day, a Crowne to mighty Cafar, 
If you ftiall fend them word you will not come. 
Their mindes may change. Befide8,it were a mocke 
Apt to be rendered, for fome one to fay, 
Breake vp the Senate, till another time : 
When Cajars wife ftiall meete with better Dreames. 
If Oe/ar hide himfelfe, ftiall they not whifper 
Loe Cafar is affraid ? 

Pardon me Cafar, for my deere deere loue 
To your proceeding, bids me tell you this : 
And realon to my loue is liable. 

Qaf. How foolifh do your fears feeme now Calpburnia} 
I am aflumed I did yeeld to them. 
Giue me my Robe, for I will go. 

Enter ^rutm, LigarhUy MetellMy Cai\a^ Treho- 
nitUy Cynnayand Publm. 
And looke where PuUitu is come to fetch me. 

Pub. Good morrow C^far, 

O/. Welcome PtfMttrf. 
What ^rutui,JLrc you ftirr'd fo earely too? 
Good morrow C^k.^' Cairn LigariuSy 
Cafar was ne*re fo much your enemy. 
As that fame Ague which hath made you leane. 
What is*t a Clocke f 

^ru. defary *tis ftrucken eight. 

Cef, I thanke you for your paines and curtefie. 
Enter Antony. 
See, Antony that Reuels long a- nights 
Is notwithftanding vp. Good morrow Antony. 

Ant. So to moft Noble Cajar 

CaJ. Bid them prepare within : 
I am too blame to be thus waited for. 
Now Cynna^ now Metellus : what TrebonitUy 
I haue an houres talke in ftore for you: 
Remember that you call on me to day : 
Be neere me, that I may remember you. 

Treb. Cafar I will : and fo neere will I be, 
That your beft Friends (hall wifh I had bcene forther. 

Cec/.Good Friends go in,and tafte fome wine with me 
And we (like Friends) will ftraight way go together. 

Bru. That euery like is not the fame, O Orfar, 
The heart of Brutus earnes to thinke vpon. Exeunt 

Enter Artemidortu. 
Cafary beware of Brutus y takf beetle ofCafsiut ; come not 

fe^re 
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neere Coi^a^bauean eye to Cynna^ trufi ntt Trebonius^ marl(e 
vpell eMetellui Cymber^ ^eciui Brutus hues tbte not : Tbou 
baft wronged Cuius Ligariia . Tbere u but one mineU in all 
tbeje men ^ and it is bent againft Otjar : If tbm beeft not Im- 
mar tall, lool{e about you : Security giues Vfoy to Couj^iracie . 
The mighty Gods defend thee. 

Thy Louer, Artemiderus, 
Heere will I (land, till Cafar pafTe along, 
And as a Sutor w'U 1 giuc him this: 
My heart laments, that Vercue cannot line 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. 
If thou reade this, O Cajar, thou mayeft liue; 
If not, the Fates with Traitors do contriue. Exit, 

Enter Portia and Lucius, 

Por. I prythee Boy, run to the Senate-houfe, 
Stay not to anfwcr me, but get thee gone. 
Why docft thou ftay ? 

Lmc, To know my errand Madam. 

Por. 1 would haue had thee there and heere agen 
Ere 1 can tell thee what thou (hould'ft do there : 

Conftancie, be ftrong vpon my (ide, 

Set a huge Mountaine *tweene my Heart and Tongue : 

1 haue a mans roinde, but a womans might : 
How hard it is for women to keepe counfell. 
Art thou heere yet ? 

Luc. Madam, what Hiould I do? 
Run to the CapitoUjand nothing elfe ? 
And fo returne to you,and nothing elfe ? 

Por. Yes, bring me word Boy, if thy Lord look well, 
For he went fickly forth : and take good note 
What Cajar doth, what Sutors prefle to him. 
Hearke Boy, what noyfe is that? 

Luc, I heare none Madam. 

Por, Prythee liften well : 
I heard a bufsling Rumor like a Fray, 
And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. 

Luc. Sooth Madam* I heare nothing. 
Enter the Soothfayer^ 

Por. Come hither Fellow, which way haft thou bin ? 

Sooth. At mine owne houfe,good Lady. 

Por. What is't a clocke ? 

Sooth. About the ninth boure Lady. 

Por, Is Cdfjar yet gone to the Capitoll ? 

Sooth, Madam not yet, I go to take my ftaad. 
To fee him pafle on to the Capitoll. 

Por, Thou haft fome fuite to Otjary haft thou not? 

Sooth, That I haue Lady, if it will pleafe Cdtfar 
To be fo good to C^efar^aa to hetre me : 
I (hall befeech him to befriend himfclfe. 

Por. Why know*ft thou any harme*s intended to- 
wards him ? 

Sooth, None that I know will be, 
Much that I feare may chance : 
Good morrow to you : heere the ftreet is narrow : 
The throng that folio wes Cajarzt the heeles. 
Of Senators, of Praetors, common Sutors, 
Will crowd a feeble man (almoft) to death : 
He get me to a place more voyd, and there 
Speake tc great C^far as he comes along* Exit 

Tor. I muft go in : 
Aye me / How weake a thing 
The heart of woman UP O Brutus, 
The Heauens fpeede thee in thine enterprise. 
Sure the Boy heard me : Brutus hath a fuite 
That Cafar will not grant. O, I grow ^int : 
Run Lucius y and commend me to my Lord, 



Say I am merry ; Come to me againe. 

And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. 



Ex* 
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Flourijh, 
Enter C^far,^rutus , Cajfius, Cas{a, Deetus, Mrteltm, 1 
bonius , Cynna, Antony, Lepidus , Artimedorus , Pub- 
lius^nd the Soothjayer. 

Caf. The Ides of March are come. 

Sooth. I C^far^ but not gone. 

Art. Haile C^far : Read this Scedule. 

Decs, Trebomus doth de(ire you to ore-read 
(At your btrft ieyfure) this his humble fuite. 

Art, O Qefar, reade mine fir ft : for miners a fuite 
That'touches Cafar neerer. Read it great Cajar, 

Cef, What touches vs our (elfe, (hall be laft feruM. 

Art, Delay not Catjar, read it inibndy. 

Corf. What, is the fellow mad? 

Pub. Sirra,giue place. 

CaJ/t, What,vrge you your Petitions in the ftreet? 
Come to the Capitoll. 

Popil. I wi(h your enterprise to day may thriue. 

Caffi, What enterprise PopilUm ? 

Popil. Fare you well. 

^ru. What (kid Popilltm Lena ? 

Caff. He wi(ht to day our enterprise might thrive : 
I firare our purpofe is difcouered. 

^ru. Looke how he makes to Csefar: marke him. 

Caffi, Ca6\a be fodainejfor we feire preuention. 
Brutm what (hall be done? If this be knowne, 
Caffiui or C^far neuer (hall turne backe, 
For I will flay my felfe. 

Bru. Cajfm be conftant : 
Popilliui Lena fpeakes not of our purpofei. 
For looke he fmiles, and Caiar doth not change. 

Caffi. Trebonim knowes his time : for look yoo Brm 
He drawes Marl^ Antony out of the way. 

Deci. Where is Metellui Gmber, let him go^ 
And prefently preferre his fuite to Cafar. 

Bru, He is addreft : pre(re neere, and fecond him. 

Gn. Coil^a, you are the firft that rcares jrour hand. 

Caf. Are we all ready? What is now amKTe, 
That Qefar and his Senate muft redrefTe ? 

Metel. Mod high,moft mighty, and moft putfant QtJ 
Afetelim Cymber throwes before thy Seate 
An humble heart. 

Gr/*. I muft preuent thee Cymber : 
Thefe couchings,and thefe lowly courtefies 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men. 
And turne pre-Ordinance,and firft Decree} 
Into the lane of Children. Be not fond« 
To thinke that Oejdr beares fuch Rebell blood 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With that which melteth Fooles, I mesne fweet word 
Low-crooked-curt(ies, and bafe Spaniell ^wniag : 
Thy Brother by decree is baniihed : 
If thou doeft bend, and pray, and ^wne for him, 
I fpurne thee like a Curre out of my way t 
Know, Cafar doth not wrong, nor vrithout caufe 
Will he be fatisfied. 

AfeteLU there no Toyce more worthy then xny owq 
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lore fweetly io great C^Jars eare, 

ealing of my baniikM Brother ? 

iflie thy hand, but not in flattery Oefar : 

ee, that Publitu Cymbtr ntay 

imediate freedomeof repeale. 

3at Brutiu ? 

rdon Cajar : Cafar pardon : 

to thy toote doth Q^JiuA hWy 

ifranchifement for fuhJha Cymbtr, 

>uld be well mou'd, if I were aa you, 

ray to niooue, Prayers would mooue me : 

snftant as the Northerne Starre, 

rue fixt,and refting quality, 

> fellow in the Firmanient. 

ire painted with vnnumbred fparkes, 

1 Fire, and euery one doth fliine : 

\ bat one in all doth hold hu place. 

Vorld ; Tis furniHi'd well wdth Men, 

ire Flefli and Blood,and apprehenfiue j 

number, 1 do know but One 

lyleable holds on hit Ranke, 

f Motion : and that I am he, 

ttle (hew it, euen in this : 

conftant Cymber fhould be baniih*d, 

nt do remaine to keepe him fo. 

. C^jar. 

nee I Wilt thou lift vp Olympus ? 

Sreat OJar. 

ch not ^rMhu bootletTe kneele ? 

eake hands for mc. 

Thtyftab OJar, 
Tu'BrMtir Then hVLOfar, 
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erty, Freedome } Tyranny is dead, 

y prodaime, cry it about the Streets. 

>me to the common Pulpits, and cry out 

redome, and Enftanchifement. 

>ple and Senators, be not affrighted t 

nd ftill : Ambitions debt is paid. 

> to the Pulpit Brutm, 

d Cajfhu too. 

here's Pubihti ? 

re, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

ind ^ft together, leafl fome Friend of Cajan 

nee 

ike not of ftanding . Publitu good cheere, 
» harme intended to your perlon, 
Koman elfe : fo tell them Publitu . 
id leaue vs Publttu^ leafl that the people 

vs, ihould do your Age fome mifchie/e. 

fo, and let no man abide this deede. 

Doers. 

Enter Trebomtu^ 
here is Antony ? 
ed to his Houfe amaz*d: 
s,and Children, ftare, cry out, and run, 
C>oomefday. 

es,we will know your pleafures : 
all dye we know, *tis but the time 
ig dayes out, that men ftand vpon. 
hy he that cuts off twenty yeares of life, 
many yeares of fearing death, 
ant that, and then is Death a Benefit ; 
\ajari Friends, that haue abridged 
' fearing death. Stoope Romans, iloope, 
bathe our hands in Otjars blood 
Llbowet, and befmeare our Swords : 



Then walke we forth, euen to the Market place, 
And wauing our red Weapons o*re our heads, 
Let*s all cry Peace, Freedome, and Liberty. 

Cajp* Stoop then, and wafh. How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be aded ouer, 
In State vnborne, and Accents yet vnknowne ? 

^ru. How many times ihali C^ejar bleed in fport. 
That now on Pompcyes Bafis lye along, 
No worthier then the dufl } 

Cajt. So oft as that ihall be. 
So often fhall the knot of vs be callM, 
The Men that gaue their Country liberty. 

^ec. What,fliall we forth? 

Caffi. I, euery man away. 
Bruttu fhall leade, and we will grace his heeles 
With the moil boldeft,and beft hearts of Rome. 
Enter a Seruant, 

Bru, Soft, who comes heere? A friend of Antoniet, 

Ser. Thus bruttu did my Mafter bid me kneele ; 
Thus did Marl( ^Antony bid me fall downe, 
And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay : 
BrutM is Noble, Wife, Valiant, and Honefl ^ 
Cajar Was Mighty, Bold, RoyaUl, and Louing : 
Say, I loue BrutM^ind 1 honour him ; 
Say, I fear*d Cajar^ honoured him, and lou*d him. 
If BrutM will vouch fa fe, that Antony 
May fafely come to him, and be refoiuM 
How Cafar hath deferuM to lye in death, 
Aiar( Antony^ fhall not loue Cafar dead 
So well as ^utus liuing ; but will follow 
The Fortunes and Af&yres of Noble Bruttu^ • 
Thorough the hazards of this vntrod State, 
With all true Faith. So fayes my Mafter Antony, 

Bru, Thy Mafter is a Wife and Valiant Romane, 
I neuer thought him worfe : 
Tell him, fo pleafe him come vnto this place 
He fhall be fatisfied : and by my Honor 
Depart vntouch*d. 

Ser, lie fetch him prefently. Exit Servant, 

^ru, I know that we (hall haue him well to Friend. 

Qaffi. I wifh we may : But yet haue I a minde 
That feares him much :and my mifgiutng flill 
Falles fhrewdly to the purpofe. 

Enter Antony. 

Bru. But heere comes Antony : 
Welcome Marl^ Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Cajar \ Doft thou lye fo to we } 
Are all thy Conquefts,Gk>ries,Triumphes,Spotles, 
Shrunke to this little Meafure ? Fare thee well. 
I know not Gentlemen what you intend. 
Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is ranke : 
If I my felfe, there is no houre io fit 
As Cdtjart deaths houre ; nor no Inftrument 
Of halfe that worth, as thofe your Swords; made rich 
With the moft Noble blood of all this World. 
I do befeech yee, if you beare me hard. 
Now, whirft your purpled hands do reeke and fmoakc, 
Fulfill your pleafure. Liue a thoufand yeercs, 
I fhall not finde my felfe (b apt to dye. 
No place will pleafe me fo, no meane of death, 
As heere by C^Jary and by you cut off. 
The Choice and Mafter Spirits of this Age. 

9r». O Antony \ Begge not your death of vs : 
Though now we muft appeare bloody and cruell. 
As by our hands, and this our prefent A^ 
You fee we do : Yet fee you but our hands, 

And 
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And this, the bleeding bufineflfe they haue dore: 
Our hearts you fee not, they are pittifuU : 
And pitty to the generall wrong of Rome, 
As fire driues out fire, fo pitty, pitty 
Hath done this deed on Cafar, For your part, 
To you, our Swords haue leaden points Marine Antony : 
Our Annes in ftrength of malice, and our Hearts 
Of Brothers temper, do receiue you in. 
With all kinde loue, good thoughts, and reuerence. 

Caffi Your voyce ihall be as ftrong as any mans. 
In the difpofing of new Dignities. 

Bru, Onely be patient, till we haue appeasM 
The Multitude, belide themfelues with feare. 
And then, we will deliuer you the caufe, 
Why I, that did loue Cafar when I ftrooke him, 
Haue thus proceeded. 

Ant. I doubt not of your Wifedome : 
Let each man render me his bloody band. 
Flrft cMarats Brutm will I (hake with you ; 
Next Cairn Caffiut do I take your hand ; 
Now Decitu Brutiu yours; now yours Metellm ; 
Yours Gnna\ and my valiant Co^i^tf, yours; 
Though laft, not leaft in loue, yours good Trehoniut , 
Gentlemen all : Alas, what fliall I fay. 
My credit now ftands on fuch ilippery ground. 
That one of two bad wayes you muft conceit me. 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. 
That I did loue thee O/ar, O *tis true : 
If then thy Spirit looke vpon vs now. 
Shall it not greeue thee deerer then thy death. 
To fee thy Antony making his peace. 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy Foes ? 
Moft Noble, in the prefence of thy Coarfe, 
Had I as many eyes, as thou baft wounds, 
Weeping as ^ft as they ftreame forth thy blood, 
It would become me better, then to clofe 
In tearmes of Friendfhip with thine enemies. 
Pardon me Juliuty heere wa8*t thou bay*d braue Hart, 
Heere did*ft thou fall,and heere thy Hunters fbnd 
Signed in thy Spoyle,and Crimfon*d in thy Lethee. 
O World ! thou waft the Forreft to this Hart, 
And this indeed,0 World, the Hart of thee. 
How like a Deere, ftroken by many Princes, 
Doft thou heere lye ? 

Ci^. Mar (Antony, 

Ant. Pardon me Caiut CaJJm : 
The Enemies of (>^r,ihall fay this: 
Then, in a Friend, it is cold Modeftie« 

Caji. I blame you not for praifing Cafar fo. 
But what compa^ meane you to haue with vs ? 
Will you be prick*d in number of our Friends, 
Or fhall we on, and not depend on you? 

Ant, Therefore I tooke your hands, but was indeed 
Sway'd firom the point, by looking downe on Otfar^ 
Friends am I with you all, and loue you all, 
Vpon this hope, that you fhall giue me Reafons, 
Why,and wherein, Cafar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or elfe were this a fauage Spedacle : 
Our Reafons are fo full of good regard. 
That were you Antony, the Sonne of Cafar , 
You fhould be fatisfied. 

Ant. That*s all I feeke. 
And am moreouer futor, that I may 
Produce his body to the Market-place, 
And in the Pulpit as becomes a Friend, 
Speake in the Order of his Funerall. 



Bru. You fhall Marine Antony, 

Caffi. ^rututyZ word with you : 
You know not what you do; Do not confent 
That Antony fpeake in his Funerall: 
Know you how much the people may be rnouM 
By that which he will vtter. 

Bru. By your pardon : 
I will my felfe into the Pulpit firfl. 
And fhew the reafon of our Cafars death. 
What Antony fhall fpeake, I will proteft 
He fpeakes by leaue,and by permifsion: 
And that we are contented Cafar fhall 
Haue all true Rites, and lawfiiU Ceremonies, 
It fhall aduantage more, then do vs wrong. 

Caji. I know not what may fall, I like it not. 

Bru. eMarl^ ^Antony, heere take you Cafars body : 
You fhall not in your Funerall fpeech blame ▼«, 
But fpeake all good you can deuife of Cafar^ 
And fay you doo*t by our permiftion .* 
Elfe fhall you not haue any hand at all 
About his Funerall. And you fhall fpeake 
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going. 
After my fpeech is ended. 

Ant, Be it fo : 
I do defire no more. 

Bru, Prepare the body then, and follow vs. Extmu, 
Manet Antony. 
O pardon me, thou bleeding peece of Earth : 
That I am meeke and gentle with thefe Butchers. 
Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleft man 
That euer lined in the Tide of Times. 
Woe to the hand that fhed this coftly Blood. 
Ouer thy wounds, now do I Prophefie, 
(Which like dumbe mouthes do ope their Ruby lips, 
To begge the voyce and vtterance of my Tongue) 
A Curfe fhall light vpon the limbes of men \ 
Domefticke Fury, and fierce CiuiII|ftrife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 
Blood and deftru^on fhall be fb in vfe. 
And dreadfuU Obieds fb familiar. 
That Mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold 
Their Infonts quartered with the hands of Warre: 
All pitty choakM with cuflome of fell deeds. 
And Cafars Spirit ranging for Reuenge, 
With At€ by his fide, come hot from Hell, 
Shall in thefe Confines, with a Monarkes voyce. 
Cry haaocke, and let flip the Dogges of Warre, 
That this foule deede, fhall fmell aboue the earth 
With Carrion men, groaning for Buriall. 
Enter Offauio*s Seruant, 
You feme Offaum Cafar, do you not ? 

Ser. I do Marine Antony. 

Ant. C^far did write for him to come to Rome. 

Ser. He did receiue his Letters, and is comming. 

And bid me fay to you by word of mouth 

O Cafar ! 

Ant. Thy heart is bigge : get thee a-part and weepe: 
Pafsion I fee is catching ^om mine eyes. 
Seeing thofe Beads of forrow fbnd in thine. 
Began to water. Is thy Mafter comming ? 

Ser, He lies to night within feuen Leagues of Rofoe. 

Ant. Poft backe with fpeede, 
And tell him what hath chancM : 
Heere is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of fafety for OSauhu yet, 
Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet ftay a-^hile, 
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ot backe, till I haoe borne this courfe 

rlcet place : There ihall I try 

>ii,how the People take 

Tue of tfaefe bloody men, 

) the which, thou (halt difcourfe 

tuiuSf of the ftate of things. 

ir hand. Exeunt 

Brmttu anJgoa into the Pul^tjaud Coffin 
M, vfitb the PUbeians, 

will be fatisfied : let ¥S be fatisfied. 
n follow me, and giue me Audience friends. 
>u into the other ftreete, 
e Numbers : 

rill heare me fpeake, let *em ftay heere ; 
will follow CaffitUy go with him, 
: Reafoos ihall be rendred 
eath. 

will heare Bruau fpeake. 
heare CaJ/m^ and compare their Reafons, 
illy we heare them rendred. 
ifoble BrutM is afcended: Silence, 
patient till the laft. 

untrey-men, and Louers, heare mec for my 
e iilent, that you may heare. Beleeue me for 
, and haue refye€t to mine Honor, that you 
Cenfure me in your Wifedom, and awake 
that you may the better ludge. If there bee 
llTem biy, any deere Friend of Otjars, to him 
Irutmt loue to Qt/ar^'wu no lefle then his. If 
'riend demand, why fBrutu* rofe againfl Gr- 
ly anlwer : Not that I lou*d Cafar leiTe, but 
Rome more. Had you rather Cafsr were li- 
fe all ^ues ; then that Cafar were dead, to 
•men ? As Cafar louM mce, I weepe for him ; 
irtunatc, I reioyce at it ; as he was Valiant, I 
: But, as he was Ambitious, I flew him.There 
r his Loue : loy, for his Fortune : Honor, for 
and Death, for his Ambition. Who is heere 
: would be a Bondman ? If any,fpeak, for him 
ided. Who i& heere fo rude, that would not 
P If any,fpeak, for him haue I offended. Who 
ile, that will not loue his Countrey ? If any, 
lim haue I ofiended. I paufe for a Reply, 
ne BtMtta, none. 

hen none haue I offisnded. I haue done no 
|^r,then you fliall do to ^Brutus. The Quefti- 
ith, is inroird in the CapicoU : his Glory not 
wherein he was worthy; nor his offences en- 
hich he fufFered death. 

tr c^arl^ Antony^ with Cafars body. 

t his Body, mourn*d by Mar\^ Antony^ who 
lad no hand in his death, fluH receiue the be- 
dying, a place in the Comonwealth, as which 
not. With this I depart, that as I flewe my 
>r the good of Rome, I haue the fame Dag- 
elfe, when it ihall pleafe my Country to need 

t ^ru/Mf liue. Hue. 

him with Triumph home vnto his houfe. 
itro a Statue with his Anceflors. 
m be Cafar. 
better parts, 



Shall be Crown*d in Brutus. 

I. WeeM bring him to his Houfe, 
With Showts and Clamors. 

Bru. My Country-men. 

9. Peace, filence, BrutM fpeakes. 

I. Peace ho. 

'Bru. Good Countiymen, let me depart alone, 
And (for my fake)iby heere with Antony : 
Do grace to Cafars C<>rpes,and grace his Speech 
Tending to Cafars Glories, which Mar^e Antony 
(By our permiiiion) is allowed to make. 
I do in treat you,not a man depart, 
Saue I alone, t ill Antony haue fpoke. Exit 

I Stay ho, and let vs heare Mar)^ Antony. 

3 Let him go vp into the publike Chaire, 
Wee*l heare him ; Noble Antony go vp. 

Ant. For 'Brutm fake, I am beholding to you. 

4 What does he fay of Brutus f 

3 He fayesyfbr Brutus fake 

He findes himfelfe beholding to vs all. 

4 *Twere beil he fpeake no harme of Brutm heere } 
I This Cafar was a Tyrant. 

3 Nay that*8 certaine : 
We are bleft that Rome is rid of him. 

% Peace, let vs heare what Antony an fay. 

Ant, You gentle Romans. 

Ali. Peace hoe, let vs heare him. 

^.Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your ears: 
I come to bury Qafar^noX. to praife him : 
The euill that men do, liues after them, 
The good is oft enterred with their bones. 
So let it be with Cafar. The Noble 9r«ftM, 
Hath told you Cajar was Ambitious: 
If it were fo, it was a greeuous Fault, 
Affd greeuoufly hath Cafar anfwer*d it. 
Heere, vnder leaue of Brutus ^%nA the reffc 
(For Brutus is an Honourable man, 
So are they all; all Honourable men^ 
Come I to fpeake in Cafars Funerall. 
He was my Friend, ^ithfuU,and iuil to me ; 
But Brutus rayes,he was Ambitious, 
And 'Brutus is an Honourable man. 
He hath brought many Capriues home to Rome, 
Whofe Ranibmes, did the generall Coffers fill : 
Did this in Cafar feeme Ambitious ? 
When that the poore haue cry'de, Cafar hath wept : 
Ambition ihould be made of ilerner ihiffe. 
Yet 'Brutus (ayes, he was Ambitious : 
And 'Brutus is an Honourable man. 
You all did fee, that on the Lupercally 
I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crowne, 
Which he did thrice refufe. Was this Ambition ? 
Yet 'Brutus fayes, he was Ambitious : 
And fure he is an Honourable man. 
1 fpeake not to difprooue what 'Brutus fpoke. 
But heere I am, to fpeake what 1 do know ; 
You all did loue him once, not without caufe. 
What caufe with-holds you then, to mourne for him } 
O ludgement ! thou are fled to brutiih Beafts, 
And Men haue loft their Reafon. Bearev^th me. 
My heart is in the Coffin there with Cafar ^ 
And I muft pawfcytill it come backe to me. I 

I Me thinkes there is much reafon in his fayings. 

a If thou confider rightly of the matter, 
Cr/ar ha*s had great wrong. (his place, i 

3 Ha*s hee Mafters ? I feare there will a worfe come in | 
1 1 4 Marlce | 
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4. Mark*d ye his words? he woold not take y Crown, 
Therefore ^tis certaine,he was not Ambitious.i 
I. If it be found fo, fome will deere abide it. 
a. Foore foule, his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 

3. There's not a Nobler man in Rome then Antoiy, 

4. Now marke him, he begins againe to fpeake. 
Alt, But yesterday, the word of C^far might 1 

Haue ftood again ft the World : Now lies he there. 
And none (b poore to do him reuerencc* 

Maifters ! If I were difposM to ftirre 
Your hearts and mindes to Mutiny and Rage, 

1 ihould do 'Brutui wrong, and Cajhu wrong : 
Who (you all know) are Honourable men. 

I will not do them wrong : 1 rather choofe 

To wrong the dead, to wrong my felfe and you. 

Then I will wrong I'uch Honourable men. 

But heere*s a Parchment, with the Seale of C«r/tfr,- 

I found it in his ClofTet, *tis his Will : 

Let but the Commons heare this Teftament: 

^Which pardon me) I do not meane to reade. 

And they would go and kifle dead Cajars wounds. 

And dip their Napkins in his Sacred Blood ; 

Yea, begge a haire of him for Memory, 

And dying, mention it within their Willes, 

Bequeathing it as a rich Legacie 

Vnto their iflue. 

4 Wee*l heare the Will, reade it MarJ(e Antony^ 
AIL The Will,che Will} we wUl heare C4tlars WilL 
Ant, Haue patience gentle Friends,! rouft not read it. 
It is not meete you know how Cajar lou*d you : 
You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but men : 
And being men, hearing the Will of CUeJar^ 

i It will inflame you, it will make you mad \ 

j *Tis good you know not that you are his Heirea, 

i For if you fliould, O what would come of it? * 

I 4 Read the Will,weeM heare it Antony: 
You ihall reade vs the Will, Cafiin Will. 

I Ant, Will you be Patient? Will you ftay a-while ? 

' I haiie o*re-(bot my felfe to tell you of it, 

I I feare I wrong the Honourable men, 
Whofe Daggers haue ftabb'd C^Jar : I do feare it. 
4 They were Traitors : Honourable men ? 
A/I, The WiU,the Teftament? 

2 They were Villaines,Murderers:ihc Will, read the 
Will. 

Ant. You will compell me then to read the Will : 
Then make a Ring about the Corpes of Cajar^ 
And let me (hew you him that made the Will : 
Shall I defcend? And will you giue me leaue ^ 

AIL Come downe. 

a Defcend. 

3 You fliall haue leaue. 

4 A Ring, ftand round. 

1 Stand horn the Hearfe, ftand from the Body. 

2 Roome for Antony, moft Noble Antony, 
Ant. Nay preflc not (b vpon me, ftand farre ofl^. 
AiL Stand backe: roome,beare backe. 

Ant, If you haue teares, prepare to flied them now. 
You all do know this Mantle, I remember 
The firft time euer Cajar put it on, 
*Twas on a Summers £ucning in his Tent, 
That day he ouercame the Neruy. 
Looke,in this place ran Caffim Dagger through : 
See what a rent the enuious CmJ^u made : 
Through this, the wel-beloued 'Brutiu ftabb*d, 
And as h^ pluckM his curfcd Steele away : 



Marke how the blood of Cafar followed it, 

As rufliing out of doores, to be refolu'd 

If Brutm fo vnkindely knock*d,or no : 

For ^rutu^M you know, was Cajars Angel. 

Iudge,0 you God8,how deerely Cajar lou*d him: 

This was the moft vnkindeft cut of all. 

For when the Noble Cafar (aw him ftab, 

Ingratitude, more ftrong then Traitors armes, 

Quite vanquifti*d him: then burft his Mighty heart, 

And in his Mantle, muffling Tp his fiue, 

£uen at the Bafe of Pomptycs Statue 

(Which all the while ran blood)great Cafor fell. 

O what a £ill was there,my Countrymen? 

Then I,and you,and all of ts fell downe, 

Whirft bloody Treafon flouriih'd ouer vs. 

now you wcepe, and I perceiue you feele 
The dint of pitty : Thefe are gracious droppes. 
Kinde Soule8,what weepe you,when you but behold 
Our Cafan Vefture wounded ? Looke you heere, 
Heere is Himfelfe,marr*d as you fee with Trairon. 

X. O pitteous rpe£bcle ! 
a. O Noble ar>r! 

3. O wofuU day ! 

4. O Traitors, Villaines ! 
X. O moft bloody fight! 

a. We will be reueng*d : Reuenge 
About, feeke, burne, fire, kill, flay. 
Let not a Traitor liue. 
. Ant. Stay Country-men. 

I. Peace there,faeare the Noble Antony » 

a. Wee*l heare him,wec*l follow him, weel dy wt 
him. (you 

Ant, Good Friends, fweet Friends, let me not ftirre 
To fuch a fodaine Flood of Mutiny i 
They that haue done this Deede^are honourable. 
What priuate greefss they haue, alas I know not. 
That made them do it : They are Wife, and Hoaovrabl 
And will no doubt with Reafons anfwer you. 

1 come not (Friends^ to fteale away your hearts, 
I am no Orator, as 'Bruttu is j 

But (as you know me all) a plaine blunt man 
That loue my Friend, and that they know full well. 
That gaue me publike leaue to fpeake of him: 
For I haue neyrher writ nor words, nor worth, 
Adion, nor Vtterance, nor the power of Speech, 
To ftirre mens Blood. I onely fpeake right on : 
I tell you that, which you your felues do know. 
Shew you fweet Cajars wounds, poor poor dum moat 
And bid them fpeake for me : But were I 'BnUM, 
And fBrutaa Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle vp your Spirits,and put a Tongue 
In euery Wound of Cajar, that fliould moue 
The ftones of Rome, to rife and Mutiny. 
*A!L WeeM Mutiny. 
I WeeM burne the houfe of Bruttu, 
3 Away then, come,feeke the Confpirators. 
Ant. Yet heare me Countrymen , yet heare me fpei 
AIL Peace hoe, heare Antony, xnQ&. Noble Antony, 
Ant.V/hy Friends, you go to do you know not whi 
Wherein hath Cafar thus deferu*d your loues? 
Alas you know not, I muft tell you then : 
You haue forgot the Will I told you of. 

AIL Moft true, the Will, let's ftay and heare the ^ 
Ant. Heere is the Wlll,and vnder Ca/art Seale: 
To euery Roman Citizen he giues. 
To euery feuerall man,feuenty flue Drachmaes. 

2. I 
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i{^- Moft Noble Cigjar ^y^ei rcuenge his death- 
JP^. ORoyallGr/Sir. 
•^' Hearc me vNth patknce. 
^'. Peace hoe 

-Ar. Moreouer,he hath lef^ you all hit WalJcet, 
«» priuate Arborti «»<* new-planted Orchard^ 
On thii fide Tyber, he hath left them you, 
Aad loyour heyret for euer : common pleafare» 
/ ^0 waJke abroad, and recreate your felues. 
/ ^ttre was a Cafari when comes fuch another? 
I i.Pie. Neuer,neuer: come, away, a%vay : 
Wee'J burne his body in the holy place, 
-And with the Brands fire the Traitors houfes. 
Tike ?p the body- 
i.P/f, Go fetch fire. 
2-Pk, Phicke downe Benches. 
^PU, Plucke downe Formes, Windowes,any tlang. 

Exit PUbt'utHt, 
Am, Now let it worke : Mifcheefe thou art a-ibot. 
Fake thou what couvTe thou wilt. 
tlow now Fellow t 

Enter Seruant. 
Sir. Sir, OffMtku is already come to Rome. 
-Af. Where is hec ? 
Ser, He and Lepidtu are at C^Jan houfe. 
Ant. And thither will I ftraight,to vifit him r 
le comes vpon a wiih. Fortune is merry, 
LJid in this mood will glue vs any thing. 

Ser, I heard him (ay, Brutiu and Caffim 
ire rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 

Jht. Belike they had fome notice of the people 
low I had ffioued them. Bring me to OUauim. SxeutU 

Enter Qiffia the Poet^and after bim the Plebeians, 

Gnna. I dreamt to night, that I did feaft with Oe/ar, 
iOd things vnluckily charge my Fantafie : 
hane no will to wander foorth of dooros, 
>t ibmcthing leads me foorth. 

1. What is your name ? 

s. Whether are you going ? 

3. Where do you dwell ? 

4. Are you a married man, or a BatcheUor ? 

2. Anfwer euery man dire<ftly. 
!• I, and breefely* 

4. I, and wifely. 

3. I^and truly, you were beft. 

Gut. What is my name/' Whether am I going? Where 
I dwell ? Am I a married man, or a Batchellour ? Then 
> anfwer euery man, diredly and breefcly, wi(ely and 
uly : wifely I %, I am a BatcheUor. 

2 That*ii at much as to fay, they are fooles that mar- 
ie ; you*l beare me a bang for that I foare i proceede di- 
saiy. 

Gnna, Diredlly I am going to C/e/ars Funerall. 

1. As a Friend, or an Enemy ? ' 
Gnna. As a friend. 

2. That matter '» anfwcred dire&ly.^ 

4. For your dwelling : breefoly. 
Gnna. Breefely,! dwell by the CapitoU. 

3. Your name fir, truly. 
Gnna. Truly, my name is Gnna, 

I. Teare him to peeces, hee*s a Confpirator. 
Gnna. I am Gnna the Poet, I am Gnna the Poet.. 

4. Teare him for his bad verfes, teare him for his bad 
'criea. 
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Gn. I am not Gnna the Confpirator. 

4. It is no matter, his name*s Gn/tay plucke but his 

out of his heart, and turne him going. 
3. Teare him, tear him; Come Brands hoe, Firebrands: 
to ^wutmy to Caj/huy burne all. Some to *Deciu6 Houfe, 
and fome to Gul(a*Vy fome to Ugarius: Away, go. 

Exeunt all the Plebaans, 



ABus Quartus. 



Enter Antony ^OSlamM ^ and Lefidm, 

.i^r.Thefe many then fiiall die, their names are prickt 

O^a.Your Brother too muft dye:confent you Lepidus ? 

Lep. I do confent. 

Oila, Pricke him downe Antony. 

Lep, Ypon condition Puhlim ihall not liue. 
Who is your Sifters fonne, Marine Antony, 

Ant. He fiiall not liue; looke, with a fpot I dam him. 
But Lepidm, go you to Cdtfars houfe : 
Fetch the Will hither, and weihall determine 
How to cut off fome charge in Legacies. 

Lep. What? fhall I finde you heere f 

Offa. Or heere, or at the Capitoli. Exit Lepidut 

Ant. This is a (light vnmeritable man. 
Meet to be fent on Errands : is it fit 
The three-fold World diuided, he (hould ftand. 
One of the three to (hare it T 

Offa. So you thought him. 
And tooke his voyce who (hould be prickt to dye 
In our blacke Sentence and Profcription. 

Ant. OBauiuty I haue feene more dayes then you. 
And though we lay the(e Honours on this man. 
To eafe our felues of diuers (landVous loads. 
He (hall but beare them, as the Aife beares Gold, 
To groane and fwet vnder the Bufine(re, 
Either led or driuen,ai we point the way : 
And hauing brought our Treafure, where we will. 
Then take we downe his Load, and turne him oft' 
(Like to the empty A(re)to (hake his eares^ 
And grace in Commons. 

O&a. You may do your will : 
But hee*s a tried, and valiant Souldier. 

Ant. So is my Horfe Offautud, and for that 
I do appoint him ftore of Prouender. 
It is a Creature that I teach to fight. 
To winde, to ftop, to run diredily on : 
His corporall Motion, gouern*d by my Spirit, 
And in fome tafle, is Lepidue but fo ; 
He muft be taught, and train*d,and bid go forth-: 
A barren fpirited Fellow; one that feeds 
On Obie€ts,Arts,and Imitations. 
Which outofvfe,and ftaKde by other men 
Begin his fa(hion. Do not talke of him, 
But as a property : and now Offauim, 
Liften great things. Bmtia.and Gtjfiui 
Are leuying Powers; We muft ftraight make head : 
Therefore let our Alliance be combined. 
Our beft Friends made, our meanes ftretcht. 
And let vs prefently go fit in Councell, 
How couert matters may be beft difclos*d. 
And open Perils fureft anfwered. 

Offa, Let vs do ib : for we are at the ibke, 

11a And 

___ _- 
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And bayed about with many Enemies, 

And fbme that fmile kaue in their hearts I feare 

Millions of Mifcheefes. Exnmi 

fDnmu Ewttr fBmtm^ Luditmt^ ami the Armj. Tiwiiat 
and Pimdarm^ mtett tbtm. 

^Bru, Stand bo« 

LuciL Giue the word ho, and Stand. 

Bru, What now LuciUiuSy is Cajfiu neere f 

LuciL He is at hand, and Pindariu is come 
To do you faluUtion from his Mafter. 

'Bru, He grecti me well. Your Mafter P'mdarm 
In his owne change, or by ill Officers, 
Hath giuen me (bme worthy caufe to wifli 
Things done, vndone ; But if be be at band 
I ikall be fatisBed. 

Piw, I do not d«ubt 
But that my Noble Mafter will appeare 
Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour. 

Bru. He is not doubled. A word LmcWtm 
How he receiu*d you : let me be refolu*d. 

LmcH, With cottrtefie,and with refpeA enovgh. 
But not with fuch familiar inftances, 
Nor with fuch firee and friendly Conference 
As he hath tsM of old. 

Bru. Thou haft defcrib*d 
A hot Friend, cooling : Eoer note LucUliui^ 
When Loue begins to ficken and decay 
It vfeth an enforced Cenmony. 
There are no trickes, in plaine and Ample Fakh: 
But hollow men, like Horfes hot at hand. 
Make gallant ihew,and promife of their Mettle : 

Lam March withm. 
But when they ihould endure the bloody Spurre, 
They fall their Crefts,and lik« deceitfull lades 
Sinke in the Triail. Comes his Army on ? 

Ludl.They mesne this night in Sardis to be ^ uarter*d: 
The greater part, the Horfe in geiierall 
Are come with Caffim, 

Enter Cajjlim ami bA 

^ru. Hearke, be is arriu*d : 
March gently on to meete him. 

CaJ/i. Stand ho. 

Bru. Stand ho, fpeake the word sdong. 
Stand. 
Stand. 
Stand. 

CaJ!» Moft Noble Brotbcr,you baue done mc wrong. 

Bru, ludge me you Gods; wrong I mine Enemies? 
And if not fo, how Aould I wrong a Brother. 

Caffi.^rutus, this fober forme of yours, hides wrongs, 
And when you do them 

^rut, Cajm, be content, 
Speake your greefes (bftly, I do know you well. 
Before the eyes of both our Armies heesc 
(Which (hould perceiue nothing but Loue from vs) 
Let TS not wrangle. Bid them moue away : 
Then in my^Tent Cafiu enlarge your GrcefcSy 
And I will giue you Audience. 

Caji, Piudamtf 
Bid our Commanders Icade their Charges off 
A little from this ground. 

'Bru. LucUihitf do you the like, and let no man 
Come to our Tent, till we baue done our Coafevtnce. 
Let Lucim and Tttmmt guard our doore. Exeunt 

Mamt Bnttm and Cagm. 



r Powers, 



CaJJu That you baue wfong*d me, doth appear in this: 
You haue condemned, and noted Luc'wt PtUa 
For taking Bribes heere of the Sardians ; 
Wherein my Letters, praying on his fi(tey 
Becaule I knew the man was (lighted off. 

*Bm, You wrong*d your felfe to write in focb a cafe. 

Cajfi. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet 
That euery nice oflence (bould beare his Commcit. 

Bru, Let me tell you Caffm^ you your felfe 
Ave much condemned tohaue an itching Palmcy 
To fell,and Mart your Offices for Gold 
To Vndcferuers. 

Ct^. I, an itching Palme ? 
You know that you are 'Brutut that fpeakes this, 
Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft, 

9rtf. The nan>e of Cajjim Honors this cortoption, 
And Chafticement doth therefore hide his bead. 

Cajfi, Chafticement? 

9rv. Remember March, the Ides of March renfter 
Did not great lulim Ueede for lufttce fake ? 
What Villaine touch*d his body, that did ftab. 
And not for luftice ? What? Shall one of Vs, 
That ftrucke the Formoft roan of all this World, 
But for fupperting Robbers : (hall we now, 
Contaminate our fingers, with bafe Bribes ? 
And fell the mighty fpace of our large Honors- 
For fo much trafli,as may be grafped thus? 
I had rather be a Dog9e,and bay the Moone, 
Then fuch a Romans 

Cajji, Bnaud^ baite not me, 
lie not indure it : you forget your felfe 
To hedge me in. I am a Souldter, I, 
Older in practice, Abler then your felfe 
To make Conditions. 

^ru. Go too : you are not Caffitu, 

Caffi* I am. 

9rir. I fay, you are not. 

Cajfi. Vrge me no more, I fliall forget my felfe : 
Haue minde vpon your health : Tempt mc no farther. 

Bru, Away flight man. 

Caffi. Is'tpoffibic? 

^nu Heare me, for I will fpeake. 
Muft I giue way,anid roome to your rafli Choller? 
Shall I be frighted, when a Madman ftares / 

Caffi. O ye Gods, ye Gods, /Muft I endure aU this? 

Bru, All this? I more : Fret rill your proud hart break. 
Go fhew your Slaues how ChoUericke you arei, 
And make your Bondmen tremble. M«ft.I bouge? 
Moft I obfenie you ? Muft I ftand and crouch 
Vnder your Teftie Humour ? By the Gods, 
You fhall digeft the Venom of your Splecne 
Though it do Split yoo. For, from this day fbrth, 
lie Tfe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter 
When you are Wafpifti. 

Caffi, Is it come to this ? 

^rm. You !fiiy,you are a better Sonldier : 
Let it appeare fo; make your vaunting true. 
And it Aall pleafe me well. For mine owne part, 
I fhall be glad to learne of Noble men. 

Cajf, You wrong roe «uery way : 
You wrong me Brutut : 
I faide, an Elder Souldier, not a Better* 
Did I fay Better/ 

Bru, If you did, 2 ore net. (me. 

Caffi When Ca^r li«*d,he durft not thus haue moa'^ 

9ra(r.Peace, peace, you durft not fo haue tempted biss. 

C4 
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I durft not. 
No. 

What? durft not tempt him ? 
For your life you durft not. 
Do not prefume too much vpon my Love, 
that I (hall be forty for. 
You hau» done that you fhould be (brry for. 
no terror CaJJiut in your threats : 
Arm*d fo ftrong in Honefty, 
y paiTe by me, as the idle winde, 
refpednot. I did fend to you 
ine fummcs of Gold, which you dcny*d me, 
I raife no money by vile mcanes t 
;n, I had rather Coine my Heart, 
> my blood for Drachmaes, then to wring 
! hard hands of Peasants, their vile traflk 
idire^on. I did fend 
or Gold to pay my Legions, 
OQ deny*d me t was that done like CaffiM* ? 
haue anfwerM Cants Cajfius fo } 
tarfus Brutta growcs fo Couetoas, 
fuch Rafcall Counters from his Friends, 
Gods with all your Thunder. bolts, 
I to peeccs. 
[ denyM you not. 
loa did. 

[ did not. He was but a Foole 
ught my anfwer back.^ntfirx hath riu*d my hait: 
1 ihould beare his Friends infirmities; 
u» makes mine greater then they are. 
I do not, till you pra6lice chem on me. 
You loue me not. 
I do not like your fSiults. 
A friendly eye could neuer fee (bch faulta. 
A Flatterers would not, though they do appeare 
as high Olympus. 

Come Aitcny^ and yong O^Mc/aucomc,! 
your felucs alone on Caffiuxy 
u is a- weary of the World : 
one he loues, brauM by his Brother, 
like a bondman, all his ftults obfeniM, 
fotc>booke, learn *d,and con*d by roate 
ato my Teeth. O I could weepe 
t from mine eyes. There is my Dagger, 
"e my naked Breaft : Within , a Heart 
en P/uto*% Mine, Richer then Gold: 
ou bee*ft a Roman, take it fotfrth. 
-)y*d thee Gold, will giue my Heart : 
thou did*ft at Otjar : For 1 know, 
lou did*ft hate him worft, y loued'ft him better 
n thou tooed*ft Cajha. 
Sheath your Dagger : 
when yoo vrill, it fhall have fcope t 
yon will,DiAonor, (hall be Humour. 
, you are yoaked with a Lam be 
ries Anger, as the Flint beares fire, 
ich infbrced, ftewes a haftie Sparkc, 
ite is cold agen. 
Hath Cafiit liii*d 

t Mirth and Laughter tt> his ^nanSf 
eefe and blood ill tempered, vexeth hin ? 
When I fpoke that, I was ill remper*d too.t 
Do you confeflfe fo much? Giue me your liand. 
^nd my heart too. 
O 'Brutus ! 
IVhat*s the matter ? 



CaJ/i, Haue not you loue enough to beare with me. 
When that raih humour which my Mother gaue me 
Makea me fbrgetfull. 

Bru, Yes Cafsius jZnd from henceforth 
When you are ouer-eameft with your Brutus^ 
Hee*I thinke your Mother chides, and leaueyou (b. 

Enter a Poet. 

Foet. Let me go in to fee the Generals, 
There is (bme grudge betweene *em, 'tis not meete / 
They be alone. 

LuciL You (hall not come to them. 

Poei, Nothing but death (hall ftay me. 

Caf. How now? What's the matter? 

Pott. For (hame yoti Generals) what do you meane? 
Loue, and be Friends, as two fuch men (hould bee, 
For I haue feene more yeeres Tme fure then yee. 
Caf. Ha, ha, how vildely doth this Cynicke rime? 

'Bru. Get you hence firra : Sawcy Fellow,hence. 

Caf. Beare with Kim ^rv/tfi,*tis his fafhion. 

Brut, He know his humor, when he knowes his time : 
What ihould the Warrea do with thefe Figging Fooles P 
Companion , hence. 

Caf, A way, away be gone. Exit Pott 

Bru^ LucUItus and Tittuhu bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies to night. 

Caf, And come your felueft,& bring Meffela with yon 
Immediately to vs. 

'Bru. Lucius, a. bowle of Wine. 

Caf. I did not thinke you could haue bin fo angry. 

9r». O Cafpus^l am ficke of many greefes. 

Caf. Of your Fbilofbphy you make no v(e. 
If you giue place to accidenull euib. 

Bru, No man beares fbrrow better. Portia is dead. 

Caf Hz} Portia} 

'Bru. She is dead. 

Caf How fcap*d I killing .when I croft you fo ? 

infupportable, and touching lofile ! 
Ypon what fKkne(re ? 

'Bru, Impatient of my abfence. 
And greefe, that yong Offauius with Mar{ Autony 
• Haue made themielues fo ftrong t For with her death 
That tvdings came. With this (he fell diftra£l, 
And (her Attendants abfcnt) fwalIow*d fire. 

Caj. AnddyMfo? 

'Bru, Euen fo. 

Caf O ye immortall Gods ! 

EtttirfBey vfkb VTme^and Tapers, 

Bru. Speak no more of her:Giue me a bowl of wine, 
In this I bury all vnkiAdneflfe Cafsius. Driul^es 

Caf My heart is thirfty for that Noble pledge. 
Fill Lucius, till the Wine orc-fwcll the Cup : 

1 cannot drinke too much of^rutm loue. 



Enter Ttthiim and Meffalm, 

'Brutm, Come in Tttinim t 
Welcome good ^Mefalax 
Now fit we dofe about th'ts Taper heerc, 
And call in queftion our necefiitiea. 

Caff, Tortia, art thou gone ? 

Bru, No more I pray yon. 
Mtffala^ I haue heere recetued Letters, 
That yong Offaum, and Mari^ Antoty 
Come downe vpon vs with a mighty power, 
Bending their Expedition toward Pbiliffi. 
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M^. My felfe iiaue Letters of the felfe-fame Tenure. 

Bru, With what Addition. 

Mejf, That by profcription^and billes of Outlarie, 
OSiauiuSy Antony^ and Lepldui, 
Haue put to deathman hundred Senators. 

Bru. Therein our Letters do not well agree : 
Mine fpeake of fcuenty Senators, that dy*de 
By their profcriptionSy Gctro being one. 

Cajji, Cicero one ? 

MeJfa^GcerQ is dead,and by that order of profcription 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 

Bru, tio Mejfala. 

Mtjfa. Nor nothing-in your Letters writ of her ? 

Bru, Nothing Mefala, 

Mejfa. That me thinkes is ftrange. 

Bru, Why aske you ? 
Heare you ought of her , in yours ? 

MeJfa, No my Lord. 

^ru. Now as you are a Roman tell me true. 

cMeJfa. Then like a Roman, beare the truth I tell. 
For certaine ihe is dead, and by ftrange manner, 

9r». Why farewell Portia: We muft die MeJfaU : 
With meditating that ihe muft dye once, 
I haue the patience to endure it now. 

c^e^a. Euen fo great men, great loHes (hold indure. 

Caj/t. I haue as much of this in Art as you, 
But yet my Nature could not beare it fo. 

Bru, Well, to our worke aliue. What do you thinke 
Of marching to Pbilifpi prefcnfly. 

Cajji. I do not thmke it good. 

Bru. Your reafon ? 

CaJJi. This it is: 
'Tis better that the Enemie foeke vs, 
So ihall he wa(le his meanes, weary his Souldiers, 
Doing himfelfe offence, whifft we lying ftill, 
Are full of reft, defence,and nimbleneflTe. 

9r«.Good ceafons muft of force giue place to better : 
The people *twixt Pi>/7/^/\and this ground 
Do ftand but in a forced affection : 
For they haue grug*d vs Contribution. 
The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them (hall make a fuller number vp, 
Come on refreflit, new added, and encourag*d : 
From which aduanuge ftiall.we cut him off. 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
Thefe people at our backe. 

Caffi, Heare me good Brother. 

^ru. Vnder your pardon. You muft note befide. 
That we haue tride the vtmoft of our Friends : 
Our Legions are brim full, our caufe is ripe. 
The Enemy encreafeth euery day, 
We at the height, are readie to decline. 
There b a Tide in the af&yres of men. 
Which taken at the Flood, leades on to Fortune : 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life. 
Is bound in ShaUowes,and inMiferies. 
On fuch a full Sea are we now a-float. 
And we muft take the current when it femes, 
Or loofe our Ventures. 

Caffi, Then with your will go on : wee*l along 
Our felues, and meet them at PbWppi. 

^ru. The deepe of night is crept vpon our talke« 
And Nature muft obey Neceftitie, 
Which we will niggard with a little reft : 
There is no more to fay. 

Caffi, No more, good night, 



Early to morrow will we rife, and hence. 
Eater Luciui. 

Bru, Luciui my Gowne: farewell good Mejptda^ 
Good night Tttinim : Noble, Noble Caffim^ 
Good night, and good repofe« 

Caffi. O my deere Brother : 
This was an ill beginning of the nights 
Neuer come fuch diuifion *tweene our foules-s 
Let it not Brutm. 

Enttr Lucius with the Gomm, 

^rn. Euery thing is well. 

Caffi, Good night my Lord. 

9rv. Good night good Brother. 

Tit. Mffa, Good night Lord Brutm, 

^ru, Farwell eueiy one. Bxiuat, 

Giue me the Gowne. Where is thy Inftniment ? 

Luc, Heere in the Tent. 

^ru. What, thou fpeak*ft drowfily? 
Poore knaue I blame thee not, thou art ore-watch*d. 
Call Claudioy and fome other of my men. 
He haue them fleepe on Cuihions in my Tent. 

Lmc, yarruSfZnd Claudio, 

Enter Varrui and Claudia, 

Var, Cals my Lord ? 

9rtf. I pray you firs, lye in my Tent and fleepe 
It may be I (ball raife you by and by 
On bufinelfe to my Brother Caffim, 

Var, So pleafe you, we will ftand. 
And watch your pleafure. 

Bru, I will it not haue it fo : Lye downe {ood firs. 
It may be I ftiall otherwife bethinke me. 
Looke Lucius^ heere*s the booke I fought for io : 
I put it in the pocket of my Gowne. 

Luc, I was fure your.Lordftiip didmot giue it me. 

Bru. Beare with me good Boy, I am much forgctfitU. 
Canft thou hold vp thy heauie eyes a-while, 
And touch thy Inftrument a ftraine or two. 

Luc. I my Lord, an*t pleafe you. 

^ru. It does my Boy : 
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is m^y duty .Sir. 

^rut. I ihould not vrge thy duty paft thy might, 
I know yong bloods looke for a time of reft. 

Luc. I haue flept my Lord already. 

9rtf. It was well done, and thou fhalt fleepe agalne: 
I will not hold thee long. If 1 do liue, 
I will be good to thee. 

MuJcJify and a Song, 
This is a fleepy Tune : O Murderous flumblerj 
Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace .vpon my Boy, 
That playQS thee Muficke? Gentle knane good nights 
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake tbce t 
If thou do*ft nod, thou break*ft thy Inftrument, 
He take it firom thee, and (good Boy )good night. 
Let me fee, let me fee^.is not the Leafe tura*d dovme 
Where I left reading ? Heere it is I thinke. 

Enter the Gbpfi of Cefar. 
How ill this Taper burnes. Ha ! Who comes heese f 
I thinke it b the weakenelTe of mine ey«t 
That (hapes this monih^us Apparition. 
It comes vpon me : Art thou any thing } 
Art thou fome God, fbme Angell, or fonne Diuell, 
That mak*ft my blood cold, and my haire to ftare ? 
Speake to me, what thou art. 

Gboft, Thy euill Spirit Brutm ? 

Bru. Why com*ft thou ? 

_G±_ 
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. To tell thee thou ihalt fee me at PbiiiffL 

Well : then I ihall fee thee againe ? 
. i,at PbWtffi. 

Why I will fee thee at Pbilippi then: 
aue taken heart, thou vani(heft. 
, I would hold more talke with thee. 
m y ysrrm , Claudlo , Sirs : Awake : 

The ftringi my Lord, are falfe. 

He thinkes be fBU is at his Inftrument. 

irake. 

My Lord. 

Did*ft thou dreame Luau^ that thou Co cryedft 

My Lord, I do not know that I did cry. 
Yes that thou did*ft : Did'ft thou iee any thing? 
Nothing my Lord. 

Sleepe againe Ltteimi Sirra ClauSo^ Fellow, 
.wake. 
My Lord. 
My Lord. 

Why did you fo cry oat firs, in your fleepe ? 
Did we my Lord ? 
I : iaw you any thing? 
No my Lord, I faw nothing. 
Nor I my Lord. 

Go^ and commend me to my Brother CaJJiM : 
CtX. on hb Powres betimes before, 
will follow. 
It ihall be done my Lord* Exeumt 



ASius Quintus. 



lutir Ofiau'mSf Antony ^nd tbetr Army, 
Now Antony^ our hopes are anfwered, 

the Enemy would not come downe, 
e the Hilleisand vpper Regions: 

not fo : their battaiks are at hand, 
ane to warne y% at Pbilippi heere : 
ig before we do demand of them. 

Tut I am in their bofomes,and I know 
re they do it : They could be content 
3ther places, and come downe 
lefull brauery: thinking by this face 
I in our thoughts that they haue Courage ; 
lot fo. 

Sirttr a Mejfenger, 
Prepare you Generals, 
my comes on in gallant ihew : 
>ody figne of Battell is hung out, 
lething to be done immediately. 

OBatdui^ leade your Battaile foftly on 
; left hand of the euen Field. 

Vpon the right hand I, keepe thou the left. 

Why do you crofTe me in this exigent. 

I do not crofle you : but 1 will do fo. March, 

)nim. Enter BrnttUy Caffim, & tbdr Army. 
They (land, and would haue parley. 
Stand fafl Tttinim^ we muft out and talke. 
Marl^ Antony i (hall we giue figne of Battaile ? 
No Oefarj we will anfwer on their Charge. 



Make forth, the Generals would haue fome words. 

08, Stirre not vntiU the Signall. 

Bru, Words before blowes ; is it fo Countrymen? 

Ofia, Not that we loue words better, as you do. 

i?r«.Good words are better then bad ftrokcs OBmmm, 

AnAn your bad ftrokes fBnttutf you giue good words 
Witneffe the hole you made in Cajars heart. 
Crying long liue, Halle Cajar, 

Caffi. Antony^ 
The pofhire of your blowes are yet vnknowne ; 
But for your words, they rob the Hibia Bees, 
And leaue them Hony-le(Te. 

Ant, Not ftinglefTe too. 

9rv. O yes, and foundleflfe too : 
For you haue ftolne their buzsing Antony ^ 
And very wifely threat before you fling. 

Ant, Villains : you did not fo, when your Vile daggers 
Hackt one another in the fides of Cajar : 
You (hew*d your teethes like Apes, 
And fawn*d like Hounds, 
And bow*d like Bondmen, kifling Calart feete ; 
Whirft damned Cas^a^ like a Curre, behinde 
Strooke Cdpjar on the necke. O you Flatterers. 

Caji. Flatterers? Now ^rutui thanke your felfo. 
This tongue had notoflended fo to day. 
If CaJ/im might haue ruVd. 

0.?<i. Come, come, the caufe. If arguing make vs fwet. 
The proofe of it will turne to redder drops : 
Looke, I draw a Sword againft Confpirators, 
When thinke you that the Sword goes vp againe ? 
Neuer till OJars three and thirtie wounds 
Be well auengMj or till another Cafar 
Haue added (laughter to the Sword of Traitors. 

9rv/. Cafar^ thou canft not dye by Traitors hands, 
Vnleffe thou bring*ft them with thee. 

Oaa. Sol hope: 
I was not borne to dye on ^nttus Sword. 

Bru. O if thou wer*t the Nobleft of thy Straine, 
Yong>man, thou could*fl not dye more honourable. 

CaJ/i, A peeuifh School-boy, worthies of fuch Honor 
Ioyn*d with a Masker, and a Reueller. 

Ant, OldCaffiuimi, 

OBa, Come ^Antony : away: 
Defiance Traitors, hurle we in your teeth. 
If you dare fight to day, come to the Field ; 
If not, when you haue flomackes. 

Exit OSiauhu^ Antony^ and Army 

Cajp, Why now blow winde, fwell Billow, 
And fwimme Barke : 
The Storroe is vp, and all is on the hazard. 

9rv. Ho LMciiiius, hearke, a word with you. 

Ludllius and MeJJala fiand fortb. 

Lne. My Lord. 

Caffi Mefala, 

MeJTa* What fayes my Generall ? 

Cajfi. cMeJfala^xb\% is my Birth-day : as this very day 
Was Caffitu borne. Giue me thy hand Mtjfala : 
Be thou my witnefife, that againft mv will 
(As Pompey was) am I compelPd to let 
Vpon one Battell all our Liberties. 
You know, that I held Spicurm flrong. 
And his Opinion : Now 1 change my minde, 
And partly credit things that do prefage. 
Comming from Sardu^ on our former Enfigne 
Two mighty Eagles foil, and there they pearch*d, 
Gorging and feeding firom our Soldiers hands. 

Who 
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Who to FbUippi heere cofiforted vs t 

This Morning are they fled away, and gone, 

And tn their fteeds,do Rauens, Crowes, and Kites 

Fly ore our beads, and dowitward looice on vs 

At we were fickely prey ; their ihadowes feenie 

A Canopy moft fatall, ^nder which 

Our Army lies, ready to giuc Tp tiie Ghoft. 

e3f>^. Beleeue not (o. 

Cajf., I but beleeue it partly, 
For I am freOi of rpirit,and refoluM 
To meete all perils, very conftantly. 

Bru. £uen fo Lucillnu, 

Cafi. Now moft Noble ^rutmj 
The Gods to day ftand friendly, that we may 
Loners in peace,^ leade on our dayes to age. 
But fince the afFayresof men refts ftill incertaine, 
Let's reafon with the worft that may be^ll. 
If we do lofe this Battaile, then is this 
The very laft time we ihall fpeake together : 
What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru, £uen by the rule of that Philofophy, 
By which I did blame Q'^to^ for the death 
Which he did giue himfelfe, I know not how : 
But I do finde it Cowardly, and vile. 
For feare of what might fall, fo to preuent 
The time of life, arming my felfe with patience^ 
To ftay the prouidence of fome high Powers, 
That gouerne vs below. 

Cajft. Then, if We loofe this Battaile, 
You are contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the ftreets of Rome. 

Bru. No Caffiuif no : 
Thinke not thou Noble Romane, 
That euer Brutut will go bound to Rome, 
He beares too great a minde. Bat this fame day 
Muft end that worke, the Ides of March begun. 
And whether we ihall meete againe, I know not : 
Therefore our euerlafting farewell take : 
For euer, and for euer, farewell Caffiui^ 
If we do meete againe, why we ihall fmile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Caffi, For euer, and for euer, farewell Bruimi 
If we do meete againe, weeM (mile indeede ; 
If not, 'tis true, this parting was wdl made. 

Bru. Why then leade on. O that a man msgfat know 
The end of this dayes bufinefle, ere it come : 
Bat it fofficeth, that the day mil end. 
And then the end is knowne. Come ho, away. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Emttr Brutm aud MeffaU, 

^ru. Ride, ride MtgaU^ ride and giue thefe Billes 
Vnto the Legions, on the other fide. 

Lcmd Alarum. 
Let them fet on at once : for I perceiue 
Bot cold demeanor in 0£famo'% wing : 
And fodaine pu(b giues them the ouerthrow : 
Ride, ride MeJfaU, let them all come downe. Exeunt 



Alarums, 



Buter CajfM and Tttiamt. 



Caffi. O looke Tttimtx, looke, the YilUines flye : 
My felfe haue to mineowne turn*d Enemy : 
This Enfigne heere of mine was turning backe, 
I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 

Tit in. O Caffim, Brutus gaue the word too early, 



Who hauing fome aduaotage on OffaiAuy 
Tooke it too eagerly : his Soldiers tell to fpoylc, 
Whirft we by Antony are all inclos'd. 

Enter Pindarm^ 

Find, Fly further ofF my Lord : flye forther off, 
Afarl(^ Antony is in your Tents my Lord : 
Flye therefore Noble Caffim^ flye fiirre oflT. 

Cff^. This Hill is urre enough. Looke, look Tuimn 
Are thofe my Tents where 1 perceiue the fire ? 

Ttt. They are, my Lord. 

Caffi. Titiniuty if thou louef^ me^ 
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurres in him, 
Till he haue brought thee vp to yonder Troopet 
And heere againe, that I may reft afTur'd 
Whether yond Troopes, are Friend or Enemy. 

Tit. I win be heere againe, euen with a thought. £jrjf 

Caffi. Go Pindarus^ get higher on that lull, 
My fight was euer thicke : regard Titinim, 
And tell me what thou nofft about the Field. 
This day I breathed firft, Time is come round. 
And where I did begin, there fhall I end. 
My life is run his compaflTe. Sina, what newes ? 

Pind. ^Aboue. O my Lord. 

Caffi. What newes ? 

Pind. Titinim is enclofed round about 
With Horfemeo, that make to him on the Spurre, 
Yet he fpurres on. Now they are almoft on hun : 
Now Titinitit. Now fome light : O he lights too. 
Hee*s tane. Sbowt. 

And hearke, they ihout for ioy. 

Caffi. Come downe, behold no more : 
O Coward that I am, to liue fo long. 
To fee my beft Friend tane before my face. 

Enter Pindarut. 
Come hither firrah : In Farthia did I take thee Prifoocr, 
And then I fwore thee, fauing of thy life. 
That whatfoeuer I did bid thee do. 
Thou fhould'ft attempt it. Come now, keepe thine oath, 
Now be a Free- man, and with this good Sword 
That ran through Cafart bowels, fearch this bofome. 
Stand not to anfwer: Heere, take thou the Hilts, 
And when my face is couer*d,as *tis now. 
Guide thou the Sword C^r/ar, thou art re«eng*d, 

Euen with the Sword that kill*d thee. 

Pin. So, I am free. 
Yet would not fo haue beene 
Durft I haue done my will.O Caffiut^ 
Farre from this Country Pindarut fhall run. 
Where neuer Roman fhall uke note oif him. 

Enter Titinim and MeffaU. 

Meffia. It is but change, Titmm : for Oaanim 
Is ouerthrowne by Noble Brutus power. 
As Caffius Legions are by Antmy, 

Titin. Thefe tydlngs will well comfort Cafius. # 

Meffia. Where did you leaue him. 

Titin. All difconfolate. 
With Pindarus\k\% Bond man, on this Hill. 

MeJJa. Is not that he that lyes vpon the ground ? 

Tttin. He lies not like the Lining. O my heart ! 

Mejfa. Is not that hee ? 

Titin. No, this was he MeffaUy 
But Caffius is no more. O fecting Sumie : 
As in tny red Rayes thou doeft finke to night $ 
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»is red blood Cafim day is fet. 

inne of Rome n let. Our day i» gone, 

>,Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: 

ft of my fuccefle bath done this deed. 

Ta, Miftruft of good fuccefl*e hath done this deed. 

ibil Error, Melancholies Childe : 

lo*ft thou (hew to the apt thoughts of men 

lings that are not ? O Error (bone conceyu*d, 

neuer com*ft vnto a happy byrth, 

rft the Mother that engendred thee. 

What Pindanu} Where art thou Pindanu} 
fa. Seelce him Tiri fr/ttf , whilft I go to meet 
oble Brutus y thrufting this report 
is cares ; I may fay thrufting it : 
rrcing Steele, and Darts inuenomed, 
e as welcome to the eares of^rutut^ 
ings of this fight. 

Hyc you Meffala^ 
will feeice for P'mdarus the while ; 
lid^ft thou (end me forth braue Cafsius ? 
lot meet thy Friends, and did not they 
my Browes this wreath of Viftorie, 
d me giue it thee? Did*ft thou not heare their 
bou haft mifconftrued euery thing. ((howtsP 

Id thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 
rutus bid roe giue it thee, and I 

his bidding, ^rutus^ con>e apace, 
c how I regarded Caiut Cafsius : 

r leaue Gods: This is a Romans part, 

Cafsius Sword, and finde Titi/tius hart. Dies 

/1/arum, Enter 'Brutus^MtJfalafytmg Cato^ 

StratOf yolumntus , and Lucillius. 
, Where, where Meffala^ doth his body lye ? 
&• Loe yonder, and Tmnius mourning it. 
. Titinius fict is vpward. 
. He is ilaine. 

O lulius Cafar, thou art mighty yet, 
>int walkes abroad, and turnes our Swords 
owne proper Entrailes. Low jllarums, 

. Braue Titinius^ 
where he haue not crownM dead Cafsius. 

Are yet two Romans liuing fuch as thefe ? 
ft of all the Romans, ^r thee well : 
tpoffible, that euer Rome 
breed thy fellow.Friends I owe mo teares 

1 dead man, then you ihall fee me pay. 
6nde time, Cafsius : I (hall finde time, 
therefore, and to Tbarfus fend his body, 
nerals (hall not be in our Campe^ 

: difcomfort vs. Lucillius come, 

tme yong Cato^ let vs to the Field, 

nd Flauio fet our Battailes on : 

ree a clocke, and Romans yet ere night, 

11 try Fortune in a fecond fight« Exeunt, 

'arum. Enter Brutus^ Mejfala^ Cato^ LueiUius^ 

and Flauius. 
. Yet Country-men : O yet, hold vp your heads. 
.What Baibrd doth not? Who will go with me? 
voclaime my name about the Field. 
le Sonne of Marcus Cato^ hoe. 
to Tyrants, and my Countries Friend, 
le Sonne of Marcus CatOf hoe. 

Enter Souldiers ^and fight. 
{ am 9r»r«f , Marcus Brutus^ J, 



Brutus my Countries Friend : Know me for Brmtu»^ 

Luc. O yong and Noble Cat^^ art thou downe ?■ 
Why now thou dyeft, as brauely as Tttiniut, 
And may*ft be honoured, being Cato*t Sonne. 

Sold. Yeeld, or thou dyeft. 

Luc* Onely I yeeld to dye : 
There is fo much, that thoa wilt kill me ftraight s 
Kill ^rutusy and be honoured in his death. 

Sold, We muft not 1 a Noble Prifoner. 

Enter nAntony, 

n^ld, Roome hoe : tell Antwy^ Brutus k tane. 

I .Sold. He tell thee ncwes. Heerc comes the Generally 
Brutus is tane, Brutus is tane my Lord. 

Afit, Where is bee ? 

Luc. Safe Antony^ Brutus is iafc enough : 
I date afTure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall euer take aliue the Noble Bruius : 
The Gods defend him from (o great a (hame, 
When you do finde him, or aliue, or dead. 
He will be found like Brutus^ like himfeifc. 

Ant. This is not 'Brutus Aiend, but I aflurc you, 
A prize no lefTe in worth ^ keepe this man iafe, 
Giue him all kindneffe. 1 had rather haue 
Such men my Friends, then Enemies. Go on. 
And fee where Brutus be aliue or dead. 
And bring vs word, vnto O&auius Tent ; 
How euery thing is chanc*d. Exeunt. 

Enter ^ruttu, Dardanim , Clitus ^ Stralo, 
and Volumnim. 

'Brut, Come poore remaines of friends, reft on this 
Rocke. 

ait. Statillim (hew'd the Torch-light, but my Lord 
He came not backer he is or tane, or fiaine. 

^rut. Sit thee downe, Clitui : (laying is the word. 
It is a deed in fa(hion. Hearke thee, Clitm. 

C//f. What I, my Lord ? No, not for all the World. 

Brut. Peace then,no words. 

ait. He rather kill my felfe. 

Brut. Hearke thee, Dardanim . 

Dard. Shall I doe fuch a deed? 

ait. O Dardanius, 

Dard. O CUtut. 

ait. What ill requeft did 'Brutus nuke to thee ? 

Dard. To kill Kxm.CIitus: looke he meditates. 

ait. Now it that Noble Verfell fiill of griefe. 
That it runnes ouer euen at his eyes. 

Brut. Come hither, good Volumnim^Vi^ a word. 

Volum. What (ayes my Lord ? 

'Brut. Why this, Folumnim : 
The Ghoft of C^far hath appear*d to me 
Two feuerall times by Night : at Sardis,once ; 
And this laft Night, here in Philippi fields : 
I know my houre is come. 

Volum. Not fo, my Lord. 

Brut. Nay, I am fure it is^Volumnitu. 
Thou feeft the World, rb/vmir/ftf, how it goes. 
Our Enemies haue beat vs to the Pit : Lovt Alarums. 

It is more worthy, to leape in our felues, 
Then tarry till they pu(h vs. Good Volumnius^ 
Thou know*ft,that we two went to Schoole together : 
Euen for that our loue of old, I prethee 
Hold thou my Sword Hilts, whileft I mnne on it. 

Vol. That*s not an Office for a friend, my Lord. 
Alarum Bill. 

ait. Fly, 
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Cly. Fly, flye my Lord, there it no tarrying heerc. 

9ra(. Farewell to you, and you, and you Volumnim, 
StratOf thou haft bin all this while afleepe : 
Farewell to thee, to Strata^ Countrynnen : 
My heart doth ioy, that yet in all my life, 
I found no man, but he was true to me. 
I ihall haue glory by this loofing day 
More then OffauhUy and Mar^f •Antony^ 
By this Tile Conqueft ihall attaine vntu. 
So fare you well at once, for Brutus tongue 
Hath almoft ended his Hues Hiftory : 
Night hangs vpon mine eyes, my Bones would reft. 
That iuue but labour*d, to attaine this houre. 

jSlaruM. Crymtbifif Fiytyjfyftfy*' 

Cfy. Fly my Lord, flye. 

Bru, Hence : I will follow : 
I prythee Strata^ ftay thou by thv Lord, 
Thou art a Fellow of a good refped t 
Thy life hath had fome fmatch of Honor in it, 
Hold then my Sword, and turne away thy face, ] 
While I do run vpon it. Wilt thou Strato ? 

Stra» Giue me your hand firft. Fare you wel my Lord. 

Bru, Farewell good Strata. Cafar^ now be ftill, 

I kiird not thee with halfe fo good a will. Dyeu 

.AUrum. Retreat, Snter Antony ^ OBatum^ 

LMcillhu , and the Army, 
Offa, Whatman is that? 



c^ej/a. My Mafters man. Strato^ where i« thy Mi 

Stra, Free from the Bondage you are in Afeffalop 
The Conquerors can but make a fire of him i 
For Brutus onely ouercame himfelfe, 
And no man elie hath Honor by his death. 

LttcU, So Brutus ihould be found. I thank thee B 
That thou haft prou*d LMciUlus faying true, 

Oaa. All that feruM fBrutus,! will entertainc the 
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me? 

Stra, If'tf Aieffala will preferre me to you. 

oaa. Do fo,good Mejfala, 

eMeJfa, How dyed my Mafter Strato ? 

Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 

Mejfa, OSlauiuSf then uke him to follow thee. 
That did the lateft feruice to my Mafter. 

Ant, This was the Nobleft Roman of them all : 
All the Confpirators faue onely hee, 
Did that they did, in enuy of great Cafar : 
He, onely in a generall honeft thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the Elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ftand Tp, 
And fay to all the world; This was a man. 

OSia, According to bis Vertue, let vs rfe him 
Withall Rerpea,and Rites of Buriall. 
Within my Tent bis bones to night ihall ly, 
Moft like a Souldier ordered Honourably : 
So call the Field to reft, and let*s away, 
To part the glories of this happy day. Exeunt « 
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^Slus Primus. Sccena ^rima. 



ThauUr and Ugbtmhig, Smter three Hitches. 

Hen fliall we three meet againe? 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Raine ? 

!• When the Hurley-burley*t done, 
When the Battaile'i loft, and wonne. 
3. That will be ere the fct of Sunne. 
I. Where the place? 
a. Vpon the Heath. 
3. There to meet with Macbeth. 
I. I come, Gray-MalJ^n. 

All. Padock^ calU anon : £iire ii fbule, and fbule it faire, 
Hoaer through the fogge and filthie ayre. Exeunt, 




Scena Secunda. 



Alarum within. Enter King e^ftf/romr, Datal' 

hmne^ Lenex^ with attendantt^ meeting 

a bleeding Captaine. 

King. What bloody man it that ? he can report, 
As feeroeth by hit plight, of the Reuolt 
The neweft ftate. 

Mai. This is the Serieant, 
Who like a good and hardie Souldier fought 
'Gainft my Captiuitie : Hatle braue friend ; 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the Broyle, 
As thou didil leaue it. 

Cap. Doubtfiill it ftood, 
Ai two fpent Swimmers, that doe cling together, 
And choake their Art : The roercilefle Macdmewald 
(Worthie to be a Rebell, for to that 
The multiplying Villanies of Nature 
Doe fwarme vpon him] from the Wefleme lAei 
Of Kernet and Gallowgroflet is fupply*d. 
And Fortune on his damned Quarry fmiling, ' 
Shewed like a Rebells Whore : but alKs too weake t 
For braue Macbeth (well hee deferues that Name) 
Difdayning Fortune, with his brandiiht Steele, 
Which fmoak*d with bloody execution 
(Like Valours Minion) caru*d out his paflage, 
Till hee fac*d the Slaue : 

Which neu*r ihooke hands, nor bad farwell to him, 
Till he Tofeam^d him from the Natie toth* Chops, 
And fix*d hit Head vpon our Battlements, 
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King. O Taliant Coufin, worthy Gentleman. 

Cap. As whence the Sunne *gins his reflexion, 
Shipwracking Stormet, and direfull Thunders : 
So from that Spring, whence comfort feemM to come, 
Difcomfort fwells: Marke King of Scotland, marke. 
No fooner luftice had, with Val^r «rm*d, 
Compeird thefe skipping Kernes to truft their heelet. 
But the Norweyan Lord, furueying vantage. 
With furbuflit Armes, and new fupplye^ of men, 
Began a frefli affault. 

King, Difmay*d not this our Captaines, Machnh and 
fBanfuoh ? 

Cap, Yes, as Sparro wet, Eagles; 
Or the Hare, the Lyon : 
If I fay footh, I muft report they were 
As Cannons ouer-charg*d with double Cracks, 
So they doubly redoubled ftroaket vpon the Foe < 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking Woundi, 
Or memorize another Golgotha^ 
1 cannot tell : but I am hint, 
My Gaihes cry for helpe. 

f^iig' So well thy words become thee, at thy woundi, 
They fmack of Honor both : Goe get him Surgeons. 

Enter RoJ/e and Angnt, 
Who comes here ? 

Mai, The worthy T^mofRoflTe, 

Lenox, What a hafte lookes through his eyes } 
So ihould he looke, that feemes to fpeake things ftrange. 

Rojfe. God (aue the King. 

King, Whence cam*ft thou, worthy Thane t 

Rofe. From Fiffb, great King, 
Where the Norweyan Banners flowt the Skie, 
And fanne our people cold. 
Norway himfelfe, with terrible numberii 
Affifted by that moft difloyall Traytor, 
The Thane of Cawdor, began a difmall Confli^, 
Till that ^ellona*s Bridegroome, lapt in proofe. 
Confronted him with felfe-comparifons. 
Point againft Point, rebellious Arme *gainft Arme, 
Curbing his lauifh fpirit t and to conclude^ 
The Viaorie fell on vs. 

King. Great happineflfe. 

Roffe. That now, Sweno^ the Norwayet King, 
Crauet compofition : 

Nor would we deigne him buriall of hit men. 
Till he disburfed, at Saint Cornet ynch. 
Ten thoufand Dollars, to our generall vfe. 

King, No 
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King. No more that Tbane of Cawdor ihall deceiue 
Our ^fome intereft : Goe pronounce his prefent death, 
And vntYi hk former Title greet Macbeth, 

Roffe, He fee it done. 

IGng, What he hath loft, Noble Macbeth hath wonne. 

Bxeuttt, 



Scena Teriia. 



Thunder. Enter the three Vitchet. 

I. Where haft thou beene, Sifter ? 
&• Killing Swine. 
3. Sifter, where thou? 

1. A Saylert Wire had Cheftnuti in her Lappe, 
And mouncht,& mouncht,and mouncht: 

Giue me, quoth I. 

Aroynt thee, Witch, the rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes. 

Her Husband*« to Aleppo gone,Mafter o*th'7f^rr..* 

But in a Syue He thither. fay le. 

And like a Rat without a tayle. 

He doe, He doe, and He doe. 

2. He giue thee a Wiode. 
I. Th'art kinde. 

3. And 1 another. 

1. I my felfe haue all the other, 
And the very Ports they blow, ' 
All the Quarters that they know, 
Tth* Ship-mans Card. 

He dreyne him drie as Hay ; 
Sleepe fliall neyther Night nor Day 
Hang vpon his Pent-houfe Lid : 
He ihall Hue a man forbid : 
Wearie Seu*nigbt8,nine tiroes nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peake, and pine : 
Though his Barke cannot be loft. 
Yet it fliall be Tempeft-toft. 
Looke what I haue. 

2. Shew me, ihew me. 

I. Here I haue a Pilots Thumbe, 
Wrackt,as homeward he did come. Drumwithim. 

3. A Drumme, a Drumme : 
Macbeth doth come. 

Ali, The weyward Sifters, hand in hand, 
Pofters of the Sea and Land, 
Thus doe goe, about, about, 
Thrice to thine,and thrice to mine. 
And thrice againe,to make vp nine. 
Peace, the Charme*s wound vp. 

Enter Macbeth and iBanqwo. 

Macb, So foule and faire a day I haue not feene. 

'Banquo. How ferre is't caird to Sons? What are thefc. 
So withered, and fo wilde in their attyre, 
That looke not like th'Inhabitants o*th*Earth, 
And yet arc on*t? Liue you, or are you aught 
That man may queftion ? you feeme to vnderftand -ne, 
By each at once her choppie finger laying 
Vpon her skinnie Lips : you fhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interprete 
That you are fo. 



Mac, Speake if you can : what are you ? 

X. All haile Macbeth^\i7A\t to thee Thane of- 61 

2. All haile Macbeth^hz\\t to thee Thane of Gk 

3. All haile Macbeth^}^^x, ihalt be King hereal 
•Rnif. Good Sir, why doe you ftart,and &eme to 

Things that doe found fo faire? i'th'name of truth 

Are ye fanufticall,or that indeed 

Which outwardly ye fliew ? My Nobie Partner 

You greet with preient Grace,«nd great prediQion 

Of Noble hauing,and of Royall hope. 

That he feemes wrapt withall : to me you (peake no 

If you can lookrinto the Seedes of Time, 

And fay, which Graine will grow, and which will not 

Speake then to me, who neyther begge, nor feare 

Your fiuors, nor your hate. 

1. Hayle. 

2. Hayle. 

3. Hayle. 

1. Lefter then Macbeth^zxi^ greater. 

2. Not fo happy, yet much happyer, 

3. Thou (halt get Kings, though thou be none-: 
So all haile Macbethyzn^ Ban^uo. 

I. ^if£«0,and Macbeth, all haile. 

Macb, Stay you imperfed Speakers, tell me more 
By Siml/i death, I know I am Thane of Glamis, 
But how, of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor liues 
A profperous Gentleman : And to be King, 
Stands not within the proiped of beleefe. 
No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange Intelligence, or why 
Vpon this blafted Heath you ftop our way 
With fuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speake, 1 charge you. ff^itches vami^. 

Sana. The Earth hath bubbles, as the Water ha*s. 
And thefe are of them : whither are they vanifliM ? 

Macb, Into the Ayre : and what feem'd corporal 
Melted, as breath into the Winde. 
Would they had ftay'd. 

'BaHf, Were fuch things here, as we doe fpeake ab 
Or haue we eaten on the infane Root, 
That takes the Reafon Prifoner ? 

Macb, Your Children ihall be KJngi. 

Banf, You fliaU be King. 

Macb, And Thane of Czwdor too: went it not ft 

Banq, Toth'felfe-lame tune, and words: who's he 

Enter %offe and Angm. 

Rojfe. The King hath happily receiu*d, Af^r^i, 
The newes of thy fuccefl*e : and when he reades 
Thy perfonall Venture in the Rebels fight. 
His Wonders and his Prayfes doe contend, 
Which (hould be thine, or his: filenc'd with that, 
In viewing o're the reft o*th*felfe-fame day, 
He findes thee in the ftout Nocweyan Ranket, 
Nothing afeard of what thy fel/e didft make 
Strange Images. of death, as thick u Tale 
Can poft with poft, and euery one did beare 
Thy prayfes in his Kingdomes great defence. 
And powr'd.them downe before him. 

Ang. Wee are fent, 
To giue thee from our Royall Mafbr thanks, 
Onely to harrold thee into his fight, 
Not pay thee. 

Rojpt. And for an eameft of a greater Honoc, 
He bad me, from him, call thee Thame of Cawdor: 
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k addition^ haile moft worthy Tbane^ 




thine. 
. What, can the Deuill fpeake true? 


Scena Quarta. 


>. The Tbam of Cawdor liues : 








Who was. the 7itfn*>Uuei yet, 


Flourijb. Enter King ^ Lenox yMaUo/me^ 


Br heauie ludgement bearei that Life, 


Dona/hainey and Attendantt, 


be deferuei to loofe. 




r he was combinM with thofe of Norway,. 


King, Is execution done on Cawdor ? 


yne the Rebell with hidden helpe. 


Or not thofe in Commiflion yet returned ? 


lUge ; or that with both he labourM 


liddL My Liege, they are not vet come back. 
But I haue Ipoke with one that faw him die : 


ountreyes.wraclce,.! know not : 


afont Capital],. coBfc(i*d, and prou*d, 


Who did report, that very frankly hee 


erthrowne him. 


ConfefsM his Trcafons, implor*d your Highneffe Pardon, 


*. Glamys, and Tknic of Cawdor : 


And fet forth a deepe Repentance : 


ateft is behinde. Thankes for your painc»» 


Nothing in his Life became him. 


not hope your Children (hall be Kings, 


Like the leauing it. Hee dy'de, 


liofe that gaue the Thatu. of Cawdor to me,. 


As one that had beene ftudied in his death. 


1 no lefTe to them. 


To throw awav the deareft thing he ow'd, 


. That trufted home. 


As *twere a careleffe Trifle. 


ct enkindle you vnto the Crowne, 


King, There*-s no Art, 


the Tbane of Cawdor. But *tis ((range : 


To iinde the Mindes conftrudtion in the Face : 


endmesyto winne vs to our harme, 


He was a Gentleman, on whom I built 


buments of Darkncfle tell vs Truths, 


An abfolutc Truft. 


ITS with honeft Trifles, to betray*s 


Enter Macbeth, Ban ftto^Rofef and Angiu, 


\& confequcnce. 


worthyeft Coufin, 


a word, I pray you. 


The iinne of my Ingratitude euen now 


^ Two Truths are told, 


Was heauie on me. Thoo-art fo farrc before. 


\y Prologues to the fwelling A€t 


That fwiftcft Wmg of Recompencc is flow. 


inperiall Theame. I thaoke you Gebtlemen : 


To ouertake thee. Would thou hadfl leffe deferu^d. 


>ematiirall foUiciting 


That the proportion both of thanks,and payment, . 


be ill ; cannot be good. 


Might haue beene mine : onely I haue left to fay. 


'hy hath it giuen me eameft of fiiccefle,. 


More is thy due, then more then all can pay. 


ncing in a Truth ? I am Tbane of Cawdor. 


Macb,. The feruice,and the loyalde I owe, 


^ why doe I yeeld to that fuggeftion. 


In doing it, payes it ielfe. 


horrid Image doth vnfixe my Heire, 


Your HighnefTe part,is to receiue our Duties : 


ike my feated Heart knock at my Ribbes, 


And our Duties are to your Throne, and State, 


the vfe of Nature? Prefcnt Feares 


Children, and Seruantsj which doe but what they ihould, 


e then horrible Imaginings ; 


By doing euery thing fafe toward your Loue 


)ught, whofe Murther yet is but fantafticall. 


And Honor. 


fo my fingle ibte of Man, 


King. Welcome hither : 


jndHon is fmotherM in furmife. 


thing is, but what is not. 


To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquoy 


'. Looke how our Partncr*s rapt. 


That haft no leiTe defeni'd,nor muft be knowne 


h. If Chance will haue me King,. 


No lefTe to haue done fo : Let me enfold thee. 


iiance may Crowne me, 


And hold thee to my Heart. 


t my ftirrc. 


^Banq. There if I grow, 


r. New Honors come vpon him 


The Haruefl is yourowne. 


r ftrange Garments^ cleaue not to. their mould,. 


King. My plenteous loyes. 


btheaidofvfe. 


Wanton in fulneffeyfeeke to hide themfelues 


\. Come what come may, 


In drops of forrow. Sonnes,Kinrmen,TAam<, 


lid the Houre,runs through the rougheft Day. 


And you whofe places are the neareft, know. 


\. Worthy e^achetb^ wee ftay vpon your ley^ 


We will eflablifh our Eftate vpon 




Our eldeft, Malcolme, whom we name hereafter, 


h. Giue me your fauour : 


The Prince of Cumberland : which Honor muft 


Braine was wrought with things forgotteiK 


Not vnaccompanied,inucft him onely. 


^ntlemen, your paines are regiftred, 


But fignes of NoblenefTeylike Surre8,ihall fhine 


euery day I turne the Leafe, 


On all deferuers. From hence to Envernes, 


e them. 


And bindc vs further to you. 


oward the King : thinke vpon 


Macb. The Reft is Labor, which is not VB*d fbc you : 


ath chancM : and at more time. 


He be my felfe the Herbenger,and make ioyfull 


trim hauing weighed it, let vs fpcakt 


The hearing of my Wife, with your approach ; 


e Hearts each to other. 


So humbly take my leaue. 


'. Very gladly. 


King, My worthy Cawdor. 


h. Till then enough : 


Macb.The Prince of Cumberland: that isa ftep. 


riends. Exeimt, 


On which I muft fill downe,or elfc o're-leape. 




mm For 
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^or in my way it lyet. Starres bide your fires. 
Let not Light fee my bbck and dcepe defires : 
The Eye winke at the Handj yet let that bee, 
Which the Eye fearet, when it it done to fee. Exit* 

King, True, worthy Banquo : he is fiill To Taliant, 
And in his commendations,! am fed : 
It is a Banquet to me. Let's after him, 
Whofe care is gone before, to bid vs welcome t 
It is a peereleflTe Kinfman. Flourifi^. Exetmt, 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter cMacbetbt Wift mUnt xtith m Lmtrm 

Lady. They mtt me in the dmy offuceejje : and I baue 
learned by the perfeGffi report^ they baue more in tbem^ then 
mortali l(mmledge, W^ben J burnt in dtfre to queftim tbem 
furtber^ tbey made tbemfiiuet Ayre^ into 9bieb tbey vamfi^d. 
W biles I flood rapt in tbe wonder ofit^eamt MiJJiuesfrom 
tbe Kingf wbo ali-baiPd me Thane of Cawdor^ by nbicb Title 
before^ tbefe weyward Siflen fainted mc, and referred me to 
tbe comming on of time^ wtb baile King tbat fl>alt be. Tbtr 
baue J tbougbt good to deliuer tbee ( my deareft Partner of 
Greatneffe ) tbat tbou migbt*ft not looje tbe dues of reieycing 
by being ignorant of what Greatneffe it promWd tbee. Lay 
it to tby hearty and faremell. 
Glamys thou art, and Cawdor, and (halt be 
What thou art promisM: yet doe I ftare thy Nature, 
It is too/ull o*th* Milke of humane kindneiTe, 
To catch the neereft way. Thou would'ft be great, - 
Art not without Ambition, but without 
The illnefTe fliould attend it. What thou wov]d*ft highly, 
That would*ft thou holily: would*ft not play fdfe. 
And yet would'ft wrongfy wtnne. 
Thould*ft haue, great Glamys, that which cryes, 
Thus thou muft doe, if thou haue it$ 
And that which rather thou do*ft f^re to doe. 
Then wiiheft ihould be vndone. High thee hither, 
That I may powre my Spirits in thine Earc, 
And chaftife with the valour of my Tongue 
All that impeides thee from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphyficall ayde doth feeme 
To haue thee crown*d withall. Enter Mejengtr, 

What is your tidings? 

Mejjf. The King comes here to Night. 

Lady. Thou*rt mad ro fay it. 
Is not thy Mafter with him ? who, wer*t fo, 
Would haue informed for preparation. 

MeJf.So pleafe you, it is true: our Tbanen comming : 
One of my fellowes had the fpeed of him ; 
Who almoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more 
Then would make vp his Meffage. 

Ladj. Giue him tending. 
He brings great newes. Exit Mfffenger^ 

The Rauen himfelfe is hoarfe. 
That croakes the fatall entrance of Duncan 
Vnder my Battlements. Come you Spirits, 
That tend on mortall thoughts, vnfex me here. 
And fill me from the Crowne to the Toe, top-full 
Of direft Cnieltie : make thick my blood. 
Stop vp th*acce(re,and pafTige to Remorfe, 
That no compan^ous vifitings of Nature 



Shake my fell purpofe, nor keepe peace betweene 

Th'eflfedi,and hit. Come to my Womans Brefts, 

And take my Milke for Gall, you murth*ring Minifhn^ 

Where-euer,in your fightlefle fubftances. 

You wait on Natures Mifchiefe. Come thick Night, 

And pall thee in thedunnefl fmoake of Hell, 

That my keene Knife fee not the Wound it makes. 

Nor Heauen peepe through the Blanket of the darke, 

To cry, hold,hold. Enter Macbetb, 

Great Glamys, worthy Cawdor, 

Greater then both, by theall-haile hereafter. 

Thy Letters haue tranfported me beyond 

This ignorant prefentjand I fttit now 

The future in the inftant. 

Macb, My dearefl Loue, 
Duncan comes here to Night. 

Lady. And when goes hence ? 

Mach, To morrow, as he purpoies. 

Lady. O neuer, 
Shall Sunne that Morrow fee. 
Your Face, my Thane^ is as a Booke, where men 
May reade flnnge matters, ta beguile the tine. 
Looke like the time,beare welcome in your Eye, 
Your Hand, your Tongue: looke like th*innocent flower, 
Bat be the Serpent ▼nder*t. He that's comming, 
Muft be prouided for : and you fiiall put 
This Nights great Bufineffe into my difpatch. 
Which Aall to all our Nights, and Dayes to come, 
Giue fblely foueraigne fway,and Mai^rdome. 

Maeb. We will fpeake further. 

Lady. Onely looke vp cleare: 
To alter fauor,euer is to feare : 
Leaue all tbe reft to me. 3xeimt, 



Scena Sexta. 



Heboyes^and Torcbet, Enter King , Atalcolme, 

Donalbainey^anquo, Lenox , Macduff ^ 

Roffe, AnguSy and Attendants. 

King. This Caftle hath a pleafant feat. 
The ayre nimbly and Tweedy recommends it felfe 
Vnto our gentle fences. 

^Banq. This Gueft of Summer, 
The Temple-haunting Barlet does approue. 
By his loued Manfonry;that the Heauens breath 
Smelb wooingly here : no lutty frieze, 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle, 
Where they muft breed, and haunt: I haue obferuM 
The ayre is delicate. Snter Lady. 

King. See, fee, our honor*d Hoftefl*e : 
The Loue that followes vs, fometfme is our trouble, 
Which ftill we thanke as Loue. Herein I teach you, 
How you fliall bid God-eyld vs for your paines. 
And than Ice vs for your trouble. 

Lady. All our feruice, 
In euery point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poore,and fingle BufinefTe, to contend 
Againfi thofe Honors deepe,and broad. 
Wherewith your Maieftie loades our Hoofe : 
For thofe of old, and the late Dignities, 
HeapM vp to them, we reft your Ermites. 

iGi.^.Wli«tV| 



i 



T^he Tragedie of ^Macbeth. 



135 



Where's the Thane of Cawdor? 
ft him ac the heelet, and had a purpofe 
I Pururyor : But he rides well, 
great Loue (iharpe as his Spurre^hath holp him 
}me before vs : Faire and Noble Hoftefl*e 
our gueft to night, 
our Semants euer, 

Irs, chemfelues, and what is theirs in compt, 
their Audit at your HighDefl*e pleafure, 
turne your owne. 
Giue me your hand t 
ne to mine Hoft we loue him highly, 
continue, our Graces towards him. 
eaue Hoileile. ExtutH 



Scena Septima. 



Ho-hoyes. Torches, 
mtr^and diuers Scruanti wtb fDififS and Seruice 

oiur the Stage, Then enter Macheth, 
[f it were done, when *tis done, then *twer well, 
3ne quickly : If th'Aflailination 
mmell vp the Confequence,and catch 
furceafe, Succeffe : that but this blow 
the be all, and the end all. Heere, 
, vpon this Banke and Schoole of time, 
mpe the life to come. But in thefe Cafes, 
aue iudgement heere, that we but teach 
iftru^lions, which being taught, returne 
: tb*Jnuenter, This euen-handed iuftice 
Is thUngredience of our poyfon*d Challice 
irne lips. Hee*s heere in double truft; 
am his Kinfman, and his Subiedt, 
th againft the Deed : Then, as his Hoft, 
lid againft his Murtherer (hut the doore, 

the knife my felfe. Befides,this 'Duncam 
le his Faculties fo meeke j hath bin 
in his great OiBce, that his Vertues 
ie like Angels, Trumpet-tonguM againft 
: damnation of his taking off: 
', like a naked New-borne-Babe, 
be blaft, or Heauens Chembin, hofiM 

fightleflfe Curriors of the Ayre, 
V the horrid deed in euery eye, 
» (hall drowne the winde. I haue no Spurre 

the fides of my intent, but onely 
Ambition, which ore-leapes it felfe, 
I on th*otbcr. Enter Lady. 

?WhatNewes? 

as almoft fupt : why haue you left the chamber ? 
ith he askM for me ? 
>w you not, he ha*8 ? 

> will proceed no further in this Bufioeflfe : 
fionour'd me of late, and 1 haue bought 
pinions from all forts of people, 
auld be worne now in their neweft glofl*e, 
fide fo foone. 
as the hope drunke, 

^ou dreft your it\(c } Hath it flept fince ? 
;s it now to looke fo greene, and pale, 
t did fo fireely ? From this time, 
:ount thy loue. Art thou afiFear*d 

(ame in thine owne A^,and Valour, 
rt in defire ? Would'ft thou haue that 



Which thou efteem'ft the Ornament of Life, 
And Hue a Coward in thine owne Efteeme? 
Letting 1 dare not, wait vpon 1 would, 
Like the poore Cat i*th*Addage. 

Macb. Pry thee peace : 
I dare do all that may become a man. 
Who dares no more, is none. 

La, What Beaft was't then 
That made you breake this enterprise to me ? 
When you durft do it, then you were a man : 
And to be more then what you were, you would 
Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : . 
They haue made themfelues, and that their fitnede now 
Do*s vnmake you. 1 hane giuen Sucke, and know 
How tender 'tis to loue the Babe that milkes me, 
I would, while it was fmyling in my Face, 
Haue pluckt my Nipple firom his Bonelefife Gummes, 
And dafiit the Braines out, had 1 fo fworne 
As you haue done to this. 

AUcb. If we fiiould faile ? 

Udy, We feilc ? 
But fcrew your courage to the fBcking place. 
And wee*le not fayle : when Duncan is afieepe, 
(Whereto the rather fiiall his dayes hard lourney 
Soundly Inuite him) his two Cbamberlaines 
Will 1 with Wine,and Wafirell,fo conuince. 
That Memorie, the Warder of the Braine, 
Shall be a Fume,and the Receit of Reafon 
A Lymbeck onely : when in Swiniih fleepe. 
Their drenched Natures lyes as in a Death, 
What cannot you and I performe vpon 
Th*vnguarded Duncan? What not put vpon 
His fpungie Officers? who fiull beare the guilt 
Of our great quell. 

Macb. Bring forth Men-Children onely : 
For thy vndaunted Mettle ihould compofe 
Nothing but Males. Will it not be receiu'd. 
When we haue mark'd with blood thofe (leepie two 
Of his owne Chamber, and vs'd their very Daggers, 
That they haue don't ? 

Lady. Who dates receiue it other. 
As we ihall make our Griefes and Clamor rore, 
Vpon his Death ? 

Macb. I am fettled, and bend vp 
Each corporall Agent to thb terrible Feat. 
Away, and mock the time with faireft ihow, 
Falfe Face muft hide what the falfe Heart doth know. 

Exeunt, 



ASius Secundus . Scena ^rima. 



Enter ^Banqao^and Fleance,9ith a Torch 
before hm , 
^anf . How goes the Night, Boy ? 
Fleance, The Moone is downe 1 I haue not heard the 
Clock. 

Banq, And (be goes downe at Twehie. 
Fleance. I take't,'tis later. Sir. 
Banq, Hold, uke my Sword : 
There's Husbandry in Heauen, 
Their Candles are all out: uke thee that too. 

m m 2 A 
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A heauie Summons lyes like Lead vpon me. 
And vet I would not fleepe : 

MerafuU Powers, reftraine in me the curfed thoughts 
That Nature giues way to in repofe. 

Enter Macbeth ^and a Seruant with a Torch, 

Giue me my Sword : who*s there f 

Atacb. A Friend. 

^ffff.Wfaat Sir, not vet at reft? the King*s a bed. 
He hath beene in vnumall Pleafurc, 
And fent forth great Largefle to your Offices. 
This Diamond he greetes your Wife withall, 
By the name of moft kind HoftefTe, 
And ihot vp in meafurelciTe content. 

Mac. Being vnpreparM, 
Our will became the feruant to defe£l. 
Which clfe ihould free haue wrought. 

^Banq, AlPs well. 
I dreamt laft Night of the three weyward Siften : 
To you they haue fliew*d fome truth. 

Macb . I thinke not of them : 
Yet when we can entreat an houre to feme, 
We would fpend it in ibme word» vpon that Bufineffe, 
If you would graunt the time. 

Banq. At your kind*ft ley Aire. 

Macb, If you (hall deaue to ray confent. 
When *tis, it fhall make Honor for you. 

Banq. So 1 lofe none, 
In feeking to augment it, but ftill kecpe 
My Bofome franchis*d,and Allegeance deare, 
I fluU be counfaird. 

Macb, Good repofe the while. 

Banq, Thankes Sir: the like to you. Exit Banquo, 

Macb. Got bid thy Miftrefle,when my drinkc is ready. 
She ftrike vpon the Bell. Get thee to bed. S^it. 

Is this a Dagger, which I fee before me, 
The Handle toward my Hand?Come,let me clutch thee: 
I haue thee not, and yet I fee thee ftill. 
Art thou not fauU Vifion, fenfible 
To feeling, as to fight? or art thou but 
A Dagger of the Minde,a fiilfe Creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-opprefled Braine f 
I fee thee yet, in forme as palpable. 
As this which now I draw. 
Thou marihairft me the way that I was going. 
And fuch an Inftrument I was to vfe. 
Mine Eyes are made the fboles o*th*other Sences, 
Or elfe worth all the reft : I fee thee ftill ; 
And on thy Blade, and Dudgeon,Gouts of Blood, 
Which was not fb before. There*s no fuch thing: 
It is the bloody BufineiTe, which infbrmes 
Thus to mine Eyes. Now o*re the one halfe World 
Nature feemes dead, and wicked Dreames abufe 
The Curtained fleepe : Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Heccats OfTrings : and witherM Murther, 
Alarum'd by his CcRtinell,the Wolfe, 
Whofe howle's his Watch, thus with his ftealthy pace. 
With Tarquim rauifliing fides, towards his defigne 
Moues like a Ghoft.. Thou fowre and firme-det Earth 
Heare not my fteps, which they may walke, for feare 
Thy very ftones prate of my where-about. 
And take the prefent horror from the dnM, 
Which now futes with it. Whiles I threat, he Hues; 
Wordp to the heat of deedes too cold breath giuet. 
^ Bell r'mgt. 



I goe,and it is done: the Bell inuites me. 
Heare it not^Duncan^ for it is a Knell, 
That fummons thee to Heauen, or to Hell. 



Bxit, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Lady, 
Ltf.That which hath made the drank,h«tb made me bold: 
What hath quenchM them, hath giuen me fire. 
Hearke, peace : it was the Owle that fliriek*d. 
The fiitall Bell-man, which giues the ftern*ft good-night. 
He is about it, the Doores are open ; 
And the furfeted Groomes doe mock their charge 
With Snores. I haue drugged their Pofifets, 
That Death and Nature doe contend about them. 
Whether they liue,or dye. 

Enter Macbeth, 

Macb, Who* 8 there? what hoa? 

Lady, Alack, I am afraid they have awak'd. 
And *tis not done: th*attempt,and not the deed. 
Confounds vs: hearke: I lay*d their Daggers ready. 
He could not mifie 'em. Had he not refcmbled 
My Father as he flept,I had don*t. 
My Husband ? 

Macb, I haue done the deed : 
Didft thou not heare a noyfe ? 

Lady. I heard the Owle fchreame,and the Crickets cry. 
Did not you fpeake ? 

Macb. When? 

Lady. Now. 

Macb, As I defcended? 

Lady. I. 

Macb, Hearke, who }yet i*th*fecond Chamber/ 

Lady, ^onalbaine. 

Mac, This is a forry fight. 

Lady, A fbolifii thought, to fay a forry fight. 

Macb, There's one did laugh in*s fleepe. 
And one cry*d Murther, that they did wake each other: 
I ftood,and heard them : But they did fay their Prayers, 
And addreft them againe to fleepe. 

Lady, There are two lodgM together. 

Macb, One cry*d God bieflle vs,and Amen the other, 
As they had feene me with thefe Hangmans hands: 
Liftning their feare, I could not fay Amen, 
When they did iay God blefie vs. 

Lady. Confider it not fo decpely. 

Mac . But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ? 
I had moft need of Bleffing,and Amen ihick in my tfaroit 

Lady, Thefe deeds muft not be thought 
After thefe wayes : fo,it will make vs mad. 

Macb.fAt thought I heard a voyce cry, Sleep^ no moic: 
^Macbeth does murther Sleepe, the innocent Sleepe, 
Sleepe that knits vp the rauelM Sleeue of Care, 
The death of each dayes Life, fore Labors Bath, 
Balme of hurt Mindes, great Natures fecond Courie, 
Chiefe nourifher in Life's Feaft. 

Lady. What doe you meane ? 

Macb, Still it cry'd, Sleepe no more to all the Houie: 
Glamit hath marther'd Sleepe, and therefore Cawder 
Shall fleepe no more: Macbeth fliall fleepe no more. 

Lady, Who was it, that thus cry*d? why worthy tU^ 
You doe vnbend your Noble ftrength,to thinke 
So braine-fickly of things: Goe get fome Water, 
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lib thii filthie Witneiie from your Hand. 

id yoa bring thefe Daggers from the place ? 

luft lye there : goe carry them, and fmeare 

epie Groomei with blood. 

h. He goe no more : 

raid, to thinke what I haue done : 

on*t againe, I dare not. 

IT. Infirroe of purpofe : 

le the Daggers: the neeping,and the dead, 

t as Piaures : *tis the Eye of Child-hood, 

ares a painted Deuill. If he doe bleed, 

d the Faces of the Groomes withall, 

nuft feeme their Guilt. Exit, 

Knockf 9itbin, 
:h. Whence is that knocking ? 
't with me, when euery noyfe appalls me ? 
4ands are here ? hah : they pluck out mine Eyes. 
1 great Ntptunet Ocean wafh this blood 
from my Hand? no: this my Hand will rather 
ultitudinous Seas incarnardine, 
I the Greene one, Red. 

Enter Lady* 
f. My Hands are of your colour : but I fluune 
ire a Heart io white. Knoel^t. 

! a knocking at the South entry ; 

we to our Chamber : 
! Water cleares vs of this deed. 
ifie is it then ? your Confbncie 
eft you Tnattended. KnocHf* 

;, more knocking. 

your Night-Gowne,leaft occafion call ts, 
ew vs to be Watchers : be not loffc 
rely in your thoughts. 
:h. To know my deed, Knoci^. 

beft not know my felfe. 
Duiuam with thy knocking : 
d thou could*ft. Exeunt, 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter a Porter, 

Knocking witlnn, 
ter, Here*s a knocking indeede t if a man were 

of Hell Gate, hee (hould haue old turning the 
KmocI^. Knock, Knock, Knock. Who*s there 
me of Behuhubf Here*s a Farmer, that hang*d 
fe on th*expeaation of Plentie: Come in time, haue 
IS enow about yon, here yoii*le fweat fbr*t. Knock, 
, knock. Who's there in th*other Deuils Name ? 
iere*s an Equiuocator, that could fweare in both 
lies againft eyther Scale,' who committed Treafon 

for Gods fake, yet could not equiuocate to Hea- 
oh come in, Equiuocator. Knocl^. Knock, 
, Knock. Who's there ? *Faith here's an Englifh 

come hither , -for ftealing out of a French Hofe : 
n Taylor, here you may roft your Goofe. ICnocl(, 
, Knock. Neuer at quiet : What are you ? but this 
I too cold for Hell, lie Deuill-Porter it no further : 
J)ought to haue let in fome of all Profeifions, that 
e Primrofe way to th*euerlafting Bonfire. Knocl{. 
anon, I pray you remember the Porter. 



Enter Macdujfy and Lenox, 

Macd. Was it fo late, friend, ere you went to Bed, 
That you doe lye fo late ? 

Por/.Faith Sir, we were carowfing till the fecond Cock: 
And Drinke,Sir,is a great prouoker of three things. 

Maed, What three things does Drinke efpecially 
prouok^ / 

Port, Marry, Sir, No(e-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine. 
Lecherie, Sir, it prouokes, and vnprouokes : it prouokes 
the defire,but it takes away the performance. Therefore 
much Drinke may be faid to be an Equiuocator with Le- 
cherie : it makes him, and it marres him ; it fees him on, 
and it takes him off; it perfwades him, and dif-heartens 
him ; makes him ftand too,and not ftand too : in conclu- 
fion,equiuocates him in a fleepe,and giuing him the Lye, 
leaues him. 

Macd, I beleeue, Drinke gaue thee the Lye lafl Night. 

Port, That it did,Sir,i'the very Throat on me : but I 
requited him for his Lye, and (I thinke )being too fhong 
for him, though he tooke vp my Legges fometime, yet 1 
made a Shift to caft him. 

Enter Macbeth, 

Macd, Is thy Mafter ftirring ? 
Oar knocking ha*s awak'd him: here he comes. 

Lenox, Good morrow. Noble Sir. 

Matb, Good morrow both. 

Maed, Is the King itirring, worthy lihane ? 

Maeb, Not yet. 

Macd, He did command me to call timely on him, 
I haue almofl flipt the houre. ' 

Mab, He bring you to him. 

Macd, 1 know this is a ioyfull trouble to you : 
But yet *tis one. 

Macb, The labour we delight in,Phyficks paine: 
This is the Doore. 

Macd, He make fo bold to call, for 'tis my limitted 
feruice. Exit Maedujfe, 

Lenox, Goes the King hence to day ? 

Macb, He does : he did appoint fo. 

Lenox, The Night ha*s been Tnruly : 
Where we lay, our Chimneys were blowne downe. 
And (as they (ay) lamentings heard i'th'Ayre 
Strange Schreemes of Death, 
And Prophecying, with Accents terrible. 
Of dyre Combuftion, and confui'd Euents, 
New hatcb'd toth* wofiiU time. 
The obfcure Bird clamor*d the liue-long Night. 
Some fay, the Earth was feuorous, 
And did (hake. 

Macb, *Twas a rough Night 

Lenox. My young remembrance cannot paralell 
A fellow to it. 

Enter KMacdujf, 

Macd, O horror, horror, horror. 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conceiue,nor name thee* 

Macb, and Lenox, What's the matter ? 

Macd, Confufion now hath made his Mafter-peece: 
Mod (acrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lords anoynted Temple, and flole thence 
The Life o'th* Building. 

Macb, What is't you fay, the Life ? 

Lenox, Meane vou his Maieftie ? 

Macd, Approch the Chamber, and deftroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon, Doe not bid me fpeake : 

m m 3 See, 
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See, and then fpeake your felues : awake, awake, 

Exeunt Atacbttb and Ltnox, 
Ring the Alarum Bell : Murther,and Treafon, 
^anfuOfiixd Donalbaine : Maleolme awake, 
Shake off this Downey fleepe, Deatha counterfeit, 
And looke on Death it felfe : vp, vp,and fee 
The great Doomes Image: Maleolme ^BMnfuo^ 
At from your Grauesrife yp,and walke like Sprightt, 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell. 
Bell ringt. Enter Lady, 

Ladv. What*8 the BufineiTe ? 
That Aich a hideous Trumpet calls to parley 
The fleepers of the Houfe? fpeake, fpeake. 

Macd. O gentle Lady, 
*Ti8 not for you to heare what I can fpeake : 
The repetition in a Womans eare. 
Would murther u it fell. 

Enter 'Banfuo, 

*Banfu»^^Banfuo, Our Royall MaOer^s murther^d. 
Lady, Woe, alas: 

What, in our Houfe ? 

Ban, Too cruell,any where. 
Deare Duffel pry thee contradi^ thy felfe, 
And fay, it is not fo. 

Enter Macbeth ^ Lenox yond Roffe. 

Macb, Had I but dy*d an houre before this chance, 

1 had liuM a blefled time : Ibr Jrom this ioflant, 
There*8 nothing ferious in Mortalitie : 

All is but To^es t Renowne and Grace is dead. 
The Wine o/^Life is drawne,and the meere Lees 
Is left this Vault, to brag of. 

Enter Maleolme and Donalbaine, 

Donal. What is amiffe > 

Afacb, You are, and doe not know*t : 
The Spring,the Head, the Fountaine of your Blood 
Is ilopt, the very Source of it is ilopt. 

Alacd, Your Royall Father*s murther*d. 

Mai. Oh, by whom ? 

Lenox, Thofe of his Cbamber,as it feem*d,bad doa*t : 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg*d with blood. 
So were their Daggers, which vnwip'dyWe found 
Vpon their Fillowes: they ftar*d,and were diftra^d. 
No mans Life was to be truiled with them, 

Macb. 0,yet I doe repent me of my ftirie. 
That I did kill them. 

Aiacd. Wherefore did you fo ? 

Macb.Who can be wife,aroaz*d,temp*rate,ft fuiiooa, 
LoyaU,and Neutrall,in a moment ? No man : 
Th*expedition of my violent Loue 
Out>run the pawfer, Reafon. Here lay Duncan, 
His Siluer skinne, lac*d with his Golden Blood, 
And his gaih*d Stabs, looked like a Breach in Natnre, 
For Ruinea waftfuU entrance : there the Mortherers, 
Steeped in the Colours of their Trade ; their Daggers 
Vnmannerly breechM with gore i who could refraine. 
That had a heart to loue ; and in that heart. 
Courage, to makers loue knowne } 

Lady. Helpe me hence, hoa. 

Macd, Looke to the Lady. 

ALU, Why doe we hold our tongues. 
That moft may clayme this argument for ours ? 

'Donal. What ihouU be fpoken here, 



Where our Fate hid in an augure holc^ 
May ru(h,and feize vs? Let*B away. 
Our Teares are not yet brew*d. 

Mai. Nor our ftrong Sorrow 
Vpon the foot of Motion. 

Banq. Looke to the Lady : 
And when we haue our naked Frailties hid. 
That fufFer in expofure ; let vs meet. 
And queftion this moft bloody piece of worke. 
To know it further. Feares and fcruples ihake vs: 
In the great Hand of God I (huid,and thence, 
Againft the vndivulgM pretence, I fight 
Of Treafonous Malllce. 

Macd, And fo doe L 

All, So all. 

Alacb. Let's briefely put on manly readinefle. 
And meet i*th' Hall together. 

All. Well contented. Exeunt, 

Male, What will you doe ? 
Let's not confort with them : 
To fhew an vnfelt Sorrow, is an Office 
Which the falfe man do's eafie . 
He to England. 

Don, To Ireland, I : 
Our feperated fortune fhall keepe vs both the iaier : 
Where we are, there's Daggers in mens Smiles; 
The neere in blood, the neerer bloody. 

Male. This murtherous Shaft that's fhot. 
Hath not yet lighted: and our fafeil way. 
Is to auoid the ayme. Therefore to Horfe, 
And let vs not be daintie of leaue-taking. 
But fhift away : there's warrant in that Theft, 
Which fteales it felfe, when there*s no mercie left. 

Exeuni. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Roje^witb an Old mam. 

Old man. Tbreefcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the Volume of which Time, I haue feene 
Houres dreadfull,and things ftrange:but this fore High 
Hath trifled former knowings* 

Bofe. Ha, good Father, 
Thou feeil the Heauens, as troubled with mans Ad, 
Threatens his bloody Stage : byth* Clock 'tis Day, 
And yet darke Night fhangles the trauailing Lampe t 
Is't Nights predominance, or the Dayes ihame. 
That Darknefle does the face of £arth intombe. 
When lining Light fhould kilTe it ? 

Old man. Tis vnnaturall, 
Euen like the deed that s done : On ToelHay Uft, 
A Faulcon towring in her pride of place, 
Wu by a Mowiing Owle hawkt at, and kill'd. 

Rofe, And Duncans Horfes, 
(A thing moft fbange, and certaine) 
Beauteous, and fwift,the Minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wilde in nature, broke their ftalls,fiong out. 
Contending 'gainft Obedience, as they would 
Make Warre with Manktnde. 

Old man, *Tis (aid. they cate each other. 

Rofi. They did fo: 

T 
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lement of mine eyes that look*d vpon*t. 


(Which ftill hath been both graue,and profperous) 


Enter Macduffe. 


In this dayes Councell : but wee*le take to morrow. 


;s the good Macduffe* 
he world Sir, now ? 


Is't farre you ride ? 


^an. As farre, my Lord>as will fill vp the time 


fhy fee you not ? 


*Twixt this,and Supper. Goe not my Horfe the better. 


known who did this more then bloody deed? 


I muft become a borrower of the Night, 


'hofe that Aiachetb hath flaine. 


For a darke houre,or twaine* 


« the day, 


Macb. Failc not our Feaft. 


could they pretend ? 


^Ban, My Lord, I will not. 


hey were fubborned, 


Macb, We heare our bloody Cocens are heftow*d 


id Donalbaine the Kings two Sonnet 


In England, and in Ireland, not confefsing 


way and fled, which puts vpon them 


Their cruell Parricide, filling their hearers 


the deed. 


With ftrange inuention. But of that to morrow. 


linft Nature dill, 


When therewithall,we (hall haue caufe of State, 


Ambition, that will rauen vp 


Crauing vs ioyntly. Hye you to Horfe : 


Hues meanes : Then *tis moil like, 


Adieu, till you returne at Night. 


gnty will fall vpon Atachetb. 


Goes Fleance with you ? 


\t is already nam*d, and gone to Scone 


*Btf». I, my good Lord : our time does call vpon*s. 


ed. 


Alacb. I wifh your Horfes fwift, and fure of foot : 


lere is Duncans body ? 


And fo I doe commend you to their backs. 


irried to Colmekill, 




Storc-houfe of his PredeceflTors, 


Let euery man be mafter of his time. 


an of their Bones. 


Till feuen at Night, to make focietie 


U you to Scone ? 


The fweeter welcome : 


Jo Cofin, lie to Fife. 


We will keepe our felfe till Supper time alone : 


ell, I will thither. 


While then, God be with you. Exeunt Lords, 


ill may you fee things wel done there: Adieu 


Sirrha, a word with you : Attend thofe men 


i Robes fit e^fier then our new. 


Our pleafure ? 


rewell, Father. 


Seruant. They are, my Lord, without the Pallace 


}ods benyfon go with you, and with thofe 


Gate. 


make good of bad, and Friends of Foes. 


Macb. Bring them before vs. Exit Seruant, 


Exeunt omnet 


To be thus, is nothing, but to be fafely thus : 




Our feares in ^anquo fticke deepe, 




And in his Royaltie of Nature reignes that 




s Tertius. Scena ^rima . 


Which would be fear*d. *Tis much he dares. 
And to that dauntleflTe temper of his Minde, 




He hath a Wifdome, that doth guide his Valour, 
To z€t in fafetie. There is none but he. 




Enter ^ar.fuo. 


Whofe being I doe feare : and vnder him. 


lou haft it now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 


My Genm is rebuked, as it is faid 


ird Women promised, and 1 feare 


Mar( Antbonies was by Otjar, He chid the Sifters, 


ft moft fowly for*t ; yet it was faide 


When firft they put the Name of King vpon me. 


t ftand in thy Pofterity, 


And bad them fpeake to him. Then Prophet-like, 


felfe ihould be the Roote,and Father 


They hayPd him Father to a Line of Kings. 


ngs. If there come truth from them, 


Vpon my Head they plac'd a fruitlefTe Crowne, 


e eMachetbf their Speeches ihine. 


And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 


verities on thee made good, 


Thence to be wrencht with an vnlincall Hand, 


>t be my Oracles as well. 


No Sonne of mine fucceeding : if 't be fo. 


vp in hope* But hufli,no more. 


For Banquo'i Iflue haue 1 fil'd my Minde, 




For them, the gracious Duncan haue I murther*d, 


ted. Enter Macbeth as King.La^ LenoK^ 


Put Rancours in the Veffell of my Peace 


MsffefLordifOnd Attendants, 


Onely for them, and mine eternal! lewell 




Giuen to the common Enemie of Man, 


•ere's our chicfe Gueft. 


To make them Kings, the Seedes oi^Banqtn Kings. 


had beene forgotten, 


Rather then fo,come Fate into the Lyft, 


as a gap in our great Feaft, 


And champion me to th*vtterance. 


ig vnbecomming. 


Who's there ? 


» night we hold a folemne Supper ftr. 




left your prefence. 


Enter Seruant ^and two Mu^tbtrert, 


I your HighneiTe 




pon me, to the which my duties 


Now goe to the Doore, and ftay there till we call. 


noft indifToluble tye 


Exit Sernant. 


t. 


Was it not yefterday we ftwke together ? 
Murtb, It was, fo pleafe your HighnefTe. 


de you this afternoone f 


ly good Lord. 


Macb. Well then, 


e ihould haue elfe defir*d your good aduice 


Now haue you confider*d of my fpeeches t 




Know, 



4« 
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Know, that it was he, in the times paft, 

Which held you fo vnder fortune, 

Which you thought had been our innocent felfe. 

This 1 made good to you, in our laft conference, 

Pad in probation with you : 

How you were borne in hand, how croft ! 

The Inftruments : who wrought with them: 

And all things elfejthat might 

To halfe a SouIe,and to a Notion craz*d. 

Say, Thus did ^an^uo, 

1 . Murtb. You made it knowne to vs. 

Macb, I did To: 
And went further, which is now 
Our point of fecond meeting. 
Doe you finde your patience fo predominant, 
In your nature, that you can let this goe ? 
Are you fo Gofpeird^to pray for this good man, 
And for his llFue, whofe heauie hand 
Hath bow*d you to the Graue, and begger'd 
Yours for eucr ? 

I . Murtb. We are men, my Liege. 

Macb. l,in the Catalogue ye goe for men. 
As Hounds, and Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curres, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolues are dipt 
All by the Name of Dogges : the valued file 
Diftinguiihes the fwiftjthe flow, the fubtle. 
The Houfe-keeper, the Hunter, euery one 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd: whereby he does receiue 
Particular addition, from the Bill, 
That writes them all alike : and fo of men. 
Now,if you haue a ftation in the file, 
Not i*th* worft ranke of Manhood, (ay*t. 
And I will put that Bufinefle in your Bofomes, 
Whofe execution takes your £nemie off. 
Grapples you to the heartland loue of vs. 
Who weare our Health but fickly in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfect. 

z. Murtb. 1 am one, my Liege, 
Whom the vile Blowes and Buffets of the World 
Hath fo incensM, that I am recklelfe what 1 doe. 
To fpight the World. 

1. Murtb. And J another. 
So wearie with Difafters, tugg*d with Fortune, 
That 1 would fet my Life on any Chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on't. 

Macb. Both of you know ^Banquo was your Enemie. 

Murtb. True, my Lord. 

Macb. So is he mine: and in fuch bloody diftance. 
That euery minute of his being, thrufts 
Againft my neer'ft of Life: and though I could 
With bare-fac'd power fweepe him from my fight. 
And bid my will auouch it \ yet I muft not. 
For crrtaine fi'iends that are both his, and mine, 
Whofe loues I may not drop, but wayle his fall. 
Who I my felfe ftnick downe : and thence it is, 
That I to your aHiftjnce doe make loue. 
Masking the BufineflTe from the common Eye, 
For fundry weightie Reafons. 

z. Murtb. We /hall,my Lord, 
Per/'orme what you command vs. 

I, Murtb, Though our Liues— 

Macb. Your Spirits (hine through you. 
Within this houre, at moft, 
1 will aduife you where to plant your felues. 
Acquaint you with the perfed Spy o*th'time. 



\ 



The moment on*t,for*t muft be done to Night, 
And fomething from the Pallace : alwayes thought, 
That I require a deareneflfe j and with him. 
To leaue no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke : 
FUans ^Yiii Sonne, that keepes him companie, , 
Whofe abfence is no lefle materiall to me. 
Then is his Fathers, muft embrace the fate 
Of that darke houre : refolue your felues apart, 
He come to you anon. 

Murtb. We are refolu*d,my Lord. 

Macb. He call vpon you ftraight : abide within. 
It is concluded : ^anquo^thy Soules flight. 
If it finde Heauen,muft finde it out to Night. Extuxt. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter cMacbttbt Lady^ and a Sentant. 

Lady. Is Banquo gone firom Court ? 

Seruant. I, Madame, but returnes againe to Night. 

Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his leyfure. 
For a few words. 

Seruant. Madame, I will. Exit, 

Lady, Nought's had, all's fpent, 
Where our defire is got without content : 
*Tis fafer,to be that which we deftroy. 
Then by deftrudion dwell in doubtfull ioy. 

Enter ^Macbetb. 
How now,my Lord, why doe you keepe alone/ 
Of forryeft Fancies your Companions making, 
Vfing thofe Thoughts, which fliould indeed haue dy'd 
With them they thinke on: things without all remedie 
Should be without regard: what'sidone, is done. 

Macb. We haue fcorch'd the Snake, not kilPd it: 
Shee'le cIofe,and be her felfe, whileft our poore Mallice 
Remaines in danger of her former Tooth. 
But let the frame of things dif-ioynt, 
Both the Worlds fuflfer. 

Ere we will eate our Meale in feare, and fleepe 
In the afflidion of thefe terrible Dreames, 
That fliake vs Nightly: Better be with the dead. 
Whom we, to gayne our peace, haue fent to peace. 
Then on the torture of the Minde to lye 
In reftleflTe extafie. 
fDuncane is in his Graue : 
After Lifes fitfuU Feuer, he fleepes well, 
Treafon ha*s done his worft : nor Steele, nor Poyibn, 
Mallice domeftique, forraine Leuie, nothing. 
Can touch him further. 

Lady, Come on : 
Gentle my Lord,fleeke o're your rugged Lookes, 
Be bright and louiall among your Guefts to Night. 

Aiacb. So fliall I Loue, and fo I pray be you : 
Let vour remembrance apply to Banquo^ 
Prefent him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue : 
Vnfafe the while, that wee muft laue 
Our Honors in thefe flattering ftreames. 
And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Difguifing what they are. 

Lady, You muft leaue this. 

Macb.O^MX of Scorpions is my Minde^deare Wife: 
Thou know'ft,that Banqno and his Fleams liues. 

Lady.U 
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them, Natures Coppie*s not eterne. 
's comfort yet, they are aflaileable, 
ind : ere the Bat hath flowne 
(ht, ere to black Heccatt fummons 
Beetle, with his drowfie hums, 
8 yawning Peale, 
le a deed of dreadful! note, 
to be done ? 

icent of the knowledge, deareft Chuck, 
the deed: Come, feeling Night, 
ider Eye of pittifiill Day, 
odie and inuifible Hand 
to pieces that great Bond, 
! pale. Light thickens, 
akes Wing toth' Rookie Wood : 
ay begin to droope,and drowfe, 
ick Agents to their Prey's doe rowfe. 
It my words : but hold thee ftill, 
i,make ftrong themfelues by ill : 
ith me. Exeunt. 



Scena Tertia. 



Iter three Murtberers, 

d bid thee ioyne with vs ? 

lot our miftruft,fince he deliuers 

what we baue to doe, 

iuft. 

with vs : 
mmers with fome ftreakes of Day. 
lated Traueller apace, 
ely Inne, end neere approches 
ir Watch, 
keare Horfes. 

Giue vs a Light there, hoa. 
ee: 

'. within the note of expedation, 
Court. 
I goe about. 

lile : but he does vfually, 
irom hence toth* Pallace Gate 
alke. 

anquo and Fleam, with a Torch, 

Light. 



le Rayne to Night, 
downe. 
herie ! 

,flyc,flye,flye, 
:nge. O Slaue ! 
rike out the Light ? 
Jie way / 
; one downe: the Sonne is fled. 

Affaire. 

away, and fay how much is done. 
Exeunt, 



Sccena Quart a. 



Banquet ^epar*d. Enter cPifacheth, Lady, Rojfe, Lenox, 
Lordiy and ^Attendants, 

Mach, You know your owne degrees, fit downe: 
At firft and lsft,the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thankes to your Maiefty. 

Mach. Our lielfe will mingle with Society, 
And play the humble Hoft : 
Our Hoftefle keepes her State, but in beft time 
We will require her welcome. 

La. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Friends, 
For my heart fpeakes, thry are welcome. 
Enter frft cMurtberer. 

Mach.Stt they encounter thee with their harts thanks 
Both fides are euen : heere He fit i*th*mid*ft, 
Be large in mirth,anon weeM drinke a Meafure 
The Table round. There's blood vpon thy face. 

Mir. 'Tis ^Banquo's then. 

Mach. 'Tis better thee without, then he within. 
Is he difpatch'd f 

Mur. My Lord his throat is cut, that I did for him. 

Mac. Thou art the beft o*th 'Cut-throats, 
Yet hee'sgood that did the like for F/eans : 
If thou did'ft it, thou art the Non-pareill. 

Mur. MoftRoyallSir 
F/eans is fcap*d. 

cMacb, Then comes my Fit againe ; 
I had elfe beene perfeA ; 
Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke, 
As broad, and general!, as the cafing Ay re: 
But now I am cabin'd, crib*d, confin'd, bound in* 
To fawcy doubts, and feares. But Barquo's fafe^ 

Mur. I, my good Lord : fafe in a ditch he bidet, 
With twenty trenched gaflies on his head ; 
The leaft a Death to Nature. 

Mach. Thankes for that: 
There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that's fled 
Hath Nature that in time will Venom breed. 
No teeth for th'prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
Wee'l heare our felues againe. Exit Murderer, 

Lady. My Royall Lord, 
You do not giue the Cheere, the Feaft is fold 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a making : 
*Tis giuen, with welcome : to feede were beft at home : 
From thence, the fawce to meate is Ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without it. 

Enter the Gbofi of Banquo, and Jits in Macbetbs fiace. 

^Macb, Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now good digeftion waite on Appetite, 
And health on both. 

Lenox. May't pleafe your Highneffe fit. 

Macb. Here had we now our Countries Honor, roofd, 
Were the grac'd perfon of our 'Banquo prelent : 
Who, may I rather challenge for vnkindnefle. 
Then pitty for Mifchance. 

Rofe. Hisabfence(Sir) 
Layes blame vpon his promife. Pleas't your Highneffe 
To grace vs with your Royall Company ? 

Mcab. 



J 
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Mach, The Tablets ftill. 

Lenox, Heere is a place referuM Sir. 

Macl^, Where? 

Lenox. Heere my good Lord. 
What is*t thatmoues your HighneiTe T 

^Macb, Which of you haue done this ? 

Lords, What, my good Lord ? 

Macb. Thou canft not fay I did it : neuer ihake 
Thy goary lockes at me. 

Rojfe. Gentlemen rifethis HighneiTe is not well. 

Lady. Sit worthy Friends : my Lord b often thus, 
And hath beene from his youth. Pray you keepe Seat, 
The fit is momentary, vpon a thought 
He will againe be well. If much you note him 
You (hall offend him, and extend his Paflioo, 
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man? 

Ala(b. I, and a bold one, that dare looke on that 
Which might appall the Diuell. 

La, O proper (hifie : 
This is the very painting of your feart : 
This is the Ayre-drawne-Dagger which you laid 
Led you to fDuncan. O, thefe fiawesand IbrU 
(Impoftors to true leare) would well become 
A womans ftory, at a Winters fire 
AuthoriK*d by her Grandam : Ihame it Telle, 
Why do you make fuch faces? When alFs done 
You looke but on a ftoole. 

Mach. Prythee fee there : 
Behold, looke, loe, how fay you : 
Why what care I, if thou canft nod, fpeake too. 
If Chamell houfes, and our Graucs muft lend 
Thofe that we bury, backe; our Monuments 
Shall be the Mawes of Kytes. 

La, What? quite vnmannM in lolly. 

ALicb, If I ftand heere, I (aw him. 

La. Fie for Ihame. 

Mach, Blood hath bene Ihed ere now, i*th*oldea time 
Ere humane Statute purg*d the gentle Weale : 
I, and fince too, Murthers haue bene performed 
Too terrible for the eare. The times has bene. 
That when the Braines were out, the man would dye. 
And there an end : But now they rife againe 
With twenty mortal] murthers on their crownes. 
And pufli vs from our llooles. This is more llrange 
Then fuch a murther is. 

La, My worthy Lord 
Your Noble Friends do lacke you. 

Mach. I do forget: 
Do not mufe at me my moft worthy Friends, 
I haue a ftrange infirmity, which is nothing 
To thofe that know me. Come,loue and health to all, 
Then He fit downe : Giue me fome Wine, fill fiill : 

Enter Gboft. 
I drinke to th*generall ioy o*th 'whole Table, 
And to our deere Friend *Banfuo, whom we milTe : 
Would he were heere : to all, and him we thirft. 
And all to all. 

Lordi. Our duties, and the pledge. 

e^tff.Auant, Se quit my fight, let the earth bide thee: 
Thy bones are marrowlelTe, thy blood is cold : 
Thou haft no fpeculation in thole eyes 
Which thou doft glare with. 

La, Thinke of this good Peeres' 
But as a thing of Cuftome t *Tis no other, 
Onely it fpoyles the pleafure of the time. 

Maeh. What man dare, I dare : 



Approach thou like the rugged Rullian Beare, 
The arm*d Rhinoceros, or th^Hircan Tiger, 
Take any Ihape but that, and my firme Nerues 
Shall neuer tremble. Or be aliue againe, 
And dare me to the Defart with thy Sword : 
If trembling I inhabit then, proteft raee 
The Baby of a Girle. Hence horrible Ihadow, 
Vnreall mockVy hence. Why fo, being gone 
I am a man againe : pray you fit ftill. 

La. You haue difplac'd the mirth. 
Broke the good meeting, with moft adaur*d diforder. 

Mach. Can fuch things be. 
And ouercome vs like a Summers Clowd, 
Without our fpeciall wonder? You make me ftrange 
Euen to the difpofition that I owe. 
When now I thinke you can behold fuch fights. 
And keepe the naturall Rubie of your Cheekes, 
When mine is blanchM with feare. 

Roje. What fights. my Lord? 

La, I pray you fpeake not : he growes worfe ft woHic 
Queftion enrages him : at once, goodnight. 
Stand not vpon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his Maiefty. 

La, A kinde goodnight to all. Exit Lvds. 

Mach. It will haue blood they fay : 
Blood will haue Blood : 

Stones haue beene knowne to moue,& Trees to fpeake: 
Augures, and vnderftood Relations, haue 
By Maggot Pyes,& Choughes, & Rookes brought forth 
The fecret*ft man of Blood. What is the night? 

La. Aim oft at oddes with morning, which is which. 

A^ch.How fay'ft thou that Aiac duff" dtntn hu periiio 
At our great bidding. 

La: Did you fend to him Sir? 

Afach. I heare it by the way : But I will fend : 
There*s not a one of them but in his houfe 
I keepe a Seruant Feed. I will to morrow 
(And betimes I will ) to the weyard Sifters. 
More (hall they fpeake : for now I am bent to know 
By the worft meanes, the worft, for mine owne good, 
All caufes Ihall giue way. I am in blood 
Stept in fo farre, that Ihould I wade no more. 
Returning were as tedious as go ore : 
Strange things I haue in head, that will to hand. 
Which muft be ailed, ere they may be fcand. 

La. You lacke the feafon of all Natures, lleepe. 

Afior^.Come, wee*l to fleppe : My ftrange & felf-abofe 
Is the initiate feare, that wants bard rCt : 
We are yet but yong indeed. Exttmt 



Scena Quinta. 



Tbunder. 



Enter the thru H^itcbes^ meetmr 
Hecat. 



I . Why bow now Hecat^ you look» angerly ? 

Hec. Haue I not reafon (Beldams) as you are f 
Sawcy,and ouer-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Tralficke with Machetb, 
In Riddles,and Alfaires of death ; 



And I 
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Miftris of your Charmes, 
:ontriuer of all harmes, 
caird to beare my part, 
e glory of our Art? 
I is worfe, all you haue done 
but for a wayward Sonne, 
and wrathfull,who (as others do) 
is ownc ends, not for you. 
imends now : Get you gon, 
pit of Acheron 
i*th 'Morning : thither he 
to know his Deftinie. 
Is, and your Spels prouide, 
nes,and euery thing belide ; 
*Ayre : This night He fpend 
nail, and a Fatall end. 
efl*e muft be wrought ere Noone. 
*orner of the Moone 
;s a vapVous drop, profound, 
ere it come to ground; 
iftill'd by Magicke flights, 
uch ArtificiaJl Sprights, 
brength of their illusion, 
him on to his Confufion. 
irne Fate, fcorne Death, and beare 
x>ue Wifedorae, Grace, and Feare: 
I know. Security 
:heefeft Enemie. 

Mujic\e^and a Song. 
m call'd : my little Spirit fee 
ggy cloud, and ftaycs for me. 

Sing within. Comt anay^ come aivay, &€. 
, let*s make haft, (heeU foone be 
le. Exeunt. 



Sccena Sexta. 



Snter LenoXyand anotbtr Lord. 

fy former Speeches, 

t your Thoughts 

interpret farther : Onely I fay 

! bin flrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 

of Macbeth : marry he was dead : 

ht raliant Banqno walk'd too late, 

may fay (if t pleafe you^ Fleans killM, 

led : Men muft not walke too late. 

C want the thought, how monftrous 

imUolmej and for Donalhane 

r gracious Father ? Damned FadI, 

Sreeue Macbeth ? Did he not ftraight 

e, the two delinquents teare, 

he Slaues of drinke, and thralles of flecpe? 

It Nobly done } I, and wifely too : 

haue angerM any heart aliue 

e men deny*t. So that I fay, 

se all things well, and I do thinke, 

; Duncans Sonnes vnder his Key, 

eafe Heauen he fhall not) they fhould finde 

; to kill a Father : So ftiould Fleans. 

'or from broad words, and caufe he fayPd 

I at the Tyrants Feaft« 1 heare 

ues in difgrace. Sir,can you tell 



Where he beftowes himfelfe ? 

Lord. The Sonnes of Duncane 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth) 
Liues in the Englifh Court, and is receyuM 
Of the moft Pious Edward, with fuch grace, 
That the maleuolence of Fortune, nothing 
Takes from his high refpedi. Thither Macdujfe 
Is gone, to pray the Holy King, vpon his ayd 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward^ 
That by the heipe of thefe (with him about^ 
To ratifie the Worke) we may againe 
Giue to our Tables meate, fleepe to our Nighti: 
Free from our Feafts,and Banquets bloody kniues; 
Do ^ithfuU Homage, and receiue free Honors, 
Ail which we pine for now. And thii report 
Hath fo exafperate their King, that hee 
Prepares for fome attempt of Warre. 

Len. Sent he to Macduffe f 

Lord, He did : and with an abfolute Sir, not I 
The dowdy MeiTenger turnes me his backe, 
And hums; as who fhould fay, you*l rue the time 
That clogges me with this Anfwer. 

Lenox. And that well might 
Aduife him to a Caudon, t'hold what diftance 
His wifedome can prouide. Some holy Angell 
Flye to the Court of £ngland,and vnfbld 
His MefEige ere he come, that a fwift blefting 
May foone returne to this our fuffering Country, 
Vnder a hand accursed. 

Lord. He fend my Prayers with h'uo. Exeunt 



ASlus Quartus. Scena^rima. 



Thunder, Enter the three fPltchef . 

1 Thrice the brinded Cat hath mew*d. 

2 Thrice, and once the Hedge-Pigge whin'd* 

3 Harpier cries, *tis time, 'tis time. 

1 Round about the Caldron go : 
In the poyfbnd Entrailes throw 
Toad, that vnder cold ftone, 
Dayes and Nights, ha's thirty one : 
Sweltred Venom fleeping got, 
Boyle thou firft i*th 'charmed pot* 

^//. Double, double, toile and trouble j 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Fillet of a Fenny Snakc» 

In the Cauldron boyle and bake : 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frogge, 
Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge : 
Adders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
Lizards legge, and Howlets wing : 
For a Charme of powrefull trouble. 
Like a Hell-broth, bpyle and bubble. 

%AJi, Double, double, toyle and trouble. 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

3 Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolfe, 
Witches Mummey, Maw, and Gulfe 
Of the rauin'd fait Sea fharke : 
Roote of Hemlocke, diggM i'th'darke : 
Liuer of Blafpheming lew. 

Gall of Goate, and Slippes of Yew, 
Sliuer'd in the Moones Ecclipfc : 



Nofe 
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Nofe of Turke,and Tartars lips : 
Finger of Birch-ftrangled Babe, 
Ditch-deliuer*d by a Drab, 
Make the Grewell thicke, and flab. 
Adde thereto a Tigers Chawdron, 
For th*Ingredience of our Cawdron. 

All. Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne,and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Coole it with a Baboones blood. 
Then the Charme is firme and good. 

Enter Hecat^and the other three Witches. 

Hee. O well done : I commend your paines. 
And euery one ihall fliare i'th*gaines: 
And now about the Cauldron fing 
Like £lues and Fairies in a Ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 

Mufo{e and a Song, ^lacfy Spirits, &c. 

2 By the pricking of my Thumbes, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Lockes,who euer knockes. 
Enter Macbeth. 

Mach.How now you fecret, black, & midnight Hags? 
What is*t you do ? 

jII/. a deed without a name, 

Mach. I coniure you, by that which you ProfeflTc, 
(How ere you come to know it) anfwer me : 
Though you vntye the Windes, and let them fight 
Againft the Churches: Though the yefty Waues 
Confound and fwallow Nauigation vp : 
Though bladed Corne be lodg*d,& Trees blown downe, 
Though Caftles topple on their Warders heads : 
Though Fallaces, and Pyramids do flope 
Their heads to their Foundations: Though the treafure 
Of Natures Germaine, tumble altogether, 
Euen till defttu^ion ficken : Anfwer me 
To what I aske you* 

1 Speake. 

2 Demand. 

3 Wee*l anfwer. 

I Say,if th*hadft rather heare it from our mouthes. 
Or from our Maften. 

Mach. Cairem : let me fee *em. 

I Powre in Sowes blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow: Grease that*s fweaten 
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame. 

Ali. Come high or low : 
Thy Selfe and Office deaftly ihow. , Thunder, 

X . Apparatton^an Armed Head. 

Macb. Tell me, thou rnknowne power. 

I He knowes thy thought : 
Heare his fpeech, but fay thou nought. 

I Appar, MacbethyMacbeth^ Macbeth '. 
Beware Macduffe^ 
Beware the Thane of Fife : difmiflfe me. Enough. 

He^ejcendi. 

Macb.yflizx. ere thou art, for thy good caution, thanks 
Thou haft harpM my feare aright. But one word more, 

1 He will not be commanded : heere*s another 

More potent then the firft. Thunder. 

2 Apparition, a Bloocfy Childe. 

2 Appar. cMacbethyMacbetby Macbeth. 
Macb. Had I three earcs, Il'd heare thee. 
2 Appar. Be bloody, bo]d,& refolutc : 



Laugh to fcorne 

The powre of man : For none of woman borne 

Shall harme Macbeth. 'Dejcendi. 

Mac, Then liue Macduffe:wh»t need I feare of thee 
But yet He make aiTurance : double fure. 
And take a Bond of Fate : thou ihalt not liue. 
That I may tell pale-hearted Feare, it lies ; 
And fleepe in fpight of Thunder. ThuuM 

3 Apparation^a Childe Qrov^ned, rttith a Tree in bif bsnd 
What is this, that rifes like the ifTue of a King, 
And weares vpon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soueraignty ? 

AJL Liften, but fpeake not too*t. 

3 Appar, Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no care: 
Who chafes, who frets, or where Confpirers are : 
Macbeth ihall neuer vanqui(h*d be, vntill 
Great Bymam Wood, to high Dunfmane Hill 
Shall come againft him. DejceU 

Macb. That will neuer bee : 
Who can impreflTe the Forreft, bid the Tree 
Vnfixe his earth-bound Root ? Sweet boadments,good 
Rebellious dead, rife neuer till the Wood 
Of Byrnan rife, and our high placed Macbeth 
Shall liue the Leafe of Nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortall Cuftome. Yet my Hart 
Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, ir your Art 
Can tell fo much : Shall Banjuo't iflue euer 
Reigne in this Kingdome ? 

A/l. Seeke to know no more. 

Macb. 1 will be (atisfied. Deny me this. 
And an etemall Curfe fall on you : Let me know.| 
Why finkes that Caldron /& what noife is this? Hobjt 

1 Shew. 

2 Shew. 

3 Shew. 

Ali, Shew his Eyes, and greeue his Hart, 
Come like fliadowes, fo depart. 

AJhevf of eight Kings ^ and 'Banquo lafi ^xeith a gUj 
in his hand. 

Macb. Thou art too like the Spirit of Banquo: Down 
Thy Crowne do*s feare mine Eye-bals. And thy haire 
Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firft : 
A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagget, 

Why do you (hew me this? A ^urth ? Start eyes? 

What will the Line ftretch out to'thVracke of Doozne? 
Another yet ? A feauenth? He fee no more : 
And yet the eight appeares, who beares a glafle. 
Which ihewes me many more : and fome 1 fee. 
That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry. 
Horrible fight : Now I fee *tis true. 
For the Blood-bolter*d Banquo fmiles vpon me. 
And points at them for his. What? is this fo ? 

I I Sir, all this is fo. But why 
Stands ^Macbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come Sifters, cheere we Tp his fprigbti, 
And (hew the beft of our delights. 
He Charme the Ayre to giue a found. 
While you performe your Andque round : 
That this great King may kindly fay. 
Our dudes, did his welcome pay. Mmfcif. 

The IVitches Dance ^and vanif>, 

cMacb. Where are they ? Gone i 
Let this pemitious houre. 
Stand aye accurfed in the Kalender. 
Come in, without there. Enter Lemr 

Lenox. What*s your Graces will. 

Meci 
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». Saw you the Wcyard Sifters^ 
r. No my Lord. 
\. Came they not by you ? 
r. No indeed my Lord. 
>. Infeded be the Ayrc whereon they ride, 
imn*d all thofe that truft them. I did heare 
Hopping of Horfe. Who waa't came by ? 
Tis two or three my Lord, that bring you word : 
f\% fled to England. 
h Fled to England ? 
I, my good Lord. 

h. Time, thou anticipat'ft my dread exploiti: 
gbty purpofe neuer ii o're-tooke 
the deed go with it. From thii moment, 
ry firftlings of my heart (hall be 
filings of my hand. And euen now 
wn my thoughts with A£^s:be it thoght & done: 
iftle of Macduff^ I will furprize, 
pon Fife; giue to th'edge o*th*Sword 
fe, his Babes, and all vnfortunate Soules 
-ace him in his Line. No boaAing like a Foole, 
red He do, before this purpofe cooJe, 
more fights. Where are thefe Gentlemen ? 
iring me where they are. Exeunt 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Macduffts Wtfe^her Son ^ and Rojfe. 

. What had he done, to make him fly the Land P 

'. You muft haue patience Madam. 

. He had none : 

ht was madneffe : when our AdUons do not, 

tres do make vs Traitors. 

. You know not 

er it was his wifedome,or his feare. 

. Wifedom? to leaue his wife, to leaue his Babes, 

tnfion,and his Titles, in a place 

vhence himfelfe do*8 Hye? He Joues vs not. 

Its the naturall touch. For the poore Wren 

loft diminitiue of Birds) will fight, 

ng ones in her Neft,againft the Owle : 

he Feare, and nothing is the Loue ; 

Ic is the Wifedome, where the flight 

les againft all reafon. 

r . My deereft Coos, 

^ou fchoole your felfe. But for your Husband, 

foble. Wife, Judicious, and beft Jcnowes 

s o^th'Seafon. 1 dare not fpeake much further, 

lell are the times, when we are Traitors 

» not know our felues : when we hold Rumor 

rhat we feare, yet know not what we feare, 

ite ypon a wilde and violent Sea 

ay, and moue. I take my leaue of you : 

ot be long but He be beere againe : 

at the word will ceafe^or elfe climbe vpward. 

It they were before. My pretty Cofine, 

; vpon you. 

. Father'd he is, 

t hce*s Father-leiTe. 

'. I am fo much a Foole, fliould I flay longer 

d be my difgrace, and your difcomfort. 

my leaue at once. Exit Rojfe, 



Wife, Sirra, your Fathers dead. 
And what will you do now? How will you Hue ? 

Son. As Birds do Mother. 

m/e. What with Wormes,and Flyes> 

Son. With what I get I meane, and fo do they. 

Wifi, Poore Bird, 
Thou'dft neuer Feare the Net, nor Lime, 
The Pitftll, nor the Gin. 

Son. Why fliould I Mother? 
Poore Birds they are not fet for : 
My Father is not dead for all your faying. 

Wife. Yes,heisdead: 
How wilt thou do for a Father ? 

Son, Nay how will you do for a Husband ? 

ff^i/e. Why I can buy me twenty at any Market. 

Son. Then you*l by *em to fell againe. 

ffye. Thou fpeak*ft withaH thy wit, 
And yet Tfaith with wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was,my Father a Traitor, Mother ?, 

f^i/e. I , that he was. 

Son. What is a Traitor ? 

Vf'i/e. Why one that fweares,and lyes. 

Son. And be all Traitors, that do fo. 

Wife. Euery one that do*s fo, b a Traitor, 
And mud be hang'd. 

Son. And mull they all be bang*d, that fwear and lye ? 

Wife. Euery one. 

Son. Who muft hang them f 

ffnfe. Why,thehoneftmen. 

Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there 
are Lyart and Swearers enow, to beate the honeft men, 
and hang vp them. 

H^ife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie t 
But how wilt thou do for a Father ? 

Son. If he were dead, youl'd weepe for him : if you 
would not, it were a good figne, that I fliould quickeiy 
haue a new Father. 

ffyit. Poore pratler, how thou Ulk'ft? 
Enter a Meffenger. 

Aft/'Blefle you fiiire Dame : I am not to you known, 
Though in your ftate of Honor I am perfed ; 
I doubt fome danger do*s approach you neerely. 
If you will take a homely mans adnice, 
Be not found heere : Hence with your little ones 
To fright you thus. Me thinkes 1 am too fauage: 
To do worie to you, were fell Cruelty, 
Which is too nie your perfon. Heauen preferue you, 
I dare abide no longer. Exit Meffenger 

IVife. Whether fliould I flye ? 
I haue done no harme. But 1 remember now 
I am in this earthly world : where to do harme 
Is often laudable, to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas) 
Do I put vp that womanly defence. 
To fay I haue done no harme? 
What are thefe faces ? 

Enter Murtherert. 

Mur. Where is your Husband ? 

H^ift. I hope in no place fo vnfandHfied, 
Where fuch as thou may'ft finde him. 

Mur. He's a Traitor. 

Son. Thou ly*ft thou fliagge-ear'd Villaine. 

Mur, What you Egge ? 
Yong firy of Treachery ? 

Son. He ha*s kill*d me Mother, 
Run aw-ty I pray you. Exit crying Murtber. 

N n Seen. 
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Scana Tertia. 



Enter Malcolme and Macdufft, 

Mai. Let vs feeke out Tome defolate (hade, tt there 
Weepe our fad bofomes empty. 

^€acd. Let vs rather 
Hold faft the mortall Sword : and like good men, 
Beftride our downfall Birthdome : each new Morne^ 
New Widdowes howle, new Orphans cry, new forowei 
Strike heauen on the face, that it refoundt 
As if it felt with Scotland, and jreird out 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 

Mai. What I beleeue, He waile ; 
What know, beleeue ; and what I can redrefle. 
As I (hall finde the time to friend : I wil. 
What you haue fpolce, it may be fo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whofe fole name blifters our tongues, 
Was once thought honed : you haue lou'd him well, 
He hath not touchM you yet. I am yong, but iomething 
You may difcerne of him through me, and wifedome 
To offer vp a weake, poore innocent Lambe 
T*appeare an angry God. 

Macd. 1 am not treacherous. 

Male. But Macbeth is. 
A good and vertuous Nature may recoyle 
In an Imperiall charge. But I fliall craue your pardon : 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe ; 
Angels are bright ftill, though the brighteft fiell. 
Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace 
Vet Grace muft ftill lookc fo. 

Macd. I haue loft my Hopes. 

Male. Perchance euen there 
Where I did finde my doubts. 
Why in that rawncffe left you Wife,and Childe? 
Thofe precious Motiues, thofe ftrong knots of Loue, 
Without leaue-taking. I prav you. 
Let not my lealoufies, be your Difhonors, 
But mine owne Safeties : you may be rightly iuft. 
What euer I fhall thinke. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed poore Country, 
Great Tyrrany, lay thou thy bafis fure. 
For goodnefTe dare not check thee : wear y thy wrongs. 
The Title, is afFear^d. Far thee well Lord, 
I would not be the Villaine that thou think'ft. 
For the whole Space that's in the Tyrants Orafpe, 
And the rich Eaft to boot. 

Mai. Be not offended : 
I fpeake not as in abfolute feare of you : 
I thinke our Country finkes beneath the yoake, 
It weepes, it bleeds, and each new day a gafh 
Is added to her wounds. I thinke withall. 
There would be hands vplifted in my right: 
And heere fi-om gracious England haue I offer 
Of goodly thoufands. But for all this. 
When I (hall treade vpon the Tyrants head, 
Or weare it on my Sword j yet my poore Country] 
Shall haue more vices then it had before. 
More fuffer, and more fundry wayes then euer,| 
By him that fhall fuccerde. 

Macd. What fhould he be P 

Mai. It is my felfe I meane : in whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice £0 grafted. 



That when they fhall be open'd, blacke Maehetb 
Will feeme as pure as Snow, and the poore State 
Efteeme him as a Lambe, being compar'd 
With my confineleffe harmes. 

Macd. Not in the Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Diuell more damn*d 
In euils, to top Macbeth, 

MaL I grant him Bloody, 
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falfe, Deceitfiill, 
Sodaine, Malicious, fmacking of euery finne 
That ha*s a name. But there's no bottome, none 
In my Voluptuoufneffe i Your Wiues, your Daughtm, 
Your Macrons, and your Maides, could not fill vp 
The Cefterne of my Luft,and my Defire 
All continent Impediments would ore-beare 
That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth^ 
Then fuch an one to reigne. 

Macd. BoundlefTe intemperance 
In Nature is a Tyranny : It hath beene 
Th Untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And All of many Kings. But feare not yet 
To take vpon you what is yours : you may 
Conuey your pleafures in a fpacious plenty, 
And yet feeme cold. The time you may fo hoodwinke : 
We haue willing Dames enough: there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to deuoure fo many 
As will to Greatneffe dedicate themfelues. 
Finding it fo inclinde. 

Mai With this, there growes 
In my moft ill-compos d AfFedtion, fuch 
A fhnchleffe Auarice, that were I King, 
I fhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, • 
Defire his lewels, and this others Houfe, 
And my more-hauing, would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I fhould forge 
Quarrels vniuft againft the Good and Loyall, 
Deftroying them for wealth. 

Macd. This Auarice 
ftickes deeper : growes with more pernicious roote 
Then Summer-feeming Luft : and it hath bin 
The Sword of our flaine Kings: yet do not feare, 
Scotland hath Foyfons, to fill vp your will 
Of your meere Owne. All thcfe are portable, 
With other Graces weighed. 

Mai. But I haue none. The King-becoming Graces, 
As luflice. Verity, Temp*rance, Stableneffe, 
Bounty, Perfeuerance, Mercy, LowlincflTe, 
Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude, 
I haue no rellifh of them, but abound 
In the diuifion of each feuerall Crime, 
A^ing it many wayei. Nay, had I powre, I fhould 
Poure the fweet Milke of Concord, into Hell, 
Vprore the vniuerfall peace, confound 
All vnity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland. 

MaL If fuch a one be fit to gouerne, fpeake 1 
I am as I haue fpoken. 

Mac.Y'xX. to gouem?No not to liue. O Natld miferaUel 
With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 
When fhalt thou fee thy wholfome dayes againe? 
Since that the trueft Iflue of thy Throne 
By his owne Interdidiion ftands accuft, 
And do's blafpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Father 
Was a moft Sainted-King : the Queene that bore thee, 
Oftner vpon her knees, then on her feet, 
Dy'de euery day fhe liu'd. Fare thee well, 

Tbdt 
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« thou repeated vpon thy felfe, 
[h*d me from Scotland. O my Breft, 
ends heere. 

Macduff^ this Noble paflion 
integrity, hath from my foule 
blacke Scruples, reconciPd my thoughts 
3d Truth, and Honor. Diuelliih cy^achetb^ 
( thefe traines, hath fought to win me 
iwer : and modeft Wifedome pluckes me 
-creduloui haft : but God aboue 
ireene thee and me; For euen now 
rife to thy Dire^ion, and 
mine owne detraction . Heere abiure 
,and blames I laide vpon my felfe, 
rrt to my Nature. I am yet 
; to Woman, neuer was forfworne, 
lue coueted what was mine owne. 
e broke my Faith, would not betray 
I to his Fellow, and delight 
truth then life. My firft ^Ife fpeaking 
pon my felfe. What I am truly 
nd my poore Countries to command : 
ideed, before they heere approach 
'd with ten thoufand warlike men 
a point, was fetting foorth : 
1 together, and the chance of goodneiTe 
r warranted Quarrell. Why are you filent? 
Such welcome, and vnwelcom things at once 

reconcile. 

Enter a Dofior, 
Veil, more anon. Comes the King forth 
} 

[ Sir : there are a crew of wretched Soules 
bis Cure : their malady conuinces 
aiTay of Art. But at his touch, 
ity hath Heauen giuen his hand, 
;ntly amend. Exit, 

thanke you Do^or. 
What*s the Difeafe he meanes ? 
Is caird the Euill. 
rraculous worke in this good King, 
en fince my heere remaine in England, 
le him do : How he folicites heauen 
•eft knowes: but ftrangely vifited people 
and Vlcerous, pittifuU to the eye, 
: difpaire of Surgery, he cures, 
golden ftampe about their neckes, 
h holy Prayers, and *tis fpoken 
ceeding Royalty he leaues 
ig Benediction. With this ftrange vertue, 
heauenly guift of Prophefie, 
y Bleffings hang about his Throne, 
e him full of Grace. 

Enter Rojfe, 
See who comes heere. 

My Countryman : but yet I know him nor. 
My euer gentle Cozen, welcome hither. 

1 know him now* Good God betimes remoue 
es that makes vs Strangers. 

»ir. Amen. 

Stands Scotland where it did f 

^las poore Countrey, 

raid to know it felfe. It cannot 

ur Mother, but our Graue ; where nothing 

:nowes nothing, is once feene to fmile: 

ties,and groanes,and (hrieks that rent the ayre 



Are made, not mark*d : Where violent forrow feemes 

A Moderne extafie : The Deadmans knell, 

Is there fcarfe ask'd for who, and good mens Hues 

Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 

Dying, or ere they ficken. 

Macd, Oh Relation; too nice, and yet too true. 

Male, What's the neweft griefe ? 

"^ojfe. That of an houres age, doth hiffe the fpeaker, 
Each minute teemes a new one. 

Macd. How do's my Wife/ 

RoJfe. Why well. 

cM'acd. And all my Children ? 

Roje. Well too. 

Macd. The Tyrant ha's not batterM at their peace ? 

RoJ/e.HOfthey were wel at peace, when I did leiue 'em 

Macd, Be not a niggard of your fpeech : How gos't ? 

Rfffe, When I came hither to tranfport the Tydings 
Which I haue heanily borne, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellowes, that were out. 
Which was to my beleefe witneft the rather, 
For that I (aw the Tyrants Power a-foot. 
Now is the time of helpe : your eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiours, make our women fight, 
To doffe their dire diftreiTes. 

Male, Bce't their comfort 
We are comming thither : Gracious England hath 
Lent vs good Seyvard^ and ten thoufand men, 
An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chriftendome giues out. 

Roje. Would I could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I haue words 
That would be howl'd out in the defert ayre. 
Where hearing ihould not latch them. 

%.Macd. What concerne they, 
The generall caufe, or is it a Fee-griefe 
Due to fome fingle breft? 

RoJfe, No minde that's honeft 
But in it fliares fome woe, though the malne part 
Pertaines to you alone. 

Macd, If it be mine 
Keepe it not from me, quickly let me haue it. 

RoJfe, Let not your eares difpife my tongue for euer, 
Which fhall poflTefTe them with the heauieft found 
That euer yet they heard. 

Macd, Humh : I gueffe at it. 

Rfjpty Your Caftle is furpriz'd: your Wife, and Babes 
Sauagely flaughter'd : To relate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murther'd Deere 
To adde the death of you. 

Male. MercifuU Heauen : 
What man, ne're pull your hat vpon your browes : 
Giue forrow words j the griefe that do's not fpeake, 
Whifpers the o're-fraught heart, and bids it breake. 

Macd. My Children too ? 

Ro. Wife,Children,Seruants,all that could be found. 

Macd, And I muft be from thence?My wife kil'd too^ 

RoJfe, I haue faid. 

Alale. Be comforted. 
Let's make vs Med'cines of our great Reuenge, 
To cure this deadly greefe. 

cM'acd. He ha's no Children. All my pretty ones? 
Did you fay All ? Oh Hell-Kite ! All ? 
What, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damme 
At one fell fwoope ? 

Male. Drfpute it like a man. 

Macd, lihalldofo: 

Nn 1 But 
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But I muft alfo feele it as a man ; 

I cannot but remember fuch things were 

That were rooft precious to me : Did heauen looke on. 

And would not take their part ? Sinful! Macduff^ , 

They were all ftrooke for thee : Naught that I am, 

Not for their owne demerits, but for mine 

Fell (laughter on their foules : Heauen reft them now. 

Mai, Be this the Whetftone of your fword, let griefe 
Conuert to anger : blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Aiacd. O I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heauent, 
Cut fliort all intermiffion : Front to Front, 
Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe 
Within my Swords length fet him, if he (cape 
Heauen forgiue him too. 

ALil. This time goes manly : 
Come go we to the King, our Power is ready. 
Our lacke is nothing but our leaue. ^Macketb 
Is ripe for ihaking, and the Powres aboue 
Put on their Inftrumenu : Receiue what cheere you may. 
The Night is long, that neuer Andes the Day. Exiunt 



A5lus Quintus. Scena^rima. 



Enter u Deflor ofPbypcke^ and a Way ting 
Gentlewoman, 

DoSi, I haue too Nights watchM with you, but can 
perceiue no truth in your report. When was it ihee laft 
walked ? 

Gent. Since his Maiefty went into the Field, I haue 
(eene her rife from her bed, throw her Night-Gown vp- 
pon her, vnlocke her ClofTet, take foorth paper, folde it, 
write vpon't, read it, afterwards Scale it, and againe re- 
turne to bed ; yet all this while in a moft faft fleepe. 

^oH, A great perturbation in Nature, to receyue at 
once the benefit of Heep, and do the efreds of watching. 
In this Aumbry agitation, befides her walking, and other 
a^luall performances, what (at any time) haue you heard 
her fay ? 

Gent, That Sir, which I will not report after her, 

Dof}, You may to me, and 'tis moft meet you {hould. 

Gent, Neither to you, nor any one,hauing no witnefTe 
to confirme my fpeech. Enter Lady.wtba Taper. 

Lo you, heere ihe comes : This is her very guife,and vp- 
on my life faft afleepe : obferue her, ftand dofe. 

Do{f. How came ihe by that light ? 

Gent. Why it ftood by her : ihe ha*s light by her con- 
tinually, *tis her command. 

Doii. You fee her eyes are open. 

Gent, I but their fenfe are ihut. 

Do{i, What is it (he do*s now } 
Looke how (he rubbes her hands. 

Gent, It is an accuftomM a^ion with her, to feeme 
thus waihing her hands : I haue knowne her continue in 
this a quarter of an houre. 

Lad. Yet heere*s a fpot. 

Do3. Heark, (he fpeaks, I will fet downe what comes 
from her, to (atisfie my remembrance the more (bongly. 

La. Out damned fpot : out I fay. One : Two : Why 
then *tis time to doo*t : Hell is murky. Fye,my Lord, fie, 
a SouIdier,and afFear*d? what need we feare?who knowes 
it, when none can call our powre to accompt : yet who 



would haue thought the olde naan to haue had Co mm 
blood in him. 

Doff. Do you marke that ? 

Lad.Thc Thane of Fife, had a wife : where is (he nof 
What will thefe hands ne're be cleane ^ No more o'th 
my Lord, no more o*that : you marre all with this ftai 
ting. 

Doff. Go too, go too : 
You haue knowne what you (hould not. 

Gent. She ha*s fpoke what (hec (hould not, I am fu 
of that : Heauen knowes what (he ha*s knowne. 

La, Heere's the fmell of the blood ftill t all the pa 
fumes of Arabia will not fweeten this little hand. 
Oh, oh, oh. 

Doff. What a figh is there? The hart is forely charg'c 

Gent. I would not haue fuch a heart in my bofooM 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doff, Well, well, well. 

Gent, Pray God it be fir. 

Doff. This difeafe is beyond my pra£^ife : yet I hai 
knowne thofe which haue walkt in their deep, who hai 
dyed holily in their beds. 

Lad, Wa(h your hands, put on your Night-Gown 
looke not fo pale : 1 tell you yet againe Banquo*t buried 
he cannot come out on's graue. 

Doff. Euenfo? 

Lady, To bed, to bed : there's knocking at the gate 
Come, come, come, come, giue me your band : What 
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed. 

Exit Ladf. 

Doff, Will (he go now to bed ? 

Gent. Direaiy. 

Doff, Foule whifp'rings are abroad : Tnnaturall dee< 
Do breed Tnnaturall troubles : infeded mindes 
To their deafe pillowes will difcharge their Secrets : 
More needs (he the Diuine, then the Phyfitian : 
God, God forgiue v% all. Looke after her, 
Remoue from her the meanesof all annoyance, 
And (lill keepe eyes rpon her: So goodnight. 
My minde (he ha*s mated, and amaz'd my fight. 
I thinke, but dare not fpeake. 

Gent, Good night good Dodlor. ExeaA 



Scena Secunda. 



Drum and Colour t. Enter Mentetb, Catbnex^ 
Angui^ LenoXf Soldiers, 

AIer.t.The £ngli(h powre u neere, led on by Mahia 
His Vnkle Seymard^ and the good Macduff, 
Reuenges burne in them : for their deere caufea 
Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarmc 
Excite the mortified man. 

Ang, Neere Byman wood 
Shall we well meet them, that way are they comming. 

Catb, Who knowes if Donalbane be with his brotheri 

Len. For certaine Sir, he is not : I haue a File 
Of all the Gentry ; there is Seymtards Sonne, 
And many vnruffie youths, that euen now 
Proteft their fir(l o(^ Manhood. 

Ment. What do*s the Tyrant. 

Catb, Great Dunfinane he ftrongly Fortifies : 
Some fay hee's mad : Othen, that le(rer hate him, 
Do call it valiant Fury, but for certaine 

He 
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He cannot buckle his diftemper'd caufe 
l^ithin the belt of Rule. 

jing. Now do*s he feele 
His fecret Murthers fticking on his hands, 
Now minutely Reuolts rpbraid his Faith-breach : 
Thofe he commands, moue onely in command, 
Nothing in loue : Now do's he feele his Title 
Hang loofe about him, like a Giants Robe 
^pon a dwarti/h Theefe. 

Mtmt. Who then fluU blame 
His peftcr*d Senfes to recoyle,and ftart, 
'When ail that it within him, do*s condemne 
It ielfe, for being there. 

Cmtb. Well, march we on. 
To giue Obedience, where *tit truly ow'd : 
Meet we the Med Vme of the fickly Weale, 
And with him poure we in our Countrieis purge, 
£ach drop oi vs. 

Letnx. Or fo much as it needet. 
To dew the Soueraigne Flower, and drowne the Weeds: 
Make we our March towards Birnan. . Extunt marching. 



Scana Tertia. 



Snter Macbttby 'Doilor^nd Atttndantu 

Mach, Bring me no more Reports, let them fiye all : 
Till Bymane wood remoue to Dunfinane, 
I cannot taint with Feare. What's the ^oy ^Malcolme f 
"Was he not borne of woman ?The Spirits that know 
AH mortall Confequences, haue pronounc*d me thus: 
Feare not Machttby no man that's borne of woman 
Shall ere haue power vpon thee. Then fly falfe Thanes, 
And mingle with the Englifli Epicures, 
The minde I fway by, and the heart I beare. 
Shall nener fagge with doubt, nor /hake with feare. 

Enter Seruant. 
The diuell damne thee blacke, thou cream-£ic*d Loone t 
IVbere got'ft thou that Goofe-looke. 

Ser, There is ten thoufand. 
« Macb. Geefe Villaine/ 

Ser. Souldiers Sir. 

Macb, Go pricke thy face, and ouer-red thy feare 
Thou Lilly-liuer'd Boy. What Soldiers, Patch ? 
I3eath of thy Soule, thofe Linnen cheekes of thine 
Are Coanfailers to feare. What Soldiers Whay-face? 

Ser, The Englifli Force, fo pleafe you. 

Macb. Take thy face hence. Seytw^ I am fick at hart, 
>^hen 1 behold : Seytcn^ I fay, this puih 
liVill cheere me euer, or dif-eate me now. 
I haue liu'd long enough : my way of life 
It falne into the Scare, the yellow Leafe, 
And that which ihould accompany Old-Age, 
.A» Honor, Loue, Obedience, Troopes of Friends, 
I muft not looke to haue : but in their fteed, 
Curfes, not lowd but deepe. Mouth-honor, breath 
VTbich the poore heart would faine deny, and dare not. 
^ejt<m> 

Enter Seyton. 

Sey. What*t your graciout pleafure } 

c^acb. What Newet more ? 

Srjr« All it confirm*d my Lord, which wat reported, 

Macb Alt flgit, till from my bones, my fleih be hackt. 
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Giue me my Armor. 

Seyt. Tis not needed yet. 

Macb, He put it on : 
Send out moe Horfes, tkirre the Country round. 
Hang thofe that talke of Feare. Giue me mine Armor : 
How do*t your Patient, DoAor? 

^oa. Not fo ficke my Lord, 
At ihe is troubled with thicke-comming Fancies 
That keepe her firom her reft. 

Macb, Cure of that : 
Can'ft thou not Minifter to a minde difeas'd, 
Plucke from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Raze out the written troubles of the Braine, 
And with fome fweet Obliuious Antidote 
Cleanfe the ftufft bofome, of that perillous ftufFe 
Which weighes vpon the heart ? 

Do&, Therein the Patient 
Muft minifter to himfelfe. 

Macb, Throw Phyficke to the Dogs, lie none of it. 
Come, put mine Armour on : giue me my Staffe : 
Sejton, fend out : Dodlor, the Thanes flydrom me.* 
Come fir, difpatch. If thou could'ft Doctor, caft 
The Water of my Land, finde her Difeafe, 
And purge it to a found and priftiue Health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Eccho, 
That ihould applaud againe. Pull't off I fay. 
What Rubarb, Cyme, or what Purgatiue drugge 
Would fcowre thefe Engliih hence : hear'ft y of them ? 

Doff, I my good Lord : your Royall Preparation 
Makes vs heare fomething. 

Macb, Bring it after me : 
I will not be aftraid of Death and Bane, 
Till Birnane Forreft come to Dunfinane. 

fDeff. Were I from Dunfinane away, and deere. 
Profit againe ihould hardly draw me heere. Exeunt 



Scena Quarta. 



Drum and Colours, Enter c^aJcolmeySeywardy Mac duff e^ 

Sepfards Sonne ^ Mentetb, Catbnes, -^gM^ 

and Soldiers Marching. 

Male, Cofins, I hope the dayes are neere at hand 
That Chambers will be fafi^. 

Ment, We doubt it nothing. 

Syrw. What wood it thit before vt ? 

ident. The wood of Birnane. 

Malcy Let euery Souldier hew him downe a Bough, 
And bear*t before him, thereby fhall we (hadow 
The numbert of our Hoaft, and make difcouery 
Errc in report of vs. 

Said, It (hall be done. 

Spt, We learne no other, but the confident Tyrant 
Keepes ftill in Dunfinane, and will indure 
Our fetting downe befor't. 

Male, Tis his maine hope : 
For where there is aduantage to be giuen. 
Both more and lefife haue giuen him the Reuolt, 
And none ferue with him, but conftrained things, 
Whofe hearts are abfent too. 

oMacd, Let our iuft Cenfures 
Attend the true euent, and put we on 

n n 3 Induftrious 
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Induftrious Souldlcrfhip. 

Sey. The time approaches, 
That will with due dectfion make vi know 
What we flull fay we haue,and what we owe : 
Thoughts fpeculatiue, their vnfure hopes relate. 
But certaine iflTue, (Iroakes muft arbitrate, 
Towards which, aduance the warre. Exeunt marching 


Comes toward Dunfinane. Arme,Arme,and out. 

If this which he auouches, do*s appeare. 

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here . 

I *ginne to be a-weary of the Sun, 

And wiih th*eflate o'th*world were now vndon. 

Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come wracke, 

At leaft wee'l dye with Harneffe on our backe. Exa^ 


Scena Quinta. 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Machetb, Seyton, & Souldiert^ with 
Drum and Colours. 

cM'ach, Hang out our Banners on the outward walls. 
The Cry is ftill, they come : our Caftles ftrength 
Will laugh a Siedge to fcorne : Heere let them lye. 
Till Famine and the Ague eate them vp : 
Were they not forc'd with thofc that ihould be ours, 
We might haue met them darefull, beard to beard, 
And beate them backward home. What is that noyfe ? 
j1 Cry vfltkin oflVomen. 

Sey, It is the cry of women, my good Lord. 

Mach. 1 haue almoft forgot the tafte of Feares : 
The timie ha*s beenc, my fences would haue cool'd 
To hcare a Night-flirieke, and my Fell of hairc 
Would at a difmall Treatife rowze, and ftirre 
As life were in*t. I haue fupt full with horrors, 
Direncffe familiar to my flaughterous thoughts 


Drumme and Colours. 
Enter Afalcolme, Seyr^ard, Macduffe^and tbeir tArmjf 
xrltb 'Bougbes. 

Mai. Now neere enough : 
Your leauy Skreenes throw downe. 
And fhew like thofe you are : You (worthy Vnkle) 
Shall with my Cofin your right Noble Sonne 
Leade our firfk Battell. Worthy Macduffe^ and wee 
Shall take vpon*s what elfe remaines to do. 
According to our order. 

Sey. Fare you well : 
Do we but finde the Tyrants power to night. 
Let vs be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Macd. Make all our Trumpets fpeak,giue the all brat 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers of Blood, & Death. Extm 

Alarums continued. 


Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sey, The Queene ^my Lord) is dead. 

Mach. She {hould haue dy'de heereafter ; 
There would haue bcene a time for fuch a word : 


Scena Septima. 


To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Creepes in this petty pace from day to day. 
To the laft Syllable of Recorded time : 
And all our yefterdayes, haue lighted Fooles 
The way to dufty death. Out, out, brecfe Candle, 
Life*s but a walking Shadow, a poore Player, 
That ftruts and frets his houre vpon the Stage, 
And then is heard no more. It is a Tale 
Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. Enter a c^efenger. 
Thou com'ft to vfe thy Tongue : thy Story quickly. 

A^f. Gracious my Lord, 
I (hould report that which I fay I faw. 
But know not how to doo*t. 

Mach, Well, fay fir. 

Mef. As I did fbnd my watch vpon the Hill 
I look'd toward Byrnane, and anon me thought 
The Wood began to moue. 

Mach. Lyar,and Slaue. 

Mef, Let me endure your wrath, iPt be not fo : 
Withm this three Mile may you fee it comming. 
I fay, a mouing Groue. 

Mach. Ifthoufpeak*flfhlfe, 
Vpon the next Tree fhall thou hang aliue 
Till Famine cling thee : If thy fpeech be footh, 
I care not if thou doft for me as much. 
I pull in Refolution, and begin 
To doubt th'Equiuocation of the Tiend, 
That lies like truth. Feare not, till Byrnane Wood 
Do come to Dunnnane,and now a Wood 


Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. They haue tied me to a fbke, I cannot flye, 
But Beare-like I muft fight the courfe. What's he 
That was not borne of Woman.' Such a one 
Am I to feare, or none. 

Enter young Seyvard. 

r. Sey. What is thy name ? 

Macb. ThouMt be affraid to heare it. 

T. Sey. No : though thou cairfl thy felfe a hoter nan 
Then any is in hell. 

Macb. My name's cMacbetb. 

T. Sey. The diuell himfelfe could not pronounce a Tit 
More hatefull to mine earc. 

Alacb. No : nor more fearefull. 

r.Sey. Thou lycft abhorred Tyrant, wth my Swoid 
He proue the lye thou fpeak ft. 

Eighty and young Seymard JUim. 

Macb. Thou was't borne of woman ; 
But Swords I fmiie at. Weapons laugh to fcorne, 
Brandi(h*d by man that's of a Woman borne. Exi 
Alarums. Enter Macduffe. 

Macd. That way the noife is : Tyrant fhew thy fac 
If thou beeft flaine, and with no ftroake of mine. 
My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunt me ftill : 
I cannot fbike at wretched Kernes, whofe armA 
Are hyr'd to beare their Staues } either thou Macbeth^ 
Or eUc my Sword with an vnbittered edge 
I fheath againe vndeeded. There thou ^ould'ft be» 
By this great clatter, one of greateft note 

Seem 
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\ bruited. Let me finde him Fortune, 
lore I begge not. Ex\t, 

Enter ^^akolmt and Seyward* 



jilarums. 



. This way my Lord, the Callles gently rendrcd : 

yrants people, on both fides do fight, 

'oble Thanes do brauely in the Warre, 

ay almoft it felfe profi^fles yours, 

ttle is to do. 

/(f. We haue met with Foes 

Irike befide vs. 

. Enter Sir, the Caftle. Exeunt. Alarum 

Enter Machetb, 
xb. Why fliould I play the Roman Foole,and dye 
ine owne fword? whiles I fee liues,tbe gaihes 
tter vpon them. 

Enter Macduffe, 
ted. Turne Hell-hound, turne. 
tc6. Of all men elfe I haue auoyded thee: 
rt thee backe, my foule is too much charged 
blood of thine already. 
^aed. I haue no words, 
Mce is in my Sword, thou bloodier Vlllaine 
tearmes can giue thee out. Fight : Alarum 

Kb. Thou loofeft bbour, 
ie may*ft thou the intrenchant Ayre 
thy keene Sword imprefTe, as make me bleed : 
11 thy blade on vulnerable Crefls, 
e a charmed Life, which muft not yeeld 
e of woman borne. 
Kd. Difpaire thy Charme, 
et the Angell whom thou ftill haft feru*d 
bee, Macduffe was from his Mothers womb 
lely ript. 

ub. Accurfed be that tongue that tels mee fo ; 
hath Cow*d my better part of man : 
« thefe lugling Fiends no more beleeuM, 
palter with vs in a double fence, 
Iceepe the word of promife to our eare, 
reake it to our hope. He not fight with thee. 
\cd. Then yeeld thee Coward, 
iue Co be the fiiew, and gaze o*th'time. 
haue thee, as our rarer Monften are 
d vpon a pole, and vnder-writ, 
may you fee the Tyrant. 
\cb. I will not yeeld 

(Te the ground before young Malctlmes feet, 
be baited with the Rabbles carfe. 
;h Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane, 
hou opposed, being of no woman borne, 
will tjy the laft. Before my body, 
w my warlike Shield : Lay on Macduffe^ 
amn*d be him, that firft cries hold, enough. 

Exeunt Jigbting, Aldrums» 



Enter Fighting , and Macbeth JIaine. 

Retreat, and Flourijh. Enter with Drumme and Colour t , 
Malcolm, Seyward^ Rofe , Thanet , & Soldiers. 

Mai, I would the Friends we miffe, were fafe arriu'd* 

Sey. Some muft go off: and yet by thefe I fee. 
So great a day as this is cheapely bought. 

Mai. Macduffe is miffing, and your Noble Sonne. 

Roffe.YoMx fon my Lord, ha's paid a fouldiers debt, 
He onely liu'd but till he was a man. 
The which no fooner had his ProwefTe confirm*d 
In the vnfiirinking fbtion where he fought, 
But like a man he dy*de. 

Sey, Then he is dead ? 

ito^. I, and brought off the field : your caufe of forrow 
Mufl not be meafur*d by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Sey. Had he his hurts before ' 

%offe. I, on the Front. 

Sey. Why then, Gods Soldier be he : 
Had I as many Sonnes, as I haue haires, 
I would not wifh them to a fairer death: 
And fo his Knell is knoird. 

MaL Hee*s worth more forrow. 
And that He fpend for him. 

Sey, He's worth no more , 
They fay he parted well, and paid his fcore, 
And fo God be with him. Here comes newer comfort. 
Enter Macduffe^with Macbetht head. 

Macd. Haile King, for fo thou art. 
Behold where (lands 

Th*Vfurpers curfed head : the time is free : 
I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdomes Pearle, 
That fpcake my falutation in their minds : 
Whofe voyces I defire alowd with mine. 
Haile King of Scotland. 

All. Haile King of Scotland. Flourijb. 

Mai, We fhall not fpend a large expence of time. 
Before we reckon with your feueraU loues. 
And make vs eucn with you. My Thanes and Kinfmen 
Henceforth be Earles, the firil that euer Scotland 
In fuch an Honor nam'd : What^s more to do. 
Which would be planted newly with the time. 
As calling home our exird Friends abroad, 
That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruell Minifters 
Of this dead Butcher,and his Fiend-like Queene ; 
Who(as*tis thought) by felfe and violentnands, 
Tooke oflT her life. This,and what needfiill elfe 
That calPs vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace, 
We will performe in meafure, time, and place t 
So thankes to all at once, and to each one. 
Whom we inuice, to fee vs Crowned at Scone. 

Flourijb, Exeunt Omues, 



FINIS. 
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THE TRAGEDIE 

HAMLET, Prince of Denmarke. 



OF 



aASlus Primus. Sccena ^rima. 




Enter ^BarnarJo and Frandfco two Centinelt. 

'Bamardo^ 
Ho'i there / 

Fran. Nay anfwer me : Stand ic vnfold 
your fclfc. 

Bar. I^ng Hue the King. 

Fran. Barnardo} 

Bar. He." 

Fran. You come moft carefully vpon your houre. 

Bar. *Tis now ftrook twelue, get thee to bed Francijco. 
Fran, For thi« rcleefc much thankei : Tw bitter cold, 
And lam ficke at heart. 

^am. Haue you had quiet Guard ? 

Fran. Not a Moufe ftirring. 

^Barn. Well, goodnight. If you do meet Horatio and 
Marcellui^ the Riuals of my Watch, bid them make haft. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellm . 

Fran. I thinke I heare them. Stand : who*s there f 

Hot. Friends to this ground. 

Alar, And Leige-men to the Dane. 

Fran. Giue you good night. 

Aiar. O farwcl honeft Soldier, who hath relieuM you? 

Fra. fBarnardo ha*s my place: giue you goodnight. 

Exit Fran. 

Mar. Holla barnardo. 

^Bar, Say, what is Horatio there f 

Hor. A peece of him. 

^Bar. Welcome Horatio, welcome good AiareelJm. 

Mar. What, ha's this thing appear*d againe to night. 

Bar, I haue feene nothing. 

Aiar, Horatio faies, 'tis but our FantaHe, 
And will not let beleefe take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice feene of vs, 
Therefore I haue intreated him along 
With vs, to watch the minutes of this Night, 
That if againe this Apparition come. 
He may approue our eyes, and fpeake to it. 

Hor. Tuih, tuih, *twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a-while. 
And let vs once againe afTaile your eares, 
That are fo fortified againft our Story, 
What we two Nights haue feene. 

Hor. Well, fit we downe, 
And let vs heare 'Barnardo fpeake of this. 

*Barn. Laft night of all. 
When yond fame Starre that*s Weftward fi-om the Pole 
Had made his courfe t*illume that part of Heauen 



Where now it burnes, Aiarcellui and my felfe, 
The Bell then beating one. 

eMar. Peace, breake thee off: Enter the Qbcf. 

Looke where it comes againe. 

Barn. In the fame figure, like the King that's dead. 

Alar. Thou art a SchoUerj fpeake to it Horatio. 

Barn. Lookes it not like the King > Marke it Horatio, 

Hora. Moft like: It harrowes me with fear tc wonder 

^arn. It would be fpoke too. 

Aiar, Queftion it Horatio, 

Hor. V/Eat art thou that vfurp'ft this time of night, 
Together with that Faire and Warlike forme 
In which the Maiefty of buried Denmarke 
Did fometimes march : By Heauen I charge thee fpeake. 

Adar. It is offended. 

Barn. See, it ftalkes away. 

Hor. Stay: fpeake; fpeake : I Charge thee, fpeake. 

Exit the Gboft. 

Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not anfwer. 

Barn. How now Horatio} You tremble ic look pale: 
Is not this fomething more then Fantafie ? 
What thinke you on't i 

Hor. Before my God, I might not this beleeue 
Without the fenfible and true auouch 
Of mine owne eyes. 

Alar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor. As thou art to thy felfe. 
Such was the very Armour he had on. 
When th* Ambitious Norwey com batted : 
So fi-own*d he once, when in an angry parle 
He fmot the fledded Pollax on the Ice. 
*Tis ftrange. 

Aiar. Thus twice before, and iuft at this dead houre, 
With Martiall ftalke, hath he gone by our Watch. 

Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know not : 
But in the groffe and fcope of my Opinion, 
This boades fome ftrange erruption to our State. 

Aiar. Good now fit downe, & tell me he that knowet 
Why this fame fkx\€t and moft obferuant Watch, 
So nightly toyles the fubiefb of the Land, 
And why fuch dayly Caft of Brazon Cannon 
And Forraigne Mart for Implements of warre : 
Why fuch imprefife of Ship-wrights, whofc fore Taske 
Do*s not diuide the Sunday from the weelce, 
What might be toward, that this fweaty haft 
Doth make the Night ioynt-Labourer with the day : 
Who is*t that can informe me? 

Hor, That can I, 
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he whifper goes fo : Our laft King, 

nage euen but now appearM to vs, 

you know) by Fortinbras of Nor\eay, 

pricked on by a moft emulate Pride) 

the Combate. In which, our Valiant HamUty 

[lis Hde of our knowne world efteemM him) 

his Fortinhras : who by a SeaPd Com pad, 

fied by Law, and Heraldrie, 

ite (with his life) all thofe his Lands 

e ftood feizM on, to the Conqueror : 

he which, a Moity competent 

d by our King : which had retomM 

iheritance of Fortinhras ^ 

in Vanquiflier, as by the fame Cou*nant 

age of the Article deiigne, 

Hamlet. Now fir, young Fortinhras, 
iroued Mettle, hot and full, 

ihe skirts of Norway, heere and there, 

rp a Lift of Landleife Refolutes, 

e and Diet, to fome Enterprise 

h a ftomacke in*t : which is no other 

loth well appeare vnto our Stated 

couer of vs by ftrong hand 

les Computfatiue, thoie forefaid Lands 

Father loft : and this (I take it) 
line Motiue of our Preparations, 
"fe of this our Watch, and the cheefe head 
oft-haft, and Romage in the Land. 

Enter Ghofl againt. 
behold: Loe, where it comes againe :l 

it, though it blaft me. Stay lUufion : 
aft any found, or yfe of Voyce, 
> me. If there be any good thing to be done, 
f to thee do eafe, and grace to me ; fpeak to me. 
rt priuy to thy Countries Fate 
liappily foreknowing may auoyd) Oh fpeake. 
>u haft vp-hoorded in thy life 
Treafure in the wombe of Earth, 
:h, they fay, you Spirits oft walke in death^ 
fit. Suy, and fpeake. Stop it Alarcelius , 
Shall I ftrike at ir with my Partisan ' 
)o,if it will not ftand. 
Tis heere. 
Fis heere. 
Tis gone. Sxit Gboft. 

wrong, being fo Maiefticall 
it the ihew of Violence, 
IS the Ayre, invulnerable, 
vaine blowes , malicious Mockery. 

It was about to fpeake, when the Cocke crew, 
ind then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 
earfuU Summons. I haue heard, 
ce that is the Trumpet to the day, 
h his lofty and ihrill-founding Throate 
le God of Day ; and at his warning, 

in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Ayre, 
lagant, and erring Spirit, hyes 
>nfine. And of the truth heerein, 
ent Obiedt made probation. 
It faded on the crowing of the Cocke, 
es, that euer *gainft that Seafon comes 

our Sauiours Birth is celebrated, 

of Dawning fingeth all night long : 

1 ('they fay) no Spirit can walke abroad, 
ts are wbolfome, then no Planets ftrike, 

^ talkes, nor Witch hath power to Charme : 



So hallowed, and fo gracious is the time. 

Hor, So haue I heard, and do in part beleeue it. 
But looke, the Morne in Ruffet mantle clad, 
Walkes o*re the dew of yon high Eafterne Hill, 
Breake we our Watch vp, and by my aduice 
Let vs impart what we haue feene to night 
Vnto yong Hamlet, For vpon my life, 
This Spirit dumbe to vs,will fpeake to him : 
Do you confent we ftull acquaint him with it. 
As needfull in our Loues, fitting our Duty ? 

Mar. Let do*t I pray, and I this morning know 
Where we fiiall finde him moft conueniently. Exeunt 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter ClauSut King of DenmarJ^, Qertrude the Qtaentf 
Hamlet y Polonm, Laertes, and bis Sifter 0- 
pbeliay Lords %Attendant.\ 

JG»^. Though yet of Hamlet our deere Brothers death 
The memory be greene : and that it vs befitted 
To beare our hearts in greefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contraded in one brow of woe : 
Vet fo fiirre hath Difcretion fought with Nature, 
That we with wifeft forrow thinke on him, 
Together with remembrance of our felues. 
Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen, 
Th*Imperiall loyntreiTe of this warlike State, 
Haue we, as 'twere, with a defeated ioy, 
With one Aufpicious, and one Dropping eye, 
With mirth in Funerall, and with Dirge in Marriage, 
In equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole 
Taken to Wife ; nor haue we heerein barr'd 
Your better Wifedomes, which haue freely gone 
With this affaire along, for all our Thankes. 
Now followes, that you know young Fortinhras, 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth ; 
Or thinking by our late deere Brothers death, 
Our State to be difioynt, and out of Frame, 
CoUeagued with the dreame of his Aduanuge ; 
He hath not fayl'd to pefter vs with MefTage, 
Importing the furrender of thofe Lands 
Loft by his Father : with all Bonds of Law 
To our moft valiant Brother. So much for him. 

Enter Voltemand and Cornelius. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting 
Thus much the bufinefTe is. We haue heere writ 
To Norway, Vnde of young Fortinhras, 
Who Impotent and Bedrid, fcarfelv heares 
Of this his Nephewes purpofe, to fuppreiTe 
His further gate heerein. In that the Leuies, 
The Lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubie^t : and we heere difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand, 
For bearing of this greeting to old Norway, 
Giuing to you no further perfonall power 
To bufinefTe with the King, more then the fcope 
Of thefe dilated Articles allow : 
Farewell and let your haft commend your duty. 

Volt. In that, and all things, will we ihew our duty. 

lOng, We doubt it nothing, heartily farewell. 

Exit Voltemand and Qornellus. 
And now Laertes, what's the newes with you ? 

You 
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You told vs of fome fu'ite. What i8*t Latrttx ? 

You cannot fpeake of Reafon to the Dane, 

And loofe your voyce. What would*ft thou beg Laertes^ 

That ihall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 

The Head is not more Natiue to the Heart, 

The Hand more InArumenuU to the Mouth, 

Then is the Throne of Denmarke to thy Father. 

What would*ft thou haue Laertes i 

Laer, Dread my Lord, 
Your leaue and fauour to retume to France, 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmarke 
To (hew my duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now 1 muft confelTe, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wiihes bend againe towards France, 
And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 

King. Haue you your Fathers leaue ? 
What fayes PoUonim ? 

Pol. He hath my Lord]: 
I do befeech you giue him leaue to go. 

King. Take thy faire houre Laertes^ time be thine, 
And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 
But now my CoHn Ham/et,znd my Sonne ? 

Ham. A little more then kin, and leiTe then kinde. 

King. How is it that the Clouds (bill hang on you P 

Ham. Not fo my Lord, I am too much i*th'Sun. 

Slueen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour otf, 
And let thine eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke. 
Do not for euer with thy veyled lids 
Seeke for thy Noble Father in the duft; 
Thou know*ft 'tis common, all that lines mufb dye, 
Paffing through Nature, to £ternity. 

Ham, I Madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be ; 
Why ieemes it fo particular with thee. 

Ham.Seemcs Madam? Nay, it is : 1 know not Seemes: 
*Tis not alone my Inky Cloake (good Mother^ 
Nor Cuftomary fuites of folemne Blacke, 
Nor windy fulpiration of forc'd breath. 
No, nor the fniitfuU Riuer in the Fye, 
Nor the deiedled hauiour of the Vifage, 
Together with all Formes, Moods, (hewes of Griefe, 
That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Seeme, 
For they are anions that a man might play : 
But I haue that Within, which pafTeth (how ; 
Thefe, but the Trappings, and the Suites of woe. 

King. 'Tis fweet and commendable 
In your Nature Hamlet ^ 
To giue thefe mourning duties to your Father: 
But you muft know^ your Father loft a Father, 
That Father loft, loft his , and the Suruiuer bound 
In filiall Obligation, for fome terme 
To do obfequious Sorrow. But to perfeaer 
In obftinate Condolement, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornneiTe. *Tis ▼nmanly greefie, 
It (hewes a will moft incorre£b to Heauen, 
A Heart vnfbrtified, a Minde impatient. 
An Vnderftanding fimple, and vnfchool'd: 
For, what we know muft be, and is as common 
As any the moft rulgar thing to fence. 
Why (hould we in our peeui/h Oppofition 
Take it to heart ? Fye, *tis a h\x\t to Heauen, 
A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Reafon moft abfurd, wbofe common Theame 
Is death of Fathen, and who ftill hath cried. 
From the firft Coarfe,tiil he that dye J to day, 
This muft be fo. We pray you throw to earth 



This vnpreuayling woe, and thinke of vt 

As of a Father ; For let the world take notCy 

You are the moft immediate to our Throne, 

And with no leflfe Nobility of Loue, 

Then that which deereft Father beares his Sonne, 

Do I impart towards you. For your intent 

In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg, 

It is moft retrograde to our defire : 

And we befeech you, bend you to remaine 

Heere in the cheere and comfort of our eye, 

Our cheefeft Courtier Cofin,and our Sonne. 

S^u. Let not thy Mother lofe her Prayers Hamlet : 
1 prythee ftay with vs, go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I (hall in all my beft 
Obey you Madam. 

King. Why*tis a louing,and a faire Reply, 
Be as our felfe in Denmarke. Madam tome. 
This gentle and vnforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart ; in grace whereof, 
No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day. 
But the great Cannon to the Clowds (hall tell. 
And the Kings Rouce, the Heauens (hall bniite aigaine, 
Refpeaking earthly Thunder, Come away. Exema 

cZfanet Hamlet. 

Ham. Oh that this too too folid Flefh, would melt, 
Thaw, and refolue it felfe into a Dew : 
Or that the Euerlafting had not fixt 
His Cannon *gainft Selfe-flaughter. O God, O God ! 
How weary, ftale, flat, and Tnprofttable 
Seemes to me all the vfes of this world ? 
Fie on't ? Oh fie, fie, 'tis an vnweeded Garden 
That growes to Seed : Things rank, and groffe in Nature 
PofTeffe it meerely. That it (hould come to this : 
But two months dead : Nay, not fo much ; not two. 
So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hiperion to a Satyre : fo louing to my Mother, 
That he might not beteene the windea of beaneo 
Yifit her face too roughly. Heauen and Earth 
Muft I remember :*why (he would hang on him. 
As if encreafe of Appedte had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yet within a month ? 
Let me not thinke on*t : Frailty, thy name is woman. 
A little Month, or ere thofe (hooes were old. 
With which (he followed my poore Fathen body 
Like Niobty all teares. Why (he, euen (he. 
(O Heauen ! A beaft that wants difcourfe of Reafon 
Would haue moorn'd longer) married with mine Vnkie, 
My Fathers Brother : but no more like my Father, 
Then I to Hercules, Within a Moneth ? 
Ere yet the fait of moft vnrighteous Teares 
Had left the flufhing of her gauled eyes. 
She married. O moft wicked fpeed, to poft 
With fuch dexterity to Inceftuous ftieets : 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 
But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio^ ^Barnard^ and Marcettm. 

Hor. Haile to your Lord(hip. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well : 
Horatio^ or I do forget my felfe. 

Hor. The fame my Lord, 
And your poore Seruant euer. 

Ham, Sir my good friend. 
He change that name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio} 
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Marcilim. 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you : good euen Sir. 
Bat what in faith make you from V^itttmbergt ? 
H^r. A truant difpofition, good my Lord. 
Ham. I would not haue your Enemy fay foj 
Nor ihall you doe mine eare that violence» 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe. I know you are no Truant: 
Bat what is your afiaire in Elftnour ? 
Wee*l teach you to drinke deepe, ere you depart, 

H«r. My Lord, I came to ice your Fathers Funerall. 
Ham. I pray thee doe not mock me (fellow Student) 
I thinkc it was to (ee my Mothers Wedding. 
Her. Indeed my Lord, it followed hard vpon. 
Ham. Thrift, thrift Horgtioi the Funerall Bakt-meats 
Did coldly fiirniih forth the Marriage Tables j 
Would I had met my deareft foe in heauen. 
Ere I had euer feene that day Horatio. 
My £ither, me thinkes I fee my £icher. 
Hot. Oh where my Lord? 
Harm* In my minds tyt {Horatio) 
Hor, I faw him oace^ he was a goodly King, 
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all : 
I ihall not look vpon his like againe. 

Har. My Lord, I thinke I Ciw him yeilernight. 
Ham. Saw? Who ^ 

Har. My Lord, the King your Father. 
Ham. The King my Father? 
Hot. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attent eare^ till I may deliuer 
Tpon the witneiTe of thefe Gentlemen, 
This marudl to you. 

Ham. For Heauens loue let me heare. 
Hot. Two nights together, had thefe Gentlemen 
^Marcellm and Barnardo^ on their Watch 
In the dead waft and middle of the night 
Seene thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 
^rffl*d at all points exa^ly, Cap a Pe, 
^ppeares before them, and with follemne march 
CSoes flow and ihtely : By them thrice he walkt, 
By their oppreft and feare-furprized eyea, 
>Vithin his Truncheons length; whilft they beftilM 
^Imoft to lelly with the A€t of feare. 
Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him. This to me 
Xn dreadfiiU fecrecie impart they did, 
^nd I with them the third Night kept the Watch, 
'V^hereas they had deliuer*d both in time, 
^orme of the thing; each wofd made true and good, 
T^he Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 
'X'hefe hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this? 
^ Alar. My Lord, vpon the platforme where we watcht. 
|^^ Ham. Did you not fpeake to it? 
|g? Hot. My Lord» I did; 
^^it anfwere made it none : yet once me thought 
■S lifted vp it head, and did addrefTe 
jQSfelfe to motion, like as it would fpeake : 
my^l euen then, the Morning Cocke crew lowd ; 
^Siji *^ ^^^ found itihrunke in haft away, 
Iq^^l vaniiht from our fight. 
iQj^iftfsv. Tis very ftrange. 

^L^flor. As I doe liue my honourd Lord *ds true ; 
^^^ we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
||^ ,lct you know of it. 

' ^. Indeed, indeed Sirs^ but this troubles me. 



Hold you the watch to Nights 

^th. We doe my Lord. 

Ham, Arm*d, fay you? 

Botb. Arm*d, my Lord. 

Ham, From top to toe/ 

^tb. My Lord,from head to foote. 

Ham, Then iaw you not his face/ 

Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beauer vp. 

Ham, What, lookt he frowningly ? 

Hor, A countenance more in forrow then in anger. 

Ham. Pale, or red? 

Hor. Nay very pale. 

Ham, And fixt his eyes vpon you? 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham, 1 would I had beene there. 

Hor. It would haue much amaz*d you. 

Ham, Very like, very like : (bid it long ? (dred. 

Hor, While one with moderate haft might tell a hun- 

•AJl. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when I faw't. 

Ham, His Beard was gridy/ no. 

Hor. It was, as I haue feene it in his life, 
A Sable Siluer*d. (gaine. 

Ham, He watch to Night; perchance *twill wake a- 

Hor. I warrant you it will. 

Ham. If it afTume my noble Fathers perfon, 
He fpeake to it, though Hell it felfe ihould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you haue hitherto conceald this fight; 
Let it bee treble in your filence ftill: 
And whatfoeuer els ihall hap to night, 
Giue it an vnderftanding but no tongue; 
I will requite your loues ; fo, fare ye well : 
Vpon the Platforme twixt eleuen and twelue. 
He vifit you. 

y4II, Our duty to your Honour. Exeunt, 

Ham, Your loue,as mine to you: farewell. 
My Fathers Spirit in Armes / All is not well: 
I doubt fome foule play : would the Night were come ; 
Till then fit ftill my foule; foule deeds will riie. 
Though all the earth orewhelm them to mens eies. Exit. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Laertes and Opbelia. 

Laer, My neceflfaries are imbark*t; Farewell : 
And Sifter, as the Winds glue Benefit, 
And Conuoy is ailiftant; doe not fleepe. 
But let me heare from you. 

Ojtbel, Doe you doubt that? 

Lair, For HamietyZnd the trifling of his fauours. 
Hold it a faihion and a toy in Bloud; 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature; 
Froward.not permanent; fweet not lafting 
The fuppliance of a minute? No more. 

Ofbei. No more but fo. 

Laer, Thinke it no more : 
For nature crefTant does not grow alone, 
In thewes and Bulke : but as his Temple waxes. 
The inward feruice of the Mindeand Soule 
Growes wide withall. Perhaps he loues you now. 
And now no fuyle nor cautell doth befmerch 
The vertue of his feare : but you muft feare 

HU 
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His greatnefTe weighM, his will is not his owne; 

For hee himfelfe is fubied^ to his Birth : 

Hee may not, as rnuallued perfons doe, 

Came for himfelfe ; for, on his choyce depends 

The fandHty and health of the weole State. 

And therefore muft his choyce be circum{crib*d 

Vnto the voyce and yeelding of that Body, 

Whereof he is the Head. Then if he fayes he loues you, 

It fits your wifedome fo farre to beleeue it ; 

As he in his peculiar Sed and force 

May giue his faying deed: which is no further, 

Then the maine voyce of DenmarJ^ goes withall. 

Then weigh what lofle your Honour may fuftaine, 

If with too credent eare you lift his Songs ; 

Or lofe your Heart; or your chaft Treafure open 

To his vnmaftred importunity. 

Feare it OfbeliajfenTc it my deare Sifter, 

And Jceepe within the reare of your Affection; 

Out of the ftiot and danger of Defire. 

The charieft Maid is Prodigall enough. 

If ftie vnmaslce her beauty to the Moone ; 

Vertue it fclfe fcapes not calumnious ftroakes. 

The Canker Galls, the Infants of the Spring 

Too oft before the burtons be difclos*d. 

And in the Mome and liquid dew of Youth, 

Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be wary then, beft fafety lies in feare; 

Youth to it felfe rebels, though none elfe neere. 

Opbe. I fliall th'efFeaofthis good Leftbn keepe, 
As watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother 
Doe not as fome vngracious Paftors doe, 
Shew me the fteepe and thorny way to Heauen; 
Whiift like a puft and recklefte Libertine 
Himfelfe, the Primrofe path of dalliance treads, 
And reaks not his owne reade. 

Laer, Oh, feare me not. 

Enter Po/onius. 
I ftay too long ; but here my Father comes : 
A double blefting is a double grace; 
Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond leaue. 

Poloti, Yet hcere Laertes P Aboord, aboord for ftiame. 
The winde fits in the /houlder of your faile. 
And you are ftaid for there : my bleifing with you; 
And thefe few Precepts in thy memory, 
See thou Charad^er. Giue thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any vnproportionM thought his Ad : 
Be thou familiar; but by no meanes vulgar: 
The friends thou haft, and their adoption tride. 
Grapple them to thy Soule, with hoopes of Steele : 
But doe not dull thy palme, with enteruinment 
Of each vnhatch*t, vnfiedg*d Comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell : but being in 
Bear*t that th*oppofed may beware of thee. 
Giue euery man thine eare;but few thy voyce : 
Take each mans cenfure;but referue thy iudgement : 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy ; 
But not expreft in fancie; rich, not gawdie: 
For the Apparell oft proclaimes the man. 
And they in France of the beft ranck and ftation, 
Are of a moft feledl and generous chefF in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be; 
For lone oft lofes both it felfi^ and friend: 
And borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry. 
This aboue all; to thine owne felfe be true: 
And it muft follow, as the Night the Day, 
Thou canft not then be filfe to any man. 
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Farewell: my Blefling feafon this in thee. 

Laer, Moft humbly doe I take my leaue, my Lord. 

PoloH, The time inuitet you, goe, your feruants tend 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia^ and remember well 
What I kaue faid to you. 

Opbe. Tis in my memory lockt. 
And you your felfe fliall keepe the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit Laer. 

Poion. What ift OpbeRa he hath (aid to you ^ 

Opbt. So pleafe you,fomthing touching the L. Hamlet 

Polon. Marry, well bethought: 
Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Giuen priuate time to you; and you your felfe 
Haue of your audience beene moft ftee and bounteous. 
If it be fo, as fo ds put on me; 
And that in way of caution : I muft tell you, 
You doe not vnderftand your felfe (b cleerely, 
As it behoues my Daughter, and your Honour. 
What is betweene you, giue me vp the truth? 

Oph*. He hath my Lord of late, made many tenden 
Of his iSe€don to me. 

To/on. AflFedion, puh. You fpeake like a greene Girk, 
Vnfifted in fuch perillous Circumfbnce. 
Doe you beleeue his tenders, as you call them? 

Ophe. I do not know, my Lord, what I fliould thinke. 

Po/on. Marry He teach you; thinke your felfe a Babjr, 
That you haue tane his tenders for true pay. 
Which are not fbrling. Tender your felfe more dearlj; 
Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phrafe, 
Roaming it thus, you*l tender me a foole. 

Opbe. My Lord, he hath importun*d me with looe, 
In honourable faihion. 

Po/off. I, fiiflilon you may call it, go too, go too. 

Opbe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech, 
My Lord, with all the vowes of Heauen. 

Polon. I, Springes to catch Woodcocks. I doe koow 
When the Bloud burnes, how Prodigall the Soule 
Giues the tongue vowes: thefe blazes, Daughter, 
Gluing more light then heate; extind in both, 
Euen in their promife, as it is a making; 
You muft not take for fire. For this time Daughter, 
Be fome what fcanter of your Maiden prefence; 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 
Then a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet^ 
Beleeue fo much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walke, 
Then may be giuen you. In few, Ophelia^ 
Doe not beleeue his vowes; for they are Broakers, 
Not of the eye, which their Inueftments fliow : 
But meere implorators of vnholy Sutes, 
Breathing like fan^ified and pious bondi. 
The better to beguile. This is for all : 
I would not, in plaine tearmes, from this dme forth, 
Haue you fo flander any moment leifure. 
As to giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet : 
Looke too*t, I charge you; come your wayes. 

Oph*. I fluU obey my Lord. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet^ Horatio, Afarcellm, 
Ham, The Ayre bites flirewdly : is it very cold? 
Hot. It is a nipping and an eager ayre. 
Ham. What hower now? 
Hot, 1 thinke it lacks of twelue. 
Mar. No, it is ftrooke. (i«l«» 

Hor. Indeed I heard it not .* then it drawes neere tk 
Wherein the Spirit held hit wont to walke. 

WBit 
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does this meane my Lord / (roufe, 

». The King doth wake to night, and takes his 
s wafleU and the fwaggering vpfpring reeles, 
• he dreines his draughts of Renifh downe, 
lettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
ritimph of his Pledge. 
at . Is it a cuftome ? 
». I marry ift; 

my mind, though I am nadue faeere, 
» the manner borne: It is a Cuftome 
honoured in the breach, then the obferuance. 

Enter Gbcft. 
\ Locke my Lord, it comes. 
m. Angels and Minifters of Grace defend ybi 
)a a Spirit of health,or Goblin damn*d, 
with thee ayres firom Heauen,or blafts from Hell, 
f euents wicked or charitable, 
com*ft in fuch a qucftionable ihape 

1 will fpeake to thee. He call thee Ham/et, 
Father, Royall Dane : Oh,oh,anrwer me, 
le not burft in Ignorance ; but tell 

thy Canoniz'd bones Hearfed in death, 

burft their cermenta, why the Sepulcher 

ein we faw thee quietly enurn*d, 

op*d his ponderous and Marble iawes, 

ft thee yp againe ? What may this meane ? 

thou dead Coarfe againe in compleat fteele, 

t> thus the glimpfes of the Moone, 

ig Night hidiousP And we fooles of Nature, 

rridly to (hake our difpofidon, 

thoughts beyond theej reaches of our Soules, 

rhy M this? wherefore? what ihould we doe ? 

Gboft btckens Hamlet. 
'. It beckons you to goe away with it, 
it (bme impartment did defire 
u alone. 

r. Looke with what courteous a^on 
'ts you to a more remoued ground : 
ae not goe with it. 
r. No, by no meanes. 

m. It will not fpeake: then will I follow it. 
r. Doe not my Lord. 
m. Why, what fhould be the feare ' 
lot fet my life at a pins fee; 
IMT my Soule, what can it doe to that ? 
a thing immortallas it felfe : 
les me forth againe; He follow it. 
. What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord? 
the dreadful! Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
beetles oVe his bafe into the Sea, 
here aiTumes fome other horrible' forme, 
fi might. depriue your Soueraignty of Reafon, 
raw you into madnefTe thinke of it ? 
w. It wafb me ftill : goe on. He follow thee. 
tr. You ihall not goe my Lord* 
». Hold off your hand. 
', Be nird,you fhall not goe. 
m. lAj fate cries out, 
nakes each petty Artire in this body, 
rdy as the Nemian Lions nenie : 
m I caPd ? Vnhand me Gentlemen : 
;au*n,Ile make a Ghoft of him that lets me : 
iway,goe on. He follow thee. 

Exeunt Qhofi & Hamlet, 
r. He waxes defperate with imagination. 
tr., Let*s fbUowj'tis not fit thus to obey him. 



Hor. Haue after, to what JiTue will this come? 

Mar. Something u rotten in the State of Denmarke. 

Hor. Heauen will dired it. 

Mar, Nay,let*s follow him. Exeunt. 

Enter Gbcft and Hamlet. (ther. 

Hamx Where wilt thou lead me / fpeak ; He go no fur- 

Gbo. Marke me. 

Ham. IwiU. 

Gbo. My hower is almoft come. 
When I to fulphurous and tormenting Flames 
Muft render vp my felfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Ghe, Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall vnfbld. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 

Gbo. So art thou to reuenge, when thou fhalt heare. 

Ham. What? 

Gbo. I am thy Fathers Spirit, 
Doomed for a certaine terme to walke the night; 
And for the day confinM to faft in Fiers, 
Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Are burnt and purg'd away ? But that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my Prifon-Houfe; 
I could a Tale vnfold, whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow vp thy foulc, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like Starres, ftart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to part. 
And each particular haire to ftand an end, 
Like Quilles vpon the fretfull Porpentine : 
But this eternall blafon muft not be 
To earet of flefh and bloud ; lift Hamlet^ oh lift, 
If thou didft euer thy deare Father loue. 

Ham. Oh Heauen I 

Gbo. Reuenge his foule and moft vnnaturall Murther, 

Ham. Murther? 

Gboft. Murther moft foule, as in the beft it is; 
But this moft foule, (hange, and Tnnaturall. 

Ham. Haft, haft me to know it, 
T hat with wings as fwift 
As meditation,or the thoughts of Loue, 
May fweepe to my Reuenge. 

Gbofi. I finde thee apt. 
And duller (hould'ft thou be then the ht weede 
That rots it felfe in eafe,on Lethe Wharfe, 
Would*ft thou not ftirre in this. Now Hamlet heare : 
It*s giuen out, that fleepingin mine Orchard, 
A Serpent ftung me : lo the whole eare of Denmarke, 
Is by a forged proceiTe of my doth 
Rankly abused : But know thou Noble youth, 
The Serpent that did fting thy Fathers life. 
Now weares his Crown e. 

Ham. O my Propheticke foule : mine Vncle ? 

Gboft, I that inceftuous, that adulterate Beaft 
With witchcraft of his wits, hath Traitorous guifts. 
Ob wicked Wit,and Gifts,that haue the power 
So to feduce ? Won to to this fhamefull Luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene: 
Oh /£>OT/r/,what a falling off was there. 
From me, whofe loue was of that dignity. 
That it went hand in hand, euen with the Vow 
I made to her in Marriage ; and to decline 
Vpon a wretch, whofe Naturall gifb were poore 
To thofc of mine. But Vertue,as it neuer wil be moued, 
Though LewdnefTe court it in a fhape of Heauen : 
So Luft, though to a radiant Angell linked. 
Will fate it felfe in a Celeftiallbed,& prey on Garbage. 
Oo But 
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But foftyine thinkes I fent the Mornings Ayre; 

Briefe let mc be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, 

My cuftome alwayes in the afternoone; 

Vpon my fecure howcr thy Vncle ftole 

With iuyce of curfed Hebenon in a Violl, 

And in the Porches ofmineeares did poure 

The leaperous Diftilmentj whofe t&tik 

Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of Man, 

That fwift as Quiclc-filuer, it courfes through 

The naturall Gates and Allies of the Body } 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth poflet 

And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milke, 

The thin and wholfome blood : To did it mine { 

And a moft inftant Tetter bak'd about, 

Moft Lazar-like, with rile and loathfome cruft, 

All my fmooth Body. 

Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brothers hand, 

Of Life.of Crowne, and Queene at once difpatchtj 

Cut off euen in the Bloflfomes of my Sinne, 

Vnhouzzled, difappointed, vnnaneld. 

No reckoning made, but fent to my account 

With all my imperfedions on my head; 

Oh horrible. Oh horrible, moft horrible: 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not; 

Let not the Royall Bed of Denmarke be 

A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howfoeuer thou purfueft this Adl, 

Taint not thy mind j nor let thy Soule contriue 

Againft thy Mother ought; leaue her to heanen , 

And to thofe Thomes that in her bofome lodge, 

To pricke and fting her. Fare thee well at oncej 

The Glow-worme (Howes the Marine to be neere. 

And gins to pale his vneffedtuall Fire: 

Adue,adue,i£i7M/(f/; remember me. ExU. 

Ham.Oh all you hoft of Heaucn ! Oh Earth j what els? 
And (hall I couple Hell / Oh fie : hold my heart; 
And you my finnewe8,grow not inftant Old; 
But iMcare me ftiffely vp; Remember thee? 
I, thou poore Ghoft, while memory holds a feate 
In this diftra^ed Globe : Remember thee ? 
Yea, from the Table of my Memory, 
He wipe away all triuiall fond Records, 
All fawes of Bookes,all formes, all prefures paft. 
That youth and obferuation coppied there; 
And thy Commandment all alone fliall Ihie 
Within the Booke and Volume of my Braine, 
Vnmizt with bafer matter; yes, yes, by Heauen : 
Oh moft pernicious woman j 
Oh Villaine, Villaine, fmiling damned Villaine | 
My Tables, my Tables; meet it is I fet it downe) 
That one may fmile,and fmileand be a Villaine; 
At leaft Fm fure it may be fo in Denmarke ; 
So Vnckle there you are : now to my word; 
It is; Adue,Aduef Remember me : I haue fworn*t. 

Hot. & Mar,wtbin, My Lord, my Lord. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellm, 

Mar, Lord HzmUt. 

Hor, Heauen fecure him. 

Mar, So be it. 

Hor, Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham, Hillo, ho,ho,boy; come bird,come. 

Mar, How ift't my Noble Lord t 

Hot, What newes, my Lord ? 

Ham, Oh wonderfull ! 

Hor, Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham, No youM reueale it. 



Hor, Not I, my Lord, by Heauen. 

Mar, Nor I, my Lord. (think ie 

Ham, How fay you then, would heart of man oocc 
But you*l be fecret? 

^tb, I, by Heau*n, my Lord. 

Ham, There^s nere a villaine dwelling in all Denmarke 
But hee*s an arrant knaue. 

Hor, There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come ^n the 
Graue,to tell vs thb. 

Ham, Why right, you are i*th' right; 
And fo, without more circumftance at all, 
I hold it fit that we ftiake hands, and part: 
You, as your bufines and defires ihall point 3roa : 
For euery man ha's bufineffe and defire, 
Such as it is : and for mine owne poore part, 
Looke you. He goe pray. 

Hor, Thefe are but wild and hurling words, ny Lord. 

Ham. Ym forry they offend you heartily : 
Yes faith, heartily. 

Hor, There*s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Ptf/r/ri^, but there is my Lord, 
And much offence too, touching this Vifioa heere : 
It is an honeft Ghoft, that let roe tell you : 
For your defire to know what is betweene Tt, 
0'remafter*t as you may. And now good firiendi. 
As you are Friends, Schollen and Soldiers, 
Giue me one poore requeft. 

Hor, What is't my Lord? we will. 

Ham, Neuer make known what you haue £sen to aigbt. 

'Both, My Lord, we will not. 

Ham, Nay, but fwear't. 

Hor, Infiiith my Lord, not I. 

Mar, Nor I my Lord : in faith. 

Ham, Vpon my fword. 

MarcelL We haue fwome my Lord already. 

Ham. Indeed, vpon my fword. Indeed. 

Gho. Sweare« Gbtfi cries nmder the Stage* 

Ham, Ah ha boy,rayeft thou fo. Art thou there true- 
penny ? Come one you here this fiellow in the ieUeredge 
Confent to fweare. 

Hor. Propofe the Oath my Lord. 

Ham, Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue Teeae. 
Sweare by my fword. 

Gbo, Sweare. 

Ham, Htc & vbiquef Then wee*l fliift for grownd, 
Come hither Gentlemen, 
And lay your hands againe vpon my fword, 
Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue heard : 
Sweare by my Sword. 

Gbo. Sweare. {h^ 

Ham. Well faid old Mole,ain*ft worke i^th* ground k 
A worthy Pioner, once more remoue good iriends. 

Hor, Oh day and night:but this is wondrous ftrange. 

Ham, And therefi>re as a ftranger giae it welcome. 
There are more things in Heauen and Earth, HtratiOf 
Then are dream*t of in our Philofophy But come. 
Here as before, neuer fo hdpe you mercy, 
How ftrange or odde fo ere I beare my felft; 
(As I perchance heereafter (hall thinke meet 
To put an Andcke difpofition on :) 
That you at fuch time feeing me, neoer fliall 
With Armes encombred thus, or thus, head iluke{ 
Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfuU Phrafe; 
As well, we know, or we could and if we would, 
Or if we lift to fpeake ; or there be and if there might, 
Or fuch ambiguous giuiog out to note. 

That 
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jfou know ought of m^; t^" "ot to doe : 

ice and mercy at yo*"" ™oft neede helpe you 

e. 

ofi, Sweare. 

m. Reft, reft perturbed Spirit: fo Gentlemen, 

all my loue I doe commend me to you ^ 

vhat (o poore a man as Hamlet is, 

loe t'expreflTe his loue and friending to you, 

filing diall not lacke: let vs goe in together, 

Hll your fingers on your lippes I pray, 

imc is out of ioynt : Oh curfed fpight, 

tuer I was borne to fet it right. 

ome let's goe together. Exeunt, 



ASlus Secundus. 



Enter fohnm ^and ^eynoldo, 
on. Giue him his money, and thefe notes RtynoUo. 
mai^ I will my Lord» 

ftfir. You (hall doe maruels wifely: good Rtfwldo^ 
! you vifite him you make inquiry 
I behauiour. 

mo/. My Lord, I did intend it. 
'(NT. Marry, well faid ; 
well faid. Looke you Sir, 
re me firft what Danskers are in Paris ; 
low, and who^what meanesjand where they keepe: 

company, at what ezpence : and finding 
is encompaflement and drift of queftion, 
they doe know my fonne : Come you more neerer 
your particular demands will touch it, 
you as 'twere fome diftant knowledge of him, 
hus I know his father and his friends, 
n part him. Doe you marke this ReynoldoT 
ynoi, I, Tery well my Lord. 
9ff. And in part him, but you may fay not well; 
**! be hee I meane, hees very wilde; 
led fo and io\ and there pot on him 

forgeries you pleafe : marry, none fo ranke, 
ly difhonour him ; take heed of that : 
ir, foch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips, 

* Companions noted and moft knowne 
uth and liberty. 

yncL As gaming my Lord. 

M. I, or drinking, fencing, fwearing, 

lling, drabbiug. You may goe fo farre. 

fMo/. My Lord that would diihonour him. 

m. Faith no, as yott may feafon it in the charge; 

nufl not put another fcandall on him, 

hee is open to Incontinencie; 

I not my meaning: but breath his faults fo quaintly, 

they may feeme the taints of liberty; 

Uih and out-breake of a fiery minde, 

agenes in TnrecUim'd bloud of generall afifaulc 

fnol. But my good Lord. 

!on. Wherefore fhould you doe this ? 

fnol. I my Lord, I would know that. 

OH. Marry Sir, heere's my drift, 

\ belieue it is a fetch of warrant: 

lying thefe flight fulleyes on my Sonne, 

Tcn a thing a Uttle foil'd i*th* working : (found, 

* you your party in conuerfe ; him you would 
g euer feene. In the prenominate crimes, 



The youth you breath of guilty, be aflTar'd 
He clofes with you in this confequence: 
Good fir, or fo,or friend, or Gentleman. 
According to the Phrafe and the Addition, 
Of man and Country. 

Reynol. Very good my Lord. 

Polon. And then Sir does he this ? 
He does : what was I about to fay? 
I was about to fay fumthing : where did I kaue ? 

ReynoL At clofes in the confequence : 
At friend, or fo,and Gentleman. 

Polon. At clofes in the confequence, I marry. 
He clofes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, 
I faw him ycfterday,or tother dav; 
Or then or then, with fuch and {uch;aml as you fay. 
There was he gaming, there o'rttooke in's Roufe, 
There falling out at Tennis ; or perchance, 
I faw him enter fuch a houfe of faile; 
FideikettZ Brothel I, or fo forth. See you now; 
Your bait of falfliood, takes this Cape of truth ; 
And thus doe we of wifedome and of reach 
With wind]efres,and with affaies of Bias, 
By indirections finde directions out: 
So by my former LeCture and aduice 
Shall you my Sonne; you haue me,luiue you not ? 

^ynol. My Lord I haue. 

Poion. God buy you; fare you well. 

Reynol, Good mv Lord. 

folon. Obferue his inclination in yourfelfe. 

Reynol. I fliall my Lord. 

Pohn, And let him plye his Muficke . 

Rtynol. Well, my Lord. Exk. 

Enter Opbtlla. 

Polon. Farewell: 
How now Opbeiia, what's the matter } 

Ophe. Alas my Lord,I haue beene fo aflfrighted. 

Polon. With what, in the name of Heauen ? 

Ophe, My Lord, as I was fov^ng in my Chamber, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all Tnbrac'd, 
No hat vpon his head, his ftoc kings fbul'd, 
Vngartred, and downe giued to his Anckle, 
Pale as his fhirt,his knees knocking each other. 
And with a looke fo pitious in purport, 
As if he had been loofed out of hell, 
To fpeake of horrors : he comes before me. 

folon. Mad for thy Loue / 

Opbe. My Lord, I doe not know: but truly I do feare it 

Polon. What faid he? 

Opbt, He tooke me by the wrift,and held me hard ; . 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme; 
And with his other hand thus o*re his brow. 
He fills to fuch perufall of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long (laid he fo. 
At la(t,a little fliaking of mine Arme : 
And thrice his head thus wauing vp and dowae; 
He rais'd a figh,fo pittious and profound. 
That it did feeme to flutter all his buike. 
And end his being. That done, he lets me goe, 
And with his head ouer his ihoulders turn*d. 
He feem'd to finde his way vrithout his eyes, 
For out adores he went without their helpe; 
And to the laft, bended their light on me. 

Polon, Goe with me, I will goe feeke the King, 
This is the very eztafie of Loue, 
Whofe violent property foredoes it fdfe. 

And 
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And leads the will to defperate Vndertakings, 
As oft as any paflion voder Heau en, 
That does afflidi our Natures. I am forrie, 
What haue you giuen him any hard words of late? 

Ophe, No my good Lord : but as you did command, 
I did repell his Letters, and deny*de 
His acceflTe to me. 

FoU That hath made him mad. 
I am forrie that with better fpeed and iudgement 
I had not quoted him. I feare he did but trifle, 
And meant to wracke thee : but beihrew my iealoufie : 
It feemes it is as proper to our Age, 
To caft beyond our felues in our Opinions, 
As it is common for the yonger fort 
To lacke difcretion. Come, go we to the King, 
This muft be knowne, ^ being kept dofe might moue 
More greefe to hide, then hate to vtter loue. Exeunt, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter King yQueene,Refitcranef and Guilden' 
fterne Cuma/ys. 

King, Welcome deere I(ofincrance and Guildenfierne, 
Moreouer, that we much did long to fee you. 
The neede we haue to vfe you, did prouoke 
Our haftie fending. Something haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation : fo I call it. 
Since not th*exterior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was. What it ihould bee 
More then his Fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from th'vnderibnding of himfelfe, 
I cannot deeme of. I intreat you both. 
That being of fo young dayes brought vp with him : 
And fince fo Neighboured to his youth, and humour. 
That you Touchfafe your reft heere in our Court 
Some little time : fo by vour Companies 
To draw him on to plea(ures,and to gather 
So much as from Occafions you may gleane. 
That open'd lies within our remedie. 

Qu. Good Gentlemen, he hath much talkM of you, 
And fure I am, two men there are not liuing. 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you 
To ihew TS fo much Gentrie, and good will, 
As to expend your time with vs a-while, 
For the fupply and profit of our Hope, 
Your Vifitation Ihall receiue fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rofin. Both your Maiefties 
Might by the Soueraigne power you haue of vs. 
Put your dread pleafures, more into Command 
Then to Entreatie. 

Guii. We both obey. 
And here giue vp our lelues, in the full bent, 
To lay our Seruices freely at your feete. 
To be commanded. 

King. Thankes Rofincrance^ and gentle Guildenfteme. 

Slu. Thankes Guildenfierne and gentle Rofincrance, 
And I befeech you inftantly to vifit 
My too much changed Sonne. 
Go (bme of ye. 
And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guil. Heauens make our prefence and our pradtifes 
Pleafant and helpfull to him. Exit, 



Queene, Amen. 

Enter Pclonim, 

Pol, Th'Ambafladors from Norwey, my good Lord 
Are ioy fully return*d. 

King. Thou ftill haft bin the Father of good Newes. 

Pol. Haue I, my Lord / AfTure you, my good Liegr, 
I hold my dutie, as I hold my Soule, 
Both to my God, one to my gracious King : 
And I do thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the traile of Policie,fo fore 
As I haue vs*d to do : that I haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets Lunacie. 

King. Oh fpeake of that, that I do long to heare. 

Tol. Giue firft admittance to th'AmbaflTadors, 
My Newes fhall be the Newes to that great Feaft. 

King, Thy felfe do grace to them, and bring them ia 
He tels me my fweet Queene, that he hath found 
The head and fourfe of all your Sonnes diftemper. 

^. I doubt it is no other, but the maine. 
His Fathers death, and our oVe-hafty Marriage. 
Enter folonius ^Voltumand, and Comelim, 

King. Well, we (hall fift him. Welcome good Frends 
Say Voitumandy what from our Brother Norwey / 

Volt. Moft faire retume of Greetings, and Defiret. 
Vpon our firft, he fent out to fupprefTe 
His Nephewes Leuies, which to him appear*d 
To be a preparation *gainft the Poleak t 
But better look*d into, he truly found 
It was againft your HighnefTe, whereat greened,] 
That fo his SicknefTe, Age,and Impotence 
Was falfely borne in hand, fends out Arrefts 
On FortinhraSf which he (in breefe) obeyes, 
Receiues rebuke from Norwey: and in fine. 
Makes Vow before his Vnkle, neuer more 
To giue th'afTay of Armes againft your Maieftie. 
Whereon old Norwey, ouercome with ioy, 
Giues him three thoufand Crownes in Annuall Fee, 
And his Commiflion to imploy thofe Soldiers 
So leuied as before, againft the Poleak : 
With an intreaty heerein further ihewne. 
That it might pleafe you to giue quiet pafTe 
Through your Dominions,fbr his Enterprise, 
On fuch regards of fafety and allowance. 
As therein are fet downe. 

King. It likes TS well : 
And at our more confider*d time wee*l read^ 
Anfwer,and thinke vpon this BufinefTc. 
Meane time we thanke you, for your well-tooke Labocr 
Go to your reft, at night wee'l Feaft together. 
Moft welcome home. £xit Amkf 

Pol. This bufinefll*e is very well ended. 
My Liege, and Madam, to expoftulate 
What Maieftie (hould be, what Dutie is. 
Why day is day ; night, night ; and time is rime. 
Were nothing but to wafte Night, Day, and Time. 
Therefore, fince Breuttie is the Soule of Wit, 
And tedioufneiTe, the limbes and outward floariihes, 
I will be breefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad : 
Mad call I it ; for to define true MadoefTe, 
What i8*t, but to be nothing elfe but mad. 
But let that go. 

Qu, More matter, with leflTe Art. 

Pol. Madam,! fweare I vfe no Art at all: 
That he is mad, *tis true : *Tis true *tb pitrie. 
And pitrie it is true : A foolifti figure. 
But farewell it t for I will vfe no Art. 
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et Ts grant him then : and now r«maines 

ire finde out the caufe of this efle^, 

her fay, the caufe of this defed; 

is tfftCt defe^iue, comet by caufe, 

t remaines,and the remainder thus. Perpend, 

; a daughter : haue,whil*ft (he is mine, 

in her Dutie and Obedience, marke, 

puen me this : now gather, and furmife. 

The Letttr. 
CeU/Hall^and nvf SouUs Jdoll^ the mofl beautified 0- 

pbeiia, 
I an ill Phrafe, a vilde Phrafe, beautified is a Tilde 
: : but you ihall heare thefe in her excellent white 
e, thefe. 

. Came this from Hamlet to her. 
. Good Madam fbv awhile, I will be ^ithfuU. 
tbeUf the Starres arefire^ 
, that the Sonne doth moue : 
Truth to he a Lur^ 
uer Dcmht , / lout, 

t Ophelia^ I am ill at thefe Number t\ I baue not Art to 
atygronei \ hut that I lout thee heft^ oh moft 'Beft he- 
•Adieu, 

Thine euermore mofi deere Lady,whilft this 
e^achine «r to him, Hamlet, 
n Obedience hath my daughter fhew*d me : 
Qore aboue hath his foliciting, 
7 fell out by Time, by Meanes,and Place, 
oen to mine eare. 

>g. But how hath (he receiu*d his Loue? 
'. What do you thinke of me ? 
ffp. As of a man, faithfiiU and Honourable. 
'•I wold faine proue fo.But what might yon think ? 

I had fecne this hot loue on the wing, 
crceiued it, I mufl tell you that 
! my Daughter told me,what might you 
r deere Maief^ie your Queene heere, think, 
id playd the Deske or I'able-booke, 
len my heart a winking, route and dumbe, 
»k*d vpon this Loue, with idle fight, 
might you thinke ? No, I went round to worke, 
my yong Miflris)thus I did befpeake 
Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Surre, 
nufl not be : and then, I Precepts gaue her, 
be fhould locke her felfe from his Refort, 
t no Meflengers, receiue no Tokens : 
1 done, ihe tooke the Fruites of my Aduice, 
ic repulfed. A fhort Tale to make, 
ito a SadnefTe, then into a Faft, 
;e to a Watch, thence into a WeaknefTe, 
« to a Lightnefre,and by this declenfion 
he MadnefTe whereon now he raues, 
U we waile for. 
wg. Do you thinke *tis this ? 
. It may be very likely. 

f.Hath there bene fuch a dme, I*de fain know that, 
[ hane poffiduely faid, *tis fb, 

it prou*d otherwife ? 
tg. Not that 1 know. 

^ Take this from this; if this be otherwife, 
rumfhinces leade me, I will finde 
i truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
n the Center. 

g. How may we try it further ? 
. You know fometimes 
tikes fbure houres together, heere 



In the Lobby. 

Qu. So he ha*s indeed. 

Pol. At fuch a time He loofe my Daughter to him, 
Be you and I behinde an Arras then, 
Marke the encounter : If he loue her not, 
And be not from his reafon falnc thereon ; 
Let me be no Affiibnt for a State, 
And keepe a Farme and Carters. 

King. We will try it. 

Enter Hamlet reading on a BooJ^e. 

S(u, But looke where fadly the poore wretch 
Comes reading. 

Po/. Away I do befeech you, both away, 
He boord him preTently. Exit King & Sheen. 

Oh giue me leaue. How does my good Lord Hamlet f 

Ham. Well, God-a-mercy. 

Pol, Do you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent, excellent well : y*are a Fifhmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honefl a man. 

fol. Honeft, my Lord ? 

Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes, is to bee 
one man pick*d out of two thoufand. 

fol. That*s very true, my Lord. 

Ham, For if the Sun breed Magots in i dead dogge, 
being a good kiffing Carrion 
Haue you a daughter ? 

Pol. I haue my Lord. 

Ham* Let her not walke i*th*Sunne : Conception is a 
blefsing, but not as your daughter may conceiue.Friend 
looke too*t. 

Po/.How fay you by that'Still harping on my daugh- 
ter: yet he knew me not at firfl; he faid I was a Fifhmon- 
ger : he is farre gone, ^rre gone : and truly in my youth, 
I fuflfred much extreamity for loue : very neere this. He 
fpeake to him againe. What do you read my Lord? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter, my Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene who ? 

Pol. I meane the matter you meane,my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders Sir : for the Satyricall flaue faies here, 
that old men haue gray Beards; that their faces are wrin- 
kled : their eyes purging thicke Amber, or Plum-Trce 
Gumme : and that they haue a plentifull locke of Wit, 
together with weake Hammes. All which Sir, though I 
moft powerfully, and potently beleeue ; yet I holde it 
not Honeftie to haue it thus fet downe: For you your 
felfe Sir, fhould be old as I am, if like a Crab you could 
go backward. 

Po/, Though this be madnefTe, 
Yet there is Method in*t : will you walke 
Out of the ayre my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my Graue? 

Pol. Indeed that is out o*th*Ayre : 
How pregnant (fometimes) his Replies are? 
A happinefTe, 

That often MadnefTe hits on, 
Which Reafon and Sanitie could not 
So profperoufly be deliuer*d of. 
I will leaue him, 

And fodainely contriue the meanes of meeting 
Betweene him, and my daughter. 
My Honourable Lord, I will mofl humbly 
Take my leaue of you. 

003 Ham 
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Ham. You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that I 
will more willingly part withall, except my life, my 
life. 

foloti. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham, Thefe tedious old fooles. 

Tolou. You goe to feeke my Lord Hamlet \ there 
hee is. 

Enter Rofincran and Guildenjkmt. 

Rofin. God faue you Sir. 

Guild, Mine honoured Lord ? 

Refin. My moft deare Lord P 

Ham, My excellent good friends ? How do*ft thou 
GuilHenfiemei Oh, Rofincrane i good Lads: How doe ye 
both ? 

Rofin. As the indifferent Children of the earth. 

GuiU. Happy, in that we are not ouer-bappy t on For^ 
tunes Cap, we are not the very Button. 

Ham. Nor the Soales of her Shoo ? 

Rofin. Neither my Lord. 

Ham. Then you Due about her wafte, or in the mid- 
dle of her fauoor? 

Quil. Faith, her priuates, we. 

Ham. In the fecret paru of Fortune ? Oh, moft true : 
file is a Strumpet. What's the newes? 

^E(ofin. None my Lord ; but that the World's growne 
honeft. 

Ham, Then is Doomefday neere : But your newes is 
not true. Let me queftion more in particular : what haue 
you my good friends, deferued at the hands of Fortune, 
that (he i'ends you to Prifon hither? 

GuiL Prifon, my Lord? 

Ham. Denmark's a Prifon. 

Rojln. Then is the World one. 

Ham. A goodly one, in which there are many Con- 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons; Denmark being one o*th* 
word. 

Rofin, We thinke not fo my Lord, 

Ham. Why then *tis none to you^for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo : to me it is 
a prifon. 

Rofin. Why then your Ambition makes it one : 'tis 
too narrow for your roinde. 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nutfliell, and 
count my felfe a King of infinite fpace \ were it not that 
I haue bad dreames. 

GuiL Which dreames indeed are Ambition : for the 
Tery fubftance of the Ambitious, is meerely the (hadow 
of a Dreame. 

Ham, A dreame it felfe is but a ihadow. 

Rofin. Truely, and I hold Ambition of fo ayry and 
light a quality, that it is but a ihadowes (hadow. 

Ham. Then are our Beggers bodies; and our Mo* 
narchs and out-firetcht Heroes the Beggers Shadowca: 
(hall wee to th* Court : for, by my fey I cannot tea- 
fon? 

^tb. Wee'l wait vpon you. 

Ham. No fuch matter. I will not fort you with the 
reft of my feruants : for to fpeake to you like an honeft 
man : I am moft dreadfully attended; but in the beaten 
way of fnendfhip. What make you at Eljonawerf 

Rofin. To vifit you my Lord, no other occafion. 

Ham. Begger thit I am, I am euen poore in thankes; 
but I thanke you : and fure deare friends my thanks 
are too deare a halfepeny ; were you not fent for ? Is it 
your owne inclining? Is it a free vifiution? Oune, 



deale iuftly with me t comc,come; nay fpeake. 

GuiL What (hould we fay my Lord ? 

Ham, Why any thing. But to the purpofe; yoi 
fent for; and there is a kiode confeftion in your h 
which your roodefties haue not craft enough t 
lor, I know the good King & Queenc haue fent fbi 

Rofin, To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft teach me : but let mee o 
you by the rights of our fellowfhip, by the confonai 
our youth, by the Obligation of our euer-preferued 
and by what more deare, a better propofer could c 
you withall ; be euen and dire^ with me, whethe 
Mrere fent for or no. 

Rofin. What fay you ? 

Ham. Nay then I haue an eye of yout if you lot 
hold not off, 

QuiL My Lord, we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why ; fo (hall my antici] 
preuent your difcouery of your fecricie to the Kinj 
Queene:moult no feather, I haue of late, but whe 
I know not, loft all my mirth, forgone all cuftome 
ercife; and indeed, it goes fo heauenly with my dif| 
on; that this goodly frame the Earth, feemes to me a 
rill Promontory; tliis moft excellent Canopy the 
look you, this braue ore-hanging, this Maiefticall f 
fretted with golden fire : why, it appeares no other 
to mee, then a foule and peftilent congregation c 
pours. What a piece of worke is a man ! how Nol 
Reafbn? how infinite in faculty? in forme and a 
how exprefTe and admirable ? in Adioo, how like at 
gel? in apprehenfion, how like a God? the beauty < 
world, the Parragon of Animals ; and yet to me, w 
this Quinteflence of Duft? Man delights not me 
nor Woman neither; though by your fmiling yoM 
to fay fo. 

Rofin. My Lord , there was no fuch (biflfe ii 
thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh, when I faid, Man dc 
not me ? 

Rofin. To thinke, my Lord, if you delight not in 
what Lenton entertainment the Players (hall ri 
from you : wee coated them on the way, and hith 
they comming to ofifer you Seruice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcomi 
Maiefty (hall haue Tribute of mee t the aduen< 
Knight (hal vfe his Foyle and Target : the Louer 
not figh gratUy the humorous man (hall end his p 
peace : the Clowqe (hall make thofe laugh whofe 
are tickled a'th' fere : and the Lady (hall fay her 1 
freely; or the blanke Verfe (hall halt for't : what P 
are they? 

Rofin. Euen thofe you were wont to take deli{ 
the Tragedians of the City, 

Ham, How chances it they trauaile ? their 
dence both in reputation and profit was better 
wayes. 

Rofin. I thinke their Inhibition comes by the n 
of the late Innouationf 

Ham, Doe they hold the fame eftimadoQ thi 
when 1 was in the City ? Are they fo followed? 

Rofin. No indeed, they are not. 

Ham. How comes it f doe they grow nifty ? 

Rofin, Nay, their indeauour keepes in the « 
pace; But there Is Sir an ayrie of Children, 
Yafes, that rrye out on the top of queftion : 
are moft tyrannically cltp't for't : thefe are 00^ 
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i (o be-ratled the common Stages (fo they 
that many wearing Rapiers, are aflFraide of 
,and dare fcarfe come thither, 
^hat are they Children^ Who maintains *em? 
)ey efcoted? Will they purfue the Quality no 
I they can fing ? Will they not fay afterwards 
•uld grow themfelues to common Players (as 
oft if their meanes are no| better) their Wri- 
n wrong, to make them exclaim again ft <heir 
:ffion. 

ith there- ha*s bene much to do on both fides: 
tion holds it no finne, to tarre them to Con- 
There was for a while, no mony bid for argu- 
1(< the Poet and the Player went to Cuffes in 
n. 

*t poftible ? 
•h there ha's beene much throwing about of 

>o the Boyes carry it away ? 
hat they do my Lord, HercuUt 8c his load too. 
: is not ftrange : for mine Vnckle is King of 
and thofe that would make mowes at him 
Father liued } giue twenty, forty, an hundred 
ecce, for his pifhire in Little. There is fome- 
lis more then Naturall, if Philofophie could 
t. 

Fiouri/hfor tht Players, 
here are the Players. 

entlemen, you are welcom to Slfonov^er: your 
e : The appurtenance of Welcome, is Fafliion 
>ny. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
snt to the Players( which 1 tell you muft fliew 
vard)(hould more appeare like entertainment 
You are welcome : but my Vnckle Father, 
Mother are deceiu'd. 
I what my deere Lord ? 

am but mad North, North-Weft : when the 
outherlyy I know a Hawke firom a Hand fa w. 

Enter Po/otiim, 
:11 be with you Gentlemen, 
learke you Guildaifterne^ and you too : at each 
:r : that great Baby you fee there, is not yet 
fwathing clouts, 
ppily he*sthe fecond time come to them: for 

old man is twice a childe. 
will Prophefie. Hee comes to tell me of the 
[ark it, you fay right Sir : for a Monday mor- 
*o indeed. 

Lord, I haue Newes to tell you. 
ly Lord, I haue Newes to tell you^ 

ui an ACtoT in Rome 

e Adtors are come hither my Lord. 

jzxe, buzze. 

on mine Honor. 

'hen can each AGtot on his Affe— — - 

he beft Adors in the world, either for Trage- 

ie, Hiftorie, Paftorall : Paftoricall-ComtcalU 

Paftorall : Tfagtcall-Hifloricall : Tragicall- 

iftoricall-Paftorall : Scene indiuible, or Po- 

ed. Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Plautta 

ye the law of Writ, and the Liberty. Thefe are 

len. 

lepbta ludge of Ifrael, what a Treafure had*ft 

lat-a Treafure had he, my Lord ? 
Thy one faire Daughter, and no more. 



The which he loued pafting well. 

PoL Still on my Daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i*th*right old lepbta} 

Polon, If you call me lepbta my Lord, I haue a daugh- 
ter that I loue pafting well. 

Ham. Nay thiit foUowes not. 

Polon. What folio wes then, my Lord? 

Ai.Why, As by lot, God wot : and then you know. It 
came to pafTe, as moft like it was : The firft rowe of the 
Pom Cbanfin will (hew you more^ For looke where my 
Abridgements come. 

Enter Joure or jiue P layer t, 
Y*are welcome Mafters, welcome all. I am glad to fee 
thee well : Welcome good Friends. O my olde Friend ? 
Thy face is valiant fince I faw thee laft : Com*ft thou to 
beard me in Denmarke ? What, my yong Lady and Mi- 
ftrisPByrlady your Ladifhip is neerer Heauen then when 
I faw you laft, by the altitude of a Choppine. Pray God 
your voice like a peece of vncurrant Gold be not crack *d 
within the ring. Mafters, you are all welcomerwee'l e^ne 
to*t like French Faulconers, flie at any thing we fie: wee'I 
haue a Speech ftraight. Come giue- vs a taft of your qua- 
lity : come, a paflionate fpeech. 

I .Play. What fpeech, my Lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeak me a fpeech once, but it was 
neuer Adted : or if it was, not aboue once, for the Play I 
remember pleasM not the Million, 'twas Cauiane to the 
Generall : but it was (as I receiu*d it, and others, whofe 
iudgement in fuch matters, cried in the top of mine) an 
excellent PUy ; well digefted in the Scoenes, fct downe 
with as much modeftie, as cunning. I remember one faid, 
there was no Sallets in the lines, to make the matter fa- 
uouryjnorno matter in the phrafe, that might indite the 
Author of afte^tion, but card it an honeft method. One 
cheefe Speech in it, I cheefely lou'd, *twas e/£i>rd» Tale 
to Dido, and thereabout of it efpecially, where he fpeaks 
of Pr'iams flaughter. If it liue in your memory, begin at 
this Line, let me fee, let me fee : The rugged Pyrrbui like 
tWHyrcanian Beaft. It is not fo : it begins with Pyrrbut 
The rugged Tyrrbus, he whofe Sable Armes 
Blacke as his purpofe, did the night refemble 
When he lay couched in the Ominous Horfe, 
Hath now this d^ead and blacke Complexion fmear'd 
With Heraldry more difmall : Head to foote 
Now is he to take Geulles, horridly Trick'd 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes, 
Bak*d and impafted with the parching ftreets. 
That lend a tyrannous, and damned light 
To their vilde Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire. 
And thus o*re-fizcd with coagulate gore. 
With eyes like Carbuncles, the hellilh Pyrrbui 
Old Grand fire Priam feekes. 

Pol. Fore God, my Lord, well fpokea, with good ac- 
cent, and good difcretion. 

^. Player. Anon he findes him. 
Striking too fliort at Greekes. His anticke Sword, 
Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it falles 
Repugnant to command : vnequall match, 
Pyrrhus at Priam driues, in Rage ftrikes wide : 
But with the whiffe and winde of his fell Sword, 
ThVnnerued Father fals. Then fenfeleife Illium, 
Seeming to feele his blow, with fiaming top 
Stoopes to his Bace, and with a hideous crafli 
Takes prifoner Tyrrbud eare. For loe,his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milkie head 
Of Reuerend Trw»i,feem'd i*th'Ayre to ftieke : 

So 
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So as a painted Tyrant PyrrhtM ftood. 

And like a Newtrall to his will and matter, did nothing. 

But as we often fee again ft fome ftorme, 

A filence in the Heauens, the Racke ftand ftill. 

The bold windes fpeechleire, and the Orbe below 

As hufh as death : Anon the dreadfull Thunder 

Doth rend the Region. So after fyrrhm paufe, 

A rowfed Vengeance fets him new a-worke,l 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall 

On Mars his Armours, forged for proofe Eterpe, 

With lefle remorfe then Pyrrbus bleeding fword 

Now falles on Priam. 

Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you Gods, 

In general! Synod take away her power : 

Breake all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele. 

And boule the round Naue downe the hill of Heauea, 

As low as to the Fiends. 

PoL This is too long. 

Ham, It fliall to'th Barbars, with your beard. Pry- 
thee fay on : He*s for a ligge, or a tale of Baudry , or hee 
fleepes. Say on } come to Hecuha. 

1 .Play. But who, O wh 0, had feea the inobled Queen. 

Ham, The inobled Qucene ? 

Pol. Thafs good : Inobled Queene is good. 

I. flay. Rub bare-foot vp and downe, 
Threatning the flame 

With BiiTon Rheurae : A clout about that head. 
Where late the Diadem ftood, and for a Robe 
About her lanke aad all ore-teamed Loines, 
A blanket in th* Alarum offeare caught vp. 
Who this had feene, with tongue in Venome fteep*d, 
'Gainft Fortunes State, would Tcealbn haue- pronounced? 
But if the Gods themfeluet did fee her thea. 
When fhe faw Pyrrbm make malicious fport 
In mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbea, 
The inftant Burft of Clamour that fhe made 
(VnlefTe things mortall moue them not at all) 
Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Heauen, 
And pafTion in the God«. 

Pol. Looke where he ha*« not turnM his colour , and 
ha*s teares in*s eyes. Pray you no more. 

Ham, *Tis well, He haue thee fpeake out the reft, 
foone. Good my Lord, will you fee the Players wel be- 
ftow*d. Do ye heare, let them be well vs*d ; for they are 
the Abftradts and breefe Chronicles of the time. After 
your death, you were better haue a bad Epiuph, then 
their ill report while you liued. 

Pol, My Lord, I will vfe them according to their de- 
fart. 

Ham, Gods body kins man, better. Vfe euerie man 
after his defart, and who fkould fcape whipping : vfe 
them after your own Honor and Dignity. The leffc they 
deferue, the more merit is in your bountie. Take them 
in. 

Pol, Come firs. Emt folon. 

Ham, Follow him Friends:wee*l heare a play to mor- 
row. Doft thou heare me old Friend, can you play the 
murther of Qon%ago ? 

Play, I my Lord. 

Ham, Wee'l ha't to morrow night. You could for a 
need ftudy a fpeech of fome dofen or fixteene lines, which 
I would fet downe,and infert in'tf Could ye not? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you 
mock him not. My good Friends, He leaue you til night 
you are welcome to Eljonovnr ? 



Rofin, Good my Lord. Exeunt, 

^Marut Hamlet, 

Ham. I fo, God buy*ye : Now I am alone. 
Oh what a Rogue and Pefant flaue am I ? 
Is it not monftrous that this Player heerc. 
But in a Fixion,tn a dreame of Paffion, 
Could force his foule fo to his whole conceit. 
That from her working, all his vifage warm*d ; 
Teares i« his eyes, diftrafiion in*s Afpe^, 
A broken voyce,and his whole Fundion fuidng 
With Formes, to his Conceit ? And all for nothing? 
YorHHubat 

What* s Hecuba to him,or he to Hecuba^ 
That he fhould weepe for her? What would he doe. 
Had he the Motiue and the Cue for pafTion 
That I haue ? He would drowne the Suge with teares, 
Arid cleaue the generall eare with horrid fpeech : 
Make mad the guilty, and apale the free. 
Confound the ignorant, and amace indeed, 
The very faculty of Eyes and Eares. Yet 1, 
A dull and muddy-mctled Rafcall,peake 
Like lohn a-dreames, vnpregnant of my caufe. 
And can fay nothing : No, not for a King, 
Vpon whofe property, and raoft deere life, 
A damn*d defieate was made. Am I a Coward ? 
Who calles me Villained breakes my pate a-crofSe? 
Pluckes off my Beard, and blowes it in my face^ 
Tweakes me by*th*Nofe/ giues me the Lye i^ih'Throitt, 
As decpe as to the Lungs? Who does me this? 
Ha? Why I fliould take it : for it cannot be, 
But I am Pigeon-Liuer*d,and lacke Gall 
To make Oppreflion bitter, or ere this, 
I fliould haue fitted all the Region Kites 
With this Slaues Offill, bloudy : a Bawdy villaioe, 
RemorfelefTc, Treacherous, Letcherous, iundles viU^ne 1 
Oh Vengeance ! 

Who? What an AfTe am I ? I fuie, this it moft braoe, 
That I, the Sonne of the Deere murthened, 
Prompted to my Reuenge by Heauen,and Hell, 
Muft (like a Whore) vnpacke my heart with wonk, 
And fill a Curfing like a very Drab, 
A Scullion? Fye vpon*t : Fob. About my Braine. 
I haue heard, that guilty Creatunes fitting at a Play, 
Haue by the very cunning of the Scoene, 
Bene ftrookc fo to the foule, that prefentlf 
They haue proclaimed their Malefadions. 
For Murther, though it haue no tongue, will fpeake 
With moft myraculous Organ. lie haue thcfc Players, 
Play fomething like the murder of my Father, 
Before mine Vnkle. lie obferue his lookes. 
He tent h<m to the quicke : If he but blench 
I know my courie. The Spirit that 1 haue feene 
May be the Diuell, and the Diuel hath power 
T^afTume a pleafing fhape, yea and perhapa 
Out of my Weakneife, and my Melancbolly, 
As he is very potent with fuch Spirits, 
Abufes me to damne me. He haue grounds 
More Relatiue then this : The Play's the thing, 
Wherein He catch the Confcience of the King. EA 

Enur Kingf Queene ^ PtJonhUy Ophelia^ 1^ 
fincramce^ Guildenfiem, and Lordi, 

King. And can you by no drift of circumftance 
Get from him why he puts on this Confufion : 
Grating fo harflily all his dayet of quiet 
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 

"Rofin. He does confeflfe he feeles himfelfe diftradted, 
But from what caufe he will by no meanes fpeake. 

Gu'iL Nor do we finde him forward to be founded. 
But with a crafty MadncflTe keepes aloofe : 
When we would bring him on to fome Confeflion 
Of his true ftatc. 

Qu. Did be receiue you well? 

Rofia. Moft like a Gentleman. 

Guild, But with much f^^cing of hi» difpofition. 

Kafa. Niggard of queftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Slu. Did you aflay him to Iny paftime ? 

Kofn» Madam, it fo fell out, that certaine Players 
We ore-wrought on the way : of thefe we told him^ 
And there did feeme in him a kindeof ioy 
To heare of k : They are about the Court, 
And (as I thinke) they haue already order 
This night to play before him. 

Po/. Tm moft true: 
And he bcfeechM me to intreate your Maieftiet 
To heare, and fee the matter. 

A^MTf .With all my heart, and it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclined. Good Gentlemen, 
Giue him a further edge, and driue his purpofe on 
To thefe delights. 

R<^, We (hall my Lord. txtunt. 

King. Sweet QtrUudt leaue vs too. 
For we haue clofely fent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may there 
Affront Ophelia, Her Father.and my felfe(lawful efpials) 
Will fo beftow our felues, that feeing vnfeene 
We may of their encounter frankely iudge, 
And gather by him, as he is behaued, 
Ift be th*arfli£lion of his loue,or no. 
That thus he fuffers for.* 

Qu. 1 (hall obey you. 
And for your part Opbelia^ I do wi(h 
That your good Beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildenefle : fo (hall I hope your Vertnes 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe, 
To both your Honors. 

Of be. Madam, I wifli it may. 

Al. Ofbellay walke you heere. Gracious fo pleafe ye 
We will beftow our felues : Rcade on this booke. 
That ihew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelinefle. We are oH too blame in this, 
*Tis too much prou*d, that with Deuotions vifage, 
And pious Action, we do furge o*re 
The dioell himfelfe. 

King. Oh *tis true : 
How imart a lafh that fpeech doth giue my Confcience ? 
The Harlots Cheeke beautied with plaiftVmg Art 
Is not more vgly to the thing that helpes it. 
Then is my deede, to my moft painted word. 
Oh heauie burthen ! 

Pd. I heare him comming, let's withdraw my Lord. 

Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the Queftion : 
Whether 'tis Nobler in the minde to fuffcr 
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Armes againft a Sea of troubles, 
And by oppofing end them : to dye, to fleepe 
No more ; and by a fleepe, to fay we end 
The Heart-ake, and the thoufand Naturall fhockes 
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That Flefli is heyre too ? *Tis a confiimmation 

Deuoutly to be wiih*d. To dye to fleepe, 

To fleepe, perchance to Dreame ; 1, there*8 the rub, 

For in that fleepe of death, what dreames may come. 

When we haue fliufflel'd off this mortall coile, 

Muft giue vs pawfe. There*s the refpcdl 

That makes Calamity of fo long lift : 

For who would beare the Whips and Scornes of time. 

The OpprefTors wrong, the poore mans Contumely, 

The pangs of difpria'd Loue, the Lawes delay, 

The infolence of Office, and the Spurnes 

That patient merit of the irnworthy takes. 

When he himfelfe might his ^/r/M make 

With a bare Bodkin ? Who would thefe Fardles beare 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life, 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifcouered Countrey, from whofe Borne 

No Traueller retumes, Putels the will. 

And makes vs rather beare thofe illes we haue. 

Then flye to others that we know not of. 

Thus Confcience does make Cowards of vs ally 

And thus the Natine hew of Refolution 

Is ficklied o*re, with the pale caft of Thought, 

And enterprises of great pith and moment, 

With this regard their Currants turne away, 

And loofe the name of AAion. Soft you now, 

The Aire Ophelia f Nimph, in thy OrizoDS 

Be all my unnes remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, 
How does your Honor for this many a day? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you : well, well, well. 

Ophe. My Lord, I haue Remembrances of yours, 
That I haue longed long to re-deliuer. 
I pray you now, receiue them. 

Ham. No, no, I neuer gaue you ought. 

Ophe. My honor*d Lord, I know right well you did, 
And with them words of fo fweet breath compos*d, 
As made the things more rich, then perfume left : 
Take thefe againe, for to the Noble minde 
Rich gifts wax poore, when giuers proue vnkinde. 
There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha : Are you honeft|? 

Ophe. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire ? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lordfhip ? 

Ham. That if you be honeft and faire, your Hon efty 
fhould admit no difcourfe to your Beautie. 

Ophe. Could Beautie my Lord, haue better Comerce 
then your Honeftie ? 

Ham, I trulie : for the power of Beautie, will fooner 
transforme Honeftie from what it is, to a Bawd, then the 
force of Honeftie can tranflate Beautie into his likeneflc. 
This was fometime a Paradox, but now the time giues it 
proofe, I did loue you once. 

Ophe, Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeue fo. 

Ham. You fhould not haue beleeued me. For vertue 
cannot fo innocculate our old ftocke, but we fhall rellifli 
of it. 1 loued yoVi not. 

Ophe. I was the more deceiued. 

Ham. Get thee to a Nunnerie. Why would*ft thou 
be a breeder of Sinners ? I am my felfe indifferent honeft, 
but yet I could accufe me of fuch things, that it were bet- 
ter my Mother had not borne me. I am very prowd, re- 
uengefull, Ambitious, with more offences at my becke, 
then I haue thoughts to put them in imagination, to giue 
them fhape,or time to adle them in. What fhould fuch 
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Fellowes as I do, crawling betweene Heauen and Earth. 
We are arrant Knaues all, beleeue none of vs. Goe thy 
wayes to a Nunnery. Where's your Father ? 

Oj^bt, At home, my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be ihut vpon him, that be may 
play the Foole no way, but in's owne houfe. Farewell. 

Ofbe, O hclpe him, you fweet Heauens. 

ham. If thou docft Marry, He giue thee this Plague 
for thy Dowrie.Be thou as chad as Ice, as pure as Sno\y, 
thou ihalt not efcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery. 
Go, Farewell. Or if thou wilt needs Marry, marry a fool : 
for Wife men know well enough, what monfters you 
make of them. To a Nunnery go, and quickly too. Far- 
well. 

Ofhe. O hcauenly Powers, rcilore hiixi. 

Ham. I haue heard of your pratlings too wel enough. 
God has giuen you one pace, and you make your fel/e an- 
other.you gidge,you amble, and you lifpe, and nickname 
Gods creatures, and make your WantonnelTe, your Ig- 
norance.Go too, lie no more on't, it hath made me mad. 
I fay, we will haue no more Marriages. Thofe that ace 
married already, all but one ihall ijue, the reft ihall keep 
as they are. To a Nunnery, go. £.xit Hamlet . 

Ophe. O what a Noble minde is heere o*re-throwne ? 
The Courtiers, Soldiers, Schollers ; Eye, tongue, fword, 
Th'expe^anfie and Rofe of the faire State, 
The glaffe of Fafliion, and the mould of Forme, 
Th'obferu*d of all Obferuers, quite, quite downe. 
Haue I of Ladies moft deie^l and wretched. 
That fuckM the Honie of Jhis Muficke Vowes : 
Now fee that Noble, and moft Soueraigne Reafon, 
Like fweet Bels iangled outof tune,and harfli. 
That vnmatch*d Forme and Feature of blowne you^h, 
Blafted wirh extafie. Oh woe is me, 
T'haue feene what I haue feene : fee what J[ fee. 

Enter King, and Poloniui. 

King. Loue ? His affedlions do not that way tend, 
Nor what he fpake. though it lackM Forme a little. 
Was not like Madneflfe. There's fomething in his foule ? 
O're which his Mclancholly fits on brood. 
And I do doubt the hatch, and the difclofe 
Will be fome danger, which to preuent 
I haue in quicke determination 
Thus fet it downe. He ihall with (peed to England 
For the demand of our neglected Tribute : 
Haply the Seas and Countries different 
With variable Obieds, ihall expell 
This fomething fetled matter in his heart : 
Whereon his Braines ftill beating, puts him thus 
From fafliion of himfelfe. What thinke you on't? 

ToL It (hall do well. But yet do I beleeue 
The Origin and Commencement of this greefe 
Sprung from neglc^ed loue. How now Ophelia? 
You needc not tell vs, what Lord Hamlet faide, 
We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleafe, 
But if you hold it fit after the Play, 
Let his Queene Mother all alone intreat him 
To fliew his Greefes : let her be round with him, 
And He be plac'd fb, pleafe you in the eare 
Of all their Conference. If flie finde him not. 
To England fend him : Or confine him where 
Your wifedome beft fhall thinke. 

King. It fhall be fo : 
Madneffe in great Ones, muft not vnwatch*d go. 
Exeunt. 



Enter Hamlet ^and two or three of the Playtrs. 

Ham. Spcakc the Speech I pray you, as I pronou«c*d 
it to you trippingly on the Tongue : But if you mouth it, 
as many, of your Players do,, I had as Hue the Town-Cryer 
had fpoke my Lines : Nor do not faw the A)rre too much 
your hand thus, but vfe all gently } fox in the verie Tor- 
rent, Tempcft, and (as I may fay) the Whirle-winde of 
Paflion, yau muft acquire and beget a Temperance that 
may giue it ^moothneffe. O it offends mee to the Soule, 
to fee a robuftious Pery-wig-pated Fellow, teare a Paffi- 
on to tatters, to verie rag^s, to fplit the eares of the 
Groundlings: who {^for the moft part) arc capeable of 
nothing, but ioexflicable dumbe fhewes,& noife:I couU 
haue fuch a Fellow whipt.for oVe-doing Termagant : it 
o\xt-Herod*s Herod. Pray you aucid it. 

Player, I warrant your Honor. 

Ham. Be not too tame ncyther : but let your owne 
Difcretion be your Tutor. Sute the Adion to the Word, 
the Word to the Action, with this fpeciall obfenunce: 
That you ore-ftop not the modeftie of Nature \ fox anj 
thing fo ouer-done, is frd the purpofe of Playing, wbofe 
end both at the firft and now, was and is, to hold as 'twcr 
the Mirrour vp.to Nature; to fhew Vertue her owne 
Feature, Scoroe her owne Image, and the verie Age and 
Bodie of the Time, his forme and prefTure. Now, th» 
ouer-done, or come tardie off, though it make the vnskil- 
fuU laugh, cannot but make the iudiciotu greeue; The 
cenfure of the which One, muft in your allowance o're- 
way a whole Theater of Otherf. Oh, there bee Playen 
that I haue feene Play, .and iieard Qthecs praife, and that 
highly (not to fpeake.it prophanely) that neythcr haoing 
the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriflian, Pagan, 
or Norman, haue fo ftrutted and bellowed, that I haue 
thought fome of Natures louerney-men had made men, 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity fo ab- 
hominably. 

flay, I hope we haue reform*d that indifFerentlj with 
Ts, Sir. 

Ham. O reforme it altogether. And let thofe that 
play your Clownes, fpeake no more then is fet downe for 
them. For there be of them, that will themfelues laagb, 
to fet on fome quantitie of barren Spe^^ators to laugh 
too, though in the meane time, fome neceflary QueftioD 
of the Play be then to be confideced : that's Villanoos,& 
fhewes a moft pittifull Ambition in the Foole that vfes 
it. Go make you xeadie. Exit PUyen. 

Bntrr Pohnius^ ^opncrance^and Gmildoiftgrmt. 

How now my Lord, 

Will the King hearc this peece of Worke? 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that pre(ently. 

Ham. Bid ,the Players make haft. ExU Polomm. 

Will you two helpe to haften them ? 

^th. We will my Lord. ExopH. 

Enter Horatio, 

Ham. What hoa, Horatio ? 

Hora. Heere fweet Lord, at your Scruice. 

Ham, Horatio, thou art eene as iuft a man 
As ere my Conuerfation coap'd withalL 

Hora, O my deere Lord. 

Ham. Nay, do not thinke I flatter ; 
For what adnancement may I hope from thee. 
That no Reuennew haft, but thy good fpirits 
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ic cloath thee. Why (hold the poor be flatter*d ? 
he Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe, 
oke the pregnant Hindgcs of the knee, 
:hrift may follow fainlng ? Doft thou heare, 
J deere Soule was Miftns of my choyfe, 
lid of men di(lingui(h, her ^le^ion 
kl'd thee for her £c\ft. For thou haft bene 
in fufFering all, that fuffers nothing, 
that Fortunes buffets, and Rewards 
ine with equall Thankes. And bieft are thofe. 
Blood and ludgement are fo well co-mingled, 
ey are not a Pipe for Fortunes fingec, 
d what ftop fhe pleafe. Giue me that man, 
sot Paifions Slaue, and I will weare him 
learts Core: I, in my Heart of heart, 
thee. Something too much of this. 
I a Play to night before the King, 
ene of it comes neere the Circumftance 
1 haue told thee, of my Fathers death. 
e, when thou fee'ft that A6te a-foot, 
ith the verie Comment of my Soule 

mine Vnkle : If his occulted guilt, 
it felfe vnkennell in one fpeech, 
imned Ghoft that we haue feene : 
' Imaginations are as foule 
ans^tythe. Giue him needfull note, 
ine eyes will riuet to his Face : 
er we will both our iudgements ioyne, 
lire of his feeming. 

Well my Lord, 
ale ought the whU*ft this Play is Playing, 
pe detediing, I will pay the Theft. 

Kmg, Queene^ Po/onius, Opbtiia, Rofincranct^ 
Juildtnjierni^ and other Lords attendant ^mtb 
bit Guard carrying Torches. Danijh 
March, Sound a Flourijh, 

They are comming to the Play : I muft be idle, 
a place. 
, How fires our Cofin HamUt ? 

Excellent Ifaith, of the Camelions dilh : I eate 
e promife-cramm^d, you cannot feed Capons fo. 
. 1 haue nothing with this anfwer HamUty tbe(e 
« not mine. 

. No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once 
jerfity , you fay ? 
.That I did my Lord, and was accounted a good 

And what did you enadi ? 
I did tmet JuJim C^/ar, I was kilPd i*th*Capitol t 
jirdjne. 

It was a bruite part of him, to kill fo Capitall a 
:re. Be the Players ready ? 

I my Lord, they ftay vpon your patience. 
Come l\ither my good Hamlet ^ fit by me. 
No good Mother, here*s Mettle more attra^iue. 
Oh ho, do you marke that / 

Ladie, ihall I lye ia your Lap ? 

No my Lord. 

I meane, my Head vpon your Lap P 

I my Lord. 

Do you thinke I meant Country matters? 

I thinke nothing, my Lord. 
That's a faire thought to ly between Maids legs 

What is my Lord i 



Ham. Nothing. 

Of>h€. You are merrici my Lord ? 

Ham, Who I? 

Opbe, I my Lord. 

Ham. Oh God, your onely ligge-maker; what (hould 
a man do, but be merrie. For looke you how cheereflil- 
ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed withrn*t two 
Houres. 

Of>be. Nay, *tis twice two moneths,my Lord. 

Ham. So long? Nay then let the Diuel weare blacke, 
for He haue a fuite of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye two >m». 
neths ago, and not forgotten yet ? Then there's hope, a 
great mans Memorie, may out-liue his life Jialfe a yeare : 
But byrlady he muft builde Churches then : or elfe (hall 
he fuffer not thinking on* with the Hoby-hoHTe, whofc 
Epiuph is. For o, For o, the Hoby-horfe is forgot. 

Hohoyes piay. Tbt dumbtjhew enters . 
Enter a King and S^ueene^ very louingly } the Slueene emhra- 
cing him. She l^peeles ^and maizes fiern of Protejiation vnto 
him. He tai^s her vp , and declines hit head vbon her nec(. 
Layesbim dovrne vpon a Banl^e of Flowers, ^feeing him 
a-fUepe^ leaues him. Anon comes in a Fellow, taJ^s of bu 
Crowne^ ^iffes it ,and powres poyjon in the Kings eares, and 
Exits. The Slueene returnes , fndes the King dead, and 
mai(es pajponate A^ion, The Poyfoner^ with jome two or 
three chutes comes Jn againe, feeming to lament with her. 
The dead body i carried away : The P<yfoner fVooes the 
Sltuene with Gifts, Jbe Jeemes loath and vnwilling awhile, 
but in the end,accepts Iw hue. Exeunt 

Opbe, What meanes this, my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry this is Miching e^alicbo, that meanes 
Mifcheefe. 

Opbe. Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the 
Play? 

Ham. We (hall know by thefe Fellowes : the Players 
cannot keepe counfell, they'l tell all. 

Opbe. Will they tell vs what this fhew meant? 

Ham. I, or any fhew that you'l fhew him. Bee not 
you aihim*d to fhew, hee'l not fhame to tell you what it 
meanes. 

Opbe. You are naught, you are naught, lie marke the 
Play. 

Enter Proline, 
For vs, and for our 'Tragedie, 
Hetre ftooping to your uemencie : 
JVe begge your bearing Patient lie. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the Poefie of a Ring ? 

Opbe. *Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As Womaas loue. 

Enter King and bit Queene. 

King.Y\A\ thirtie times hath Phoebus Cait gon round, 
Neptunes fait Wafh, and Tellm Orbed ground : 
And thirtie dozen Moones with borrowed iheene, 
About list World haue times twelue thirties beene. 
Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comutuall,in moft facred Bands. 

^ap. So many iournies may the Sunne and Moone 
Make vs againe count oVe, ere loue be done. 
But woe is me, you are fo ficke of late. 
So farre from cheere,and from your forme ftate, 
That I diftrufl you : yet though I diftruft, 
Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muft : 
For womens Feare and Loue, hulds quantities 
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In neither ought, or in extremity : 

Now what my loue is, proofe hath made you know, 

And as my Loue is fiz'd, my Feare is fo. 

King, Faith I muft leaue thee Loue, and (hortly too : 
My operant Powers my Fun^ions leauc to do : 
And thou ihalt liuc in this fiire world behinde, 
Honour*d, belou'd, and haply, one as kinde. 
For Husband flialt thou 

Bat. Oh confound the reft : 
Such Loue, muft needs be Treafon in my breft : 
In fecond Husband , let me be accurft, 
None wed the fecond, but who kill'd the firft.' 

Ham, Wormwood, Wormwood. 
^apt. The inftinces that fecond Marriage moue, 
Are bafe refpedb of Thrift, but none of Loue. 
A fecond time, I kill my Husband dead, 
When (econd Husband kiflfes me in Bed. 

King. I do beleeue you. Think what now you fpeak t 
But what we do determine, oft we breake : 
Purpofe it but the (laue to Memorie, 
Of violent Birth, but poore validitie: 
Which now like Fruite vnripe ftickes on the Tree, 
But fall vnftiaken, when they mellow bee. 
Moft necefTary *tis, that we forget 
To pay our felues, what to our felues is debt : 
What to our felues in pafTion we propofe, 
The paf!ion ending, doth the purpofe lofe. . 
The violence of other Greefe or loy. 
Their owne ennadtors with themfelues deftroy : 
Where loy moft Reuels, Greefe doth moft lament \ 
Greefe ioyes, loy greeues on flender accident. 
This world is not for aye, nor *tis not ftrange 
That euen our Loues (hould with our Fortunes change. 
For 'tis a queftion left vs yet to proue. 
Whether Loue lead Fortune,or elfe Fortune Loue. 
The great man downe, you marke his fauourites flies, 
The poore aduanc*d, makes Friends of Enemies : 
And hitherto doth Loue on Fortune tend. 
For who not needs, fliall neuer lacke a Frend : 
And who in want a hollow Friend doth try, 
DireAly feafons him his Enemie. 
But orderly to end, where I begun. 
Our Willes and Fates do fo contrary run, 
That our Deuices ftill are ouerthrowne, 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne. 
So thinke thou wilt no fecond Husband wed . 
But die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 

^ap. Nor Earth to giue me food, nor Heauen light, 
Sport and repofe locke from me day and night : 
Each oppofite that blankes the face of ioy, 
Meet what I would haue well, and it deftroy ; 
Both heere, and hence, purfue me lafting ftrife. 
If once a Widdow, euer I be Wife. 

Ham, If ftie fliould breake it now. 

King. ""Tis deepely fworne : 
Sweet, leaue me heere a while, 
My fpirits grow dull, and ^ine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleepe. 

Qu^. Sleepe rocke thy Braine, Sfeepes 

And neuer come mifchance betweene vs twalne. Exit 

Ham. Madam, how like you this Play ? 

Qu. The Lady protefts to much me thinkes. 

Ham. Oh but fhec'l keepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard the Argument, is there no Of- 
fence in*t ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but left, poyfon in left, no Of- 



fence i*th* world. 

King. What do you call the Play ? 

Ham. The Moufe-trap : Marry how? Tropically : 
This Play is the Image of a murder done in y'lenna: Qw- 
%ago is the Dukes name, his wife ^aptifta : you (hall fee 
anon ; *tis a knauifh pecce of worke : But what o'tbat ? 
Your Maieftie, and wee that haue free foules, it toachei 
vs not : let the galld iade winch tour withers are vnrung. 

Enter Lucianiu . 
This is one Lucianus nephew to the King. 

Opbe. You are a good Chorus, my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your looc: 
if I could fee the Puppets dallying. 

Otbt, You are keene my Lord, yon are keene. 

Ham, It would coft you a groaning, to take off mj 
edge. 

Opb€. Sdll better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake Husbands. 
Begin Murderer; Pox, leaue. thy damnable Faces, and 
begin. Come, the croaking Rauen doth bellow for Re- 
uenge. 

Lueian. Thoughts blacke, hands apt, 
Drugges fit, and Time agreeing : 
Confederate feafon, elfc, no Creature feeing : 
Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weeds colleded, 
With Hecats Ban, thrice blafted, thrice infeded, 
Thy natural! Magicke,and dire propertie, 
On whdfome life, vfurpe immediately. 

Povpres the poyfon in bit eara . 

Ham. He poyfons him i'th'Garden fbr*s eftate : His 
name's Gonzago : the Story is extant and writ in choyce 
Italian. You ftiall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
loue of Gonzago*s wife. 

Opbe. The King rifes. 

Ham. What; frighted with falfe fire. 

Qu. How fares my Lord ? 

Poi. Giue o're the Play. 

King. Giue me fome Light. Away. 

^//. Lights, Lights, Lights. Exeunt 

Manet Hamlet & Horatio. 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere go wcepc, 
The Hart vngallcd play : 
For fome muft watch, while fome muft fleepe ; 
So runnet the world away. 

Would not this Sir, and a Forreft of Feathers, if the reft of 
my Fortunes turne Turke with mej with two Prouinciall 
Rofes on my rac*d Shooes, get me a Fellowfhip in a crie 
of Players fir. 

Hor. Halfe a fhare. 

Ham. A whole one I, 
For thou doft know : Oh Damon deere, 
This Realme difmantled was of loue himfelfe, 
And now reignes heere. 
A verie verie Paiocke. 

Hora. You might haue Rim'd. 

Ham. Oh good Horatio, He take the Ghofts word for 
a thoufand pound. Did'ft perceiue ? 

Hora. Verie well my Lord. 

Ham. Vpon the taike of the poyfoning? 

Hora. I did verie well note him. 

Enter Rofincrance and Gtuldenjieme. 

Ham.Oh^hzi Come fome Mufick.Come y Recorders: 
For if the King like not the Comedie, 
Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 
Come fome Muficke. 

Guild. Good my Lord, vouchfjfe me a word with you. 

Ham- 
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Ham, Sir, a whole Hlftory. 
Qtald. The King, fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

GtdU, Is in hit retyrement, maniellous diftemperM, 

Ham. With drinke Sir; 

^uild. No my Lord, rather with choller. 

Ham. Your wifcdome fliould fiiew it felfe more ri- 
cher, to fignifie this to his Dodor: for for me to put him 
to his Purgation, would perhaps plundge him into farre 
more Choller. 

Guild. Good my Lord put your dilcourfe into fome 
firame,and fbrt not fo wildely from my affayre. 

Ham. I am tame Sir, pronounce. 

Gtuld. The Queene your Mother, in moft great aflfli- 
^on of fpirit, hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Giald. Nay, good my Lord, this courtefie is not of 
the right breed. If it ihall pleafe you to make me a whol- 
fome anfwer, I will doe your Mothen command*ment : 
if not, your pardon, and my returne (hall bee the end of 
my BufineflTe. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Gniid. What,myLord? 

Ham. Make you a wholfome anfwere : my wits dif- 
eas*d. But fir, fuch anfwers as I can make, you flial com- 
mand : or rather yoa fay, my Mother : thcrfbre no noore 
but to the matter. My Mother you fay. 

Rifii. Then thus (he fayes : your behauior hath ftroke 
her into amazement, and admiration. 

Ham, Oh wonderfuU Sonne, that can fo aftonifh a 
Mother. But is there no fequell at the heeles of this Mo- 
thers admiradon ? 

Rofin. She defires to fpeake with you in her Cloilet, 
ere yoo go to bed. 

Ham. We ihall obey, were (he ten tioaes our Mother. 
Haoe you any further Trade with vs ? 

Rofin, My Lord, you once did loue me. 

Ham, So I do ftill, by thefe pickers and fiealers. 

Rofu, Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diftem- 
perPYou do freely barre the doore of your owne Liber- 
tie, if you deny your greefes to your Friend. 

Ham. Sir I lacke Aduancement. 

Rafin. How can that be, when you haue the voycc of 
the King himfelfe, for your Succeflion in Denmarke ? 

Ham. I, but while the grafle growes, the Prouerbe is 
fomething mufty. 

Enter one with a Recorder. 
the Recorder. Let me fee, to withdraw with you, why 
do you go about to recouer the winde of mee, as if you 
would driue me into a toyle ? 

Guildf O my Lord, if my Dutie be too bold, my looe 
is too vnmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well vndexftand that. Will you play 
▼pon this. Pipe ? 

Guild. My Lord, I cannot • 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guild. Beleeue me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do befeech you. 

Quild, I know no touch of it, nay Lord. 

Ham. 'Tis as cafie as lying : gouerne thefe Ventiges 
with your finger and thumbe, giue it breath with your 
mouth, and it will difcourfe moft excellent Muficke. 
Looke you, thefe are the floppes. 

Guild. But thefe cannot I command to any ytterance 
of hermoiiy, I haue not the skill. 

Ham. Why looke you now, how vnworthy a thing 
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you make of me : you would play vpon mee ; you would 
feeme to know my ftops : you would pluck out the heart 
of my Myfterie } you would found mee from my loweft 
Note, to the top cf my Compafle: and there is much Mu- 
ficke, excellent Voice, in this little Organe, yet cannot 
yoo make it. Why do you thinke, that I am eafier to bee 
plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what Inflrument you will, 
though you can fret me, you cannot play Tpon me. God 
blefle yoa Sir. 

Enter Polonitu. 

Polon, My Lordjthe Queene would fpeak with you, 
and prefently. 

Ham. Do you fee that Clowd? that*s almoft in fhape 
like a Camell. 

Polony By*th*Mi(re, and it*s like a Camell indeed. 

Ham. Me thinkes it is like a Weazell. 

PoUn, It is backM like a Weazell. 

Ham. Or like a Whale/ 

Polon. Verie Uke a Whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my Mother, by and by : 
They foole me to the top of my bent. 
I will come by and by. 

Polon. I will fay fo. Exit. 

Ham. By and by, is eafily (aid. Leaue me Friends: 
*Tis now the verie witching time of night. 
When Churchyards yawne^and Hell it felfe breaths out 
Contagion to this world. Now could 1 drink hot blood, 
And do fuch bitter bufinefle as the day 
Would quake to looke on. Soft now, to my Mother : 
Oh Heart, loofe not thy Nature ; let not euer 
The Soule of Nero^ enter this firme bofome : 
Let me be crueli, not vnnaturall, 
I will fpeake Daggers to her, but vfe none : 
My Tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites. 
How in my words fomeuer fhe be (hent. 
To giue them Seales, neuer my Soule confent. 

Enter King, Ro/Sncrance^ and Guildenfterne, 

King. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with tc, 
To let liis madnelTe range. Therefore prepare you, 
I your Commiflion will forthwith difpatch, 
And he to England fhall along with you : 
The termes of our eftate, may not endure 
Hazard fo dangerous as doth hourely grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild. We will our felues prooide : 
Moft holie and Religious feare it is 
To keepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
That Hue and feede vpon your Maieftie. 

Rofin. Tbefingle 
And peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and Armour of the minde. 
To keepe it felfe ^m noyance : but much more, 
That Spirit, vpon whofe fpirit depends and refts 
The Hues of many, the ceafe of Maieftie 
Dies not alone; but like a Gulfe doth draw 
What*s neere it, with it. It is a maflie wheele 
Fixt on the Soronet of the higheft Mount, 
To whofe huge Spoakes, ten thoufand lefler things 
Are mortiz*d and adioyn'd : which when it falles. 
Each fmall annexnoent, pettie confequence 
Attends the boyftrous Ruine. Neuer alone 
Did the King fighe, but with a generall grone. 

King. Arme you, I pray you to this fpeedie Voyage ; 
For we will Fetters put vpon this feare, 

p p Which 



270 



T^he Tragedie of Hamlet. 



Which now goes too free-footed. 

Both, We will hafle vs. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter Polonm. 

Pol. My Lord, he's going to his Mothers ClolTet: 
Behinde the Arras lie conuey my felfe 
To heare the 'ProceflTe. He warrant flieeM tax him home, 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 
*Tis meete that fome more audience then a Mother, 
Since Nature makes them pardall, fliould o*re-heare 
The fpeech of vantage. Fare you well my Liege, 
He cjU vpon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what I know. 

King. Thankes dcerc my Lord. 
Oh my offence is ranke, it fmels to heauen, 
It hath the primall elded curfe vpon*t, 
A Brothers murther. Pray can 1 not. 
Though inclination be as iharpe as will: 
My ftronger guilt, defeats my ftrong intent. 
And like a man to double bufineflTe bound, 
I ftand in paufe where I ihall fird begin, 
And both neglect \ what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with Brothers blood, 
Is there not Raine enough in the fweet Heaaens 
To walh it white as Snow ? Whereto ferues mercy, 
But to confront the vifage of Offence ? 
And what's in Prayer, but this two- fold force, 
To be fore-ftallcd ere we come to fall. 
Or pardon'd being downe ? Then He looke vp. 
My &ult is paft. But oh, what forme of Prayer 
Can ferue my turne? Forgiueme my foule Murther: 
That cannot be, fince I am ftill poffefl 
Of thofe effe£b for which I did the Murther. 
My Crowne, mine owne Ambition, and my Queene: 
May one be pardon- d, and reuine th*offence ? 
In the corrupted currants of this world. 
Offences gilded hand may fhoue by luflice. 
And oft 'tis feene, the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law; but 'tis not fo aboue. 
There is no (huffling, there the Action lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our felues compell'd. 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 
To giuc in euidence; What then ? What re(h ? 
Try what Repentance can. What can it notf 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 
Oh wretched flate ! Oh bofome, blacke as death ! 
Oh limed foule, that ftrugling to be free. 
Art more ingag'd : Helpe Angels, make affay : 
Bowftubborne knees, and heart with firings of Steele, 
Be foft as finewesof the new-borne Babe^ 
All may be well. 

Enter Hamlet, 

Ham, Now might I do it pat, now he is praying. 
And now He doo't, and fo he goes to Heauen, 
And fo am I reueng'd : that would be fcann'd, 
A Villaine killes my Father, and for that 
I his foule Sonne, do this fame Villaine fend 
To heauen. Oh this ishyre and Sallery,not Reuenge. 
He tooke my Father groffely, full of bread. 
With all his Crimes broad blowne,as frefh as May, 
And how his Audit flands,who knowes,faue Heauen: 
But in our circumfbuice and courfe of thought 
Tis heauie with him : and am 1 then reueng'd. 
To take him in the purging of his Soule, 
When he is fit and feafon'd for his paflage ? No. 
Vp Sword,and know thou a more horrid hent 



When he is drunke afleepe : or in hi» Rage, 
Or in th'incefluous pleafure of his bed,^ 
At gaming, fwearing,or about fbme a^ 
That ha's no rellifh of Saluation in't. 
Then trip him, that his heeles may kicke at Heauen, 
And that his Soule may be as damn'd aud blacke 
As Hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ffaiyes. 
This Phyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes. Em 

King, My words flye vp,my -thoughts remain belov 
Words without thoughts, neuer to Heauen go» Exi 

Enter ^^ueene and PolontM. 

Pol, He will come fbaight : 
Looke you lay home to him. 

Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to beare with 
And that your Grace hath fcree*nd,and ftoode between 
Much heate,and him. He filence ne e'ene heere: \ 
Pray you be round with him. 

Ham.witbin, Mother, mother, mother. 

Qy, He warrant you, feare me not. 
Withdraw, I heare him comming. 
Enter Hamlet. 

Ham, Now Mother, what's the matter ? 

Qu. Hamlet^ thou haft thy Father much offended. 

Ham, Mother, you haue my Father much ofiended. 

^. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you queftion with an idle tongue. 

^. Why how now Hamlet t 

Ham. Whats the matter now ? 

Slu. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the Rood, not (b : 
You are the Queene, your Husbands Brothers wife, 
But would you were not fo. You are my Mother. 

Qu. Nay, then He fet thofe to you tkat can fpeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, you fhall not 
boudge : 

You go not till I fet you vp 1 glaife. 
Where you may fee the inmoft part of you ? 

Qu, What wilt thou do? thou vrilt not mufther nu 
Helpe, helpe,hoa. 

Pol, What hoa, helpe, helpe, helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducate,dead. 

Pol. Oh I am flaine. KilUs Pekn'm 

Qu, Oh me, what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Qu. Oh what a rafh,and bloody deed is thi»? 

Ham, A bloody deed, almoft as bad good Mother, 
As kill a King, and marrie with his Brother. 

Qu. As kill a King ? 

Ham. I Lady, 'twas my word. 
Thou wretched, raih, intruding foole farewell, 
I tooke thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune, 
Thou find'ft to be too bufie, is fome danger. 
Leaue wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downe. 
And let me wring your heart, for io \ fhall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuffe; 
If damned Cuftome haue not bras'd it Coy 
That it is proofe and bulwarke againft Senfe. 

X^. What haue I done, that thou dar'fl wag thy toBj 
In noife fo rude againft me? 

Ham. Such an Aa 
That blurres the grace and blufh of Modeflie, 
Cals Vertue Hypocrite, ukes offthe Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent loue^ 
And makes a blifter there. Makes marriage towci 
As falfe as Dicers Oathes. Oh fuch a deed. 
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m the body of Contraction pluckes 
cry foule, and fweete Religibn makes 
idie of words. Heauens face doth glow, 
ris fblidity and compound mafle, 
triftfiill vifage as agafnfl the doomc> 
tght-ficke at the a^. 

Aye me ; what adi, that roares fo lowd, $e thun- 

tbe Index. 

». Looke heere vpon this Pidure, and on this, 
>unterfet prefentment of two Brothers : 
lat a grace was feated on his Brow, 
MVf cnrles, the front of loue himfelfe, 
e like Mars, to threaten or command 
ion, like the Herald MercuHe 
ighted on a heauen-kifling hill : 
nbination, and a forme indeed, 
t euery God did feeme to fet his Seale, 
le the world aflurance of a man. 
ras your Husband. Looke you now what fbllowes. 
is your Husband, like af Mildew'd eare 
g his wholfom breath. Haue you eyes ? 
you on this Aire Mountaine leaue to feed, 
atten on this Moore ? Ha f Haue you eyes ? 
annot call it Loue : For at your age, 
ey-day in the blood is tame, it*s humble, 
raites vpon the Judgement : and what Judgement 
I ftep from this, to this > What diuell was't, 
iius hath coufend you at hoodman-blinde ? 
me ! where is thy Blufli ? Rebellious Hell, 

I canft mutine in a Matrons bones, 
ning youth, let Vertue be as waxe, 

lelt in her owne fire. Proclaime no Aame, 
the compulfiue Ardure giues the charge, 
Froil it felfe, as a^uely doth burne, 
aibn panders Will. 
. O Hamlet^ fpeake no more. 
turn*fl mine eyes into my very foule, 
bere I fee fuch blacke and grained fpots, 

II not ieaue their Tind. 
n. Nay, but to Hue 

ranke fweat of an enfeamed bed, 

in Corruption ; honying and makmg loue 

he naiiy Stye. 

. Oh fpeake to me, no inore, 

words like Daggers enter in mine earet. 

>re fweet Hamlet, 

n. A Murderer, and a Yillaine : 

le, that is not twentieth' patt the tythe 

ir precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 

porfe of the Empire and the Rule. 

Tom a {helfe,the precious Diadem flole, 

ut it in his Pocket. 

I. No more. 

Enter Obofi. 

R. A King of (hreds arid patches. 

ae ; and houer o*re me with your wings 

leauenly- Guards. What would yoa gracious figure? 

f. Alashe*s mad. * 

Mr. Do you not con^e your tardy Sonne to chide, 

aps*t in Time and PalTion, lets go by 

portant a^ng of your dread command ? Oh fay. 

i/f . Do not forget : this Vifitation 

to whet thy almoft blunted purpo(e. 

>ke. Amazement on thy Mother fits \ 
betweene her, and her fighting Soule, 

t in weakefl bodies^ ftrongefl workes. 



Speake to her Hamlet. 

Ham, How is it ^th you Lady ? 

^tf. Alas, how i8*t with you ? 
That you bend your eye on vacancie. 
And with their corporall avre do hold difcourfe. 
Forth at your eyes, your fpirits wiidely peepe. 
And as the fleeping Soldiours in th'Alarme, 
Your bedded haire, like life in excrements. 
Start vp, and ftand an end. Oh gentle Sonne, 
Vpon the heate and fbme of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon do you looke ? 

Ham. On him, on him : look you how pale he gbres. 
His forme and caufe conioyn*d, preaching to ftones. 
Would make them capeable. Do not looke vpon me, 
Leaft with this pitteous z€t\on you conuert) 
My Aerne effe^ : then what I haue to do, 
Will want true colour ; teares perchance for blood. 

Qu. To who do you fpeake this? 

Ham. Do you fee nothing there? 

Qu. Nothing at all, yet all that is I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

Qu, No, nothing but our felues. 

Ham. V/hy look you there: looke how it fteals away: 
My Father in his habite, as he liiied, 
Looke where he goes euen now out at the Portall. Exit. 

Qu. This is tlic very coynage of your Braine, 
This1>odile(re Creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham. Extafief 
My Pulie as yours doth temperately keepe time. 
And makes as healthful! Muficke. It is not madnefle 
That 1 haue vttered ; bring me to the Tefl 
And I the matter will re-word : which madnefife 
Would gamboll from. Mother, for loue of Grace, 
Lay not a flattering Vn€Hon to your foule, 
That not your trefpafie, but my madnefTe fpeakes: 
It will but skin and filme the Vlcerous place, 
Whirft ranke Corruption mining all within, 
Infedb vnfeene. ConfefTe your felfe to H^auen, 
Repent what*s pa(t, auoyd what is to come^ 
And do not fpred the Compoft or the Weedrs, 
To make them ranke. Forgiue me this my Vertue, 
For in the AtnefTe of this purfie times, 
Vertue it felfe, of Vice mufb pardon begge, 
Yea courb,and woe, for leaue to do him good. 

Slu. Oh Hamlet, 
Thou haft cleft my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it. 
And liue the purer with the other halfe. 
Good night, but go not to mine Vnkles bed, 
AfTume a Vertue, if you haue it not, refraine to night, 
And that fhall lend a kinde of eafi nefTe 
To the next abftinence. Once more goodnight. 
And when you are defirous to be bleft,t 
He blefling begge of you. For this fame Lord, 
I do repent : butheauen hath pleas*d it fo, 
To punifh me with this, and this with me. 
That I muft be their Scourge and Minifter. 
I will beftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gaue him : fo againe, good night. 
I muft be cruell, onely to be kinde ; 
Thus bad begins, and worfe remaines behinde. 

Qu. WhatihaUIdo? 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you do : 
Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed, 
Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, call you bis Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of reechie kifTes, 
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Or padling in your necke with his (Umn^d Fingers, 
Make you to rauell all this matter out. 
That 1 efTentially am not in madnelTe, 
But made in craft. *Twere good you let him know. 
For who that's but a Queene, faire, fober, wife, 
Would from a Paddocke, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such deere concernings hide. Who would do fo. 
No in defpight of Senfe and Secrecie, 
Vnpegge the Basket on the houfes top : 
Let the Birds flye, and like the famous Ape 
To try Conclufions in the Basket, creepe 
And breake your owne necke downe. 

Slu. Be thou aflur'd, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life : I haue no life to breath 
What thou hail faide to me. 

Ham. I rouft to England, you know that ? 

Qu. Alacke I had forgot : *Tis fo concluded on. 

Ham. This man fhall fet me packing : 
He lugge the Guts into the Neighbor roome. 
Mother goodnight.* Indeede this Counfellor 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft graue, 
Who was in life, a fooliih prating Knaue, 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night Mother. 

Exit Hamlet tugging in Polonhu, 
Enter King, 

King. There's matters in thefe fighes. 
Thefe profound heaues 

You jnufl tranflate ; Tis fit we vnderftand them. 
Where is your Sonne ? 

^. Ah my good Lord, what haue I feene to night ? 

King. What Gertrude} How do's Hamlet ? 

Slu. Mad as the Seas, and winde, when both contend 
Which is the Mightier, in hjs lawlefTe fit 
Behinde the Arras, hearing fomething flirre, 
He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat, 
And in his brainiih apprehenfion killes 
The vnfeene good old man. 

King. Oh heauy deed : 
It had oin fo with vs had we beene there : 
His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your felfe, to vs, to cuery one. 
Alas, how (hall this bloody deede be anfwered f 
It will be laide to vs, whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fiiort, reftrain*d, and out of haunt. 
This mad yong man. But (b much was our loue, 
We would not vnderftand what was moft fit. 
But like the Owner of a fouie difeafe. 
To keepe it from divulging, let's it feede 
Eucn on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 

Qu. To draw apart the body he hath kild, 
O're whom his very madnefle like fome Oare 
Among a Minerall of Mettels bafe 
Shewes it felfe pure. He weepes for what is done. 

King, Oh Gertrudi, come away : 
The Sun no fooner (hall the Mountaines touch. 
But wc will fliip him hence, and this vilde deed. 
We muft with all our Maiefty and Skill 
Both countenance, and excufe. Enter Re/. & Guild. 

Ho Guildenftern : 

Friends both go ioyne you with fome further ayde : 
Hamlet in madneffe hath Po/onim flaine, 
And fi'om his Mother ClofTets bath he drag'd him. 
Go feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell. I pray you haft in this. Exit Qent. 

Come Gertrude^ wee'l call vp our wife ft friends. 



To let them know both what we roeane to do. 
And what's vntimely done. Oh come away. 
My foule is full of difcord and difmay. i 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely ftowed. 

Gentlemen within. Hamlet, hord Hamlet, 

Ham, What noife? Who cals on Hamlet} 
Oh heere they come. Enter Rof.and Guildenfi* 

Ro. What haue you done my Lord with the dead 

Ham. Compounded it with duft, whereto *tu f 

Rofin. Tell vs where 'tis, that we may take it ti 
And beare it to thp Chappell. 

Ham. Do not beleeue it. 

Rofin. Beleeue what ? 

Ham. That I can keepe your counfell, and not 
owne. Befides, to be demanded of a Spundge, wb 
plication (hould be made by the Sonne of a King, 

Rofin. Take you me for a Spundge, my Lord f 

Ham. 1 fir, that fokes vp the Kings Countenanc 
Rewards, hb Authorities (but fuch Ofiicen do the 
beft feruice in the end . He keepes them like an J 
the corner of his law, fir ft mouth 'd to be laft fwall 
when he needes what you haue glean'd', it is but : 
zing you, and Spundge you (hall be dry agalne. 

Rofin, 1 vnderftand you not my Lord. 

Ham, 1 am glad 0/ it : a knauiih fpeech ileepe 
foolifh eare. 

Rofin. My Lord, you muft tell vs where the b< 
and go with vs to the King* 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King 
ynth the body. The King,. is a thing 

Quild. A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him, hide Fox, a 
after. J 

Enter King. 

King. I haue fent to feeke him, and to find the 1 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe : 
Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him i 
Hee's loued of the diftradied multitude. 
Who like not in their iudgement, but their eyes : 
And where 'tis fo, th'Offenders fcourge is weigh 'd 
But neerer the ofifence : to beare all fmooth,and euc 
This fodaine fending hiin away, muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe, diieafes deifperate growne. 
By defperate appliance are releeued. 
Or not at all. Enter Rofiacrane. 

How now? What hath befalne ? 

Rofin. Where the dead bpdy is beftow'd roy Lord. 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rofin, Without my Lord, guarded to know yoa 
pleafure. 

King. Bring him before vs. 

Rofin, Hoa, GidldenJUrnef Bring in my Lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Gmldenfierm, 

King, Now Hamlet, where't Poloniut ? 

Ham, At Supper. 

King. At Supper? Where ? 

Ham.tiot where he eats, but where he is eaten, 
taine conuocation of wormes are e'ne at him. Your 
is your onely Emperor for diet. We fat all creator 
to fat vs,and we fat our felfe for Magots. Your fit 
and your leane Begger is but variable feruice to * 
but to one Table that's the end. 

King, What doft thou meane by this ? 
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Ham. Nothing but to ihew you how a King may go 
a Progrefle through the gutt of a Begger. 

King, Where it Polonha, 

Ham, In heauen, fend thither to fee. If your Meflen- 
ger finde him not there, feelce him i*th other place your 
felfe : but indeed, if you iinde him not this moneth, you 
(hall nofe him as you go vp the ftaires into the Lobby. 

JOng. Go feelce him there. 

Ham. He will ftay till ye come. 

AT. Hamietf this deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafety 
Which we do tender, as we deerely greeue 
For chat which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence 
Wich iierie Quicknede. Therefore prepare thy fcl/e. 
The BarJce is readie, and the winde at helpe, 
Th*Aflbciates tend, and euery thing at bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England } 

King. I Hamlet, 

Ham. Good. 

King. So u it, if thou knew*ft our purpofes. 

Ham. I fee a Chembe that fee^ him : bat come, for 
England. Farewell deere Mother. 

King. Thy louing Father Hamlet. 

Hamkt. My Mother : Father and Mother is man and 
wife : man 8c wife is one flefh, and fo my mother.Come, 
for England. ^ Exit 

King. Follow him at fbote, 
Tempt him with fpeed aboord : 
Delay it not. He haue him hence to night* 
Away, for euery thing is SeaPd and done 
That elfe leanes on th'Affaire, pray you make haft. 
And England, if my loue thou holdft at ought. 
As my great power thereof may giue thee fenfe, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red 
Afbr the Danifh Sword, and thv free awe 
Payes homage to vs ; thou maift not coldly fet 
Our Sooeraigne ProcefTe, which imports at full 
By Letters coniuring to that effe^ 
The prefent death of HamUt. Do it England, 
For like the Hedicke in my blood he rages. 
And thou muft cure me : TiH I know 'ds done. 
How ere my happes, my ioyes were ne're begun. Exit 

Enter FortinhrM n^Hb an Armie. 

For. Go Captaine, fi-om me greet the Danifli King, 
Tell him that by his licenfe, Fortinhras 
Claimes the conueyance of a promis*d March 
Ouer his Kingdome. You know the Rendeuous : 
If that his Maiefty would ought with vs. 
We flail exprefle our dutie in hn eye, 
And let him know fo. 

Cap. I will doo*t, my Lotd. 

For. Go iafely on. Exh. 

Enter Qtuene and Horatio. 

Shi. I will not fpeake with her. 

nor. She is importunate, indeed difbad, her moode 
will needs be pittied. 

%• What would fhe haue? 

Hor. She fpeakes much of her Father; faies fhe heares 
There*s trickes i*ih* world, and hems, and beats her heart, 
Spumes enaioofly at Stnwes, fpeakes things in doubt. 
That carry but halfe fenfe : Her fpeech is nothing, 
Yet the Tnfluped Tfe of it doth inoue 
The hearen to Colledion ; they ayme at it, 
And botch the words tp fit to their oWne thoughts,! 
Which as her winkes,and nods, and gefhires yeeld them, 
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Indeed would make one thinke there would be thought, 
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. 
Qu. *Twere good fhe were fpoken with, 
Forme may fbew dangerous conie^res 
In ill breeding minds. Let her come in. 
To my ficke foule(as finnes true Nature is) 
Each toy feemeif Prologue, to fome great ami ft*e, 
So full of ArtlefTe iealoufie is guilt. 
It fpiirs it felfe, in fearing to be fpilt. 
Enter Ophelia HfiraBtd. 
Opbe, Where is the beauteous Malefbr of Denmark. 
S^u. How now Ophelia? 

Opbe. Honojbonld I your true loue l^aw from another one} 
By bit Coc\le bat andfta^e,and bit Sandal Jhoone, 
S^. Alas fweet Lady: what imports this Song? 
Opbe. Say youP Nay pray you marke. 
He it dead and gone Lady^ he it dead and gone. 
At bit bead a graje-greene Turfe^ at bit heeles aftone. 
Enter King, 
Qu Hzy hut Ophelia. 
Opbe. Pray you marke. 

fmte bit Shro»*d as the c^ountaine Snow. 
Qu. AlaSjlooke heere my Lord. 
Opbe. Larded with frett Jtovert : 

FFbich hemept to thegraue did not go^ 
H^itb tme-louejbovfres. 
King. How do ye, pretty Lady ? 

Opbe. Well, God dil'd you. They fay the Owle was 
a Bakers daughter. Lord, wee know what we are, but 
know not what we may be. God be at your Table. 
King. Conceit vpon her Father. 
Opbe. Pray you let* s haue no words of this: but when 
they aske you what it meane8,fay you this : 
To morrow it S. Valentines day^all in the morning hetime^ 
And I a e^aid at your JFindaw , to be your Valentine. 
Then vp be roJey& don^d hie olot]bet^& dupt the chamber dore. 
Let in the Afaidy that out a e!H€aid^neuer departed more. 
King. Pretty Ophelia. 

C^M.InHeed la ? without an oath He make an end ont. 
^ype^andbjS. Qharityy 
Alackf^andfie forjhame : 
Yong men roil doo^t , if they come too^t , 
By Coct^ they are too blame. 
Shtothjbe before you tumbled me, 
Tou promised me to fVed : 
So would I ha done by yonder Smnne^ 
And thou badjl not come to my bed. 
King. How long hath fhe bin this? 
Opbe. I hope all will be well. We miift bee patient, 
but I cannot choofe but Weepe, to thinke they fhould 
lay him Tth^cold ground : My brother fhall knowe of it, 
and fo I thanke you for your good counfell. Come, my 
Coach : Goodnight Ladies : Goodnight fweet Ladies : 
Goodnight, goodnight. ' Sxit^ 

King. Follow her clofe, 
Giue her good watch I pray you : 
Oh this is the poyfon of deepe greefo, it fprings 
All from her Fathers death. Oh gertrude, Gertrude^ 
When forrowes comes, they come not fingle fpies, 
Bat in Battaliaes. Firft,her Father flaine^ 
Next your Sonne gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remoue : the people muddied, 
Thicke and vnwholfome in their thoughts, and whifpers 
For good Poloniiu death ; and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to interre him. Poore Ophelia 
Diuided from her felfe, and her faire ludgement, 

p p 3 Without 
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Without the which we arc Pi£ture8,or mecre Beads. 

Laft, and as much containing as all thefe, 

Her Brother is in fecret come from France, 

Keepes on his wonder, keepes himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not Buzzers to infedt his eare 

With peftilent Speeches of his Fathers death. 

Where in necelTitie of matter Beggard, , 

Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne 

In eare and eare. O my deere Gertrude^ this, 

Like to a murdering Peece in many places, 

Giues me fuperfluous death. A Noift vitbln. 

Enter a MeJTengtr. 

Sht, Alacke, what noyfe is this 7 

King. Where are my Svpit%ers ? 
Let them guard the doore. What is the matter ? 

Mef. Saue your felfe, my Lord. 
The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift) 
Bates not the Flats with more impittious hafte 
Then young XarrfMy in a Riotous head, 
Ore-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord« 
And as the world were now but to begin^, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knowne, 
The Ratiiiers and props of euery word. 
They cry choofe we ? Laertes fliall be King, 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laerta ihall be King, Laertes King. 

Slu. How cheerefuUy on the hVk Traile they cry, 
Oh tliis is Counter you falfe Dani(h Dogges* 
Noife within . Enter Laertes , 

King, The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is the King^firs ? Stand you all without 

Ali, No, let*sf ome in. 

Laer, I pray yQU giue me leaue. 

•AJ, We will, we will. 

Latr. I thanke you : Keepe the doore. 
Oh thou vilde King, giue me my Father. . 

Qu. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer, That drop of blood, that calmes 
Prodaimes me Baftard : 

Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Euen heere betweene the chafte vnlmirched brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King. What is the caufe Laertes^ 
That thy Rebellion lookes io Gyant-like? 
Let him go Gertrude : Do not feare our perfon : 
There*s fuch Diuinity doth hedge a King, 
That Treafon can but peepe to w^at it wQuld, 
Ads little of his will. Tell me Laertes^ 
Why thou art thus Incenft ? Let him go Gertrude. 
Speake man. 

Laer. Where's my Father f 

King. Dead. 

^«. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? He not be luggelM .with. 
To hell Allegeance : Vowes, to the blackeft diuell. 
Conicience and Grace, to the profound,eft Pit. 
I dare Damnation : to this point I ftan^} 
That both the worlds I giue to negligence. 
Let come what comes : onely He be reueng*d 
Moft throughly for my Father. 

King. Who (hall ftay you ? 

Laer, My WiU, not all the world. 
And for my meanes,Ile husband them fo yrtW^ 
They ihall go farre with little. 



Kjng. Good Laertes : 
If you defire to know the certaintle 
Of your deere Fathers death, if writ in your reuenge, 
That Soop-ftake you will draw both Friend and Foe, 
Winner and Loo&r. 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 
King, Will you know them then. 
La, To his good Friends, thus wide He ope my Annei : 
And like the kinde Life-rend*ring Politician, 
Repaft them with my blood. 

King, Why now you ipeake 
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman. 
Thai I am guiltlefle of your Fathers deaths' 
And am moft fenfible in greefe ibr it. 
It ftiall as leuell to your ludgtfment pierce 
As day do*s to your eye. 

A noife rcitbin. Let ber come in. 
Enter Ophelia, 
Laer, How now? what noife is that ? 
Oh heate drie vp my Braine^ teares feuen timet fait, 
Burne out the Sence and Vertue of mine eye. 
By Heauen,thy madneife ftiall be payed by waight. 
Till our Scale turnet the beame. Oh Rofe of May, 
Deere Maid, kinde Sifter, fweet Ophelia : 
Oh Heauens, is't poitkle, a yong Maids wts. 
Should be as mortall as an old roa|» Hfis? 
Nature is fine in Loue,and where 'tis fine, 
It fends fome precious inftance of it felfe 
After the thing it loues, 

Opbe, They bore him barefaced on the Beer^ 
Hey non nowf^nonytb^ nony : 
And on bit graue raines many a teare^ 
Fare you veil my Doue. 
Laer, Had*ft thou thy wit^ and did'ft perfwade Re- 
uenge, it could not moue thus. 

Opbe, You muft fing downe a^downey and you call 
him a-downe-a. Oh, how t|)e wheele becomes it ? 4t is 
the falfe Steward that ftole his mafteis daughter. 
Laer, This nothings mote then matter. 
Opbe. There's Rofemary, that's for Remembraunce. 
Pray loue remember : and tt^ere is Paconciet , that's for 
Thoughts. 

Laer, A document, in madneife, thoughts & remem- 
brance fitted. 

0^^. There's Fennell for you, and Columbines: ther's 
Rew for you, and heere's fame for me. Wee may call it 
Herbe-Grace a Suadaies : Oh you mu^ weare your Rew 
with a difference. There's a Day fie, I would giue yoi 
fome Violets, but they wither'd all when myi Father i^^r 
ed : They fay, he made a good end y 

For bonny fmeet Robin it all my toy, 
Laer, Thought, and Afflliaion, t^affion. Hell it fclfc: 
She turnes to Fauour, and to prettinefiTe. 

Opbe. And will be not come agaime^ 
•And will be not come againe : 
No,nOfbe it dead, go to thy Deatlh-bedf 
He neuer wil come agMU. 
Hit ^ard at white at Snow^ 
All Flaxen wot bit Pole : 
He it gone^he it goue^and we cafi fa»ay wttma^ 
Gramercy on bit Soult. 
And of all Chri(Uan Soules, I pray God. 
God buy ye. Bxeumt OpbeSt 

Laer, Do you fee this, you Gods ? 
Ki»g- LaertesyX muft coounon with your ^;c^tf 
Or you deny me right: go but apart, 

|Make 
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oice of whom your wifcft Friends you will, 
r (hall heart and iudge*twixt you and me \ 
:a or by Colatcrall hand 
de ▼• touched, we will our Kingdome slucy, 
vne, our Life^and all that we call Ours 
a fadsfadion. But if not, 
dntent to lend your patience to vi, 
Qiall ioyntly labour wjth your fou^ 
it due content. 

Let this be fo: 

les 9f death, his obfcure buriall \ , 
hee, Sword, nor Hatchment o*re his bones, 
e rite, nor formal! oftentation, 
: heard, as 'twere from Heau^n to Earth, 
luft call in queftion. 

So you (hall : 
;re th'offence is, let the great Axe faU. 
u go with me. Exeunt 

£ttter Horatio J vitb an j^tendant. , , 

What are they that would fpealce with me ? , 
Siylors fir, they iay tl^ey hfiue l»etters for .ypu. 
Let them come in, 

know from what part of the world , 
be greeted, if not from Lord Hamltt, 

Enter Sayior. 
Cod bleffe you Sir. 
Let him blefle thee too. 

Hee ihall Sir, and*t pleafe him. There's a Letter 
Sir : It comes ^om th'Ambaflfadpurf that was 
r England, if your name be Horatio^ as I am let 
it is. ' ■" ' 

Reads the Letter. 
AOfffTxn thoujba/t haue ,ouerlool(d this fgiue tb^e 
'emei finu meanes to the King : Th^ l^due Letters 
Sre we were two dayesoldat Sea fa PjraU of very 
afpcintnunt gone vs Cbace,^ Finding aurjelues too 
tile, we put on a compelled Valour, In the Qr apple , I 
bemi Qn the injiant they got cleare of our Sbippe^ Jo 
'came their Prifoner. They haue dealt with mee, li\e 
f cMercy , but tbty l^new wh^t they did. I am to doe 
rnefor them^* Let the King bout the Letters I bane 
repair e thou to me with as much hafi as ibou wouldefi 
. / haue words to ^eaks '" I^^ *^*% ^^^^ "^kf^ '^ 
r/ are they much too light for the bore of the Matter^ 
i Tellefwes will bring thee where I am, Rofincrancie 
denfterne, hold (heir courfi for Sagland, Of them 
wb io tell thee , Farewell, 

He that thou \nowefl thine, 
Hamlet, 
will giue you way for thefe your Letters, 
; the fpeedier, that you may dired me . 
frpm whom you brought t|ietp. £xifj 

Enter King and Laertes, 
Now muft your confcienci: my , acquittance (ieal, 

muft put me in your heart for Friend, 
haue heard, and with a knowing eare, 
which hath your Noble Father flaine, 
nay life. 

|t VKell appeares. But tell pie,, , 
I proceeded not againft thefe feates, 
full, and fo Capitall in Nature^^ 
ur Safety, Wifedome,all thin^ elfe. 



You mainly were ftirr'd vp? 

King. O for two fpeciall Reafons, 
Which may to you (perhaps) feeme much vnfinnowed, 
And yet'to me they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother, 
Liues almoft by hil lookes : and for my felfe, 
My Vertue or my Plague, be it either which. 
She's fo coniundiue to my life and foule ; 
That as the Starre moues not but in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other Motiue, 
Why to a publike count I might not go,| 
Is the great loue the generall gender beare him. 
Who dipping all his Faults in their affedtion. 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Conuert his Gyues to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
Too (lightly timbred for fo loud a Wmde, 
Would haue reuerted to my Bow againe. 
And not where I had arm'd them. 

Laer, And fo haue I a Noble Father lofl, 
A Sifter driuen into defperate tearmes. 
Who was( if pralfes may go backe againe) 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfedions. But my reucnge will come. 

King, Breake not your fleepes for that. 
You mufl not thinke 

That we are made of ftuffe, fo flat, and dull. 
That we can let our Beard be fliooke with danger, 
And thinke it paftime. You fhortly fhall heare more, 
I louM your Father, and we loue our Selfe, 

And that I hope will teach you to inoagjne -^ 

Enter a ^ejfenger. 
How now? What Newes? 

Mef. ' Letters my Lord from Hamlet, This to your 
Maief^ : this to the Qucene. 

King, From Hamlet f Who brought them ? 

e^kfr/*. Saylors my Lord they fay, I faw them not s 
They were giuen me by Claudia, he receiu'd them. 

King. Laertes you fhall heare them : 
Leauevs. Exit Meffenger 

High and Mighty, you Jkall \no» l am Jet nailed on your 
Kingdome. To morrow fiall I begge leaue to fee your Kingly 
Eyes, fVben IJball {firB asi^ingyour Pardon thereunto) re- 
count th'Occafions of my JodainCtaud more Jlrange returne, 

Hamlet. 
What fhould this meane? Are all the reft come backe ? 
Or is it fbme abufe? Or no fuch thing ? 

Laer, Know you the hand ? 

Kin, *TiatHamlets CharaOer, naked and in a Poft- 
fcript here he (ayes alone : Can you aduife me ? 

Laer. I'm lofl in it my Lord; but let him come, 
It warmes the very ficknefTe in my hear^ 
That I fhall Hue and tell him to his teeth; 
Thus diddeft thou. 

Kin, If it be fo LaertesyM how fhould it be fo : 
How other wife will you be rul'd by me ? 

Laer, If fo you'l not o'rerule me to a peace. 

Kin, To thine owne peace i if he be now retu)roM, 
As checking at his Voyage, and that he meanes , 
No more to vndertake it; I will worke kim 
To an exployt now 'ripe In my Deuke, 
Vnder the which he fhall not choofe but fall; 
And for his death no winde of blame fhall breath. 
But euen his Mother fhall vncharge the practice, 
And call it accident! Some two Monthes hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 
I'ue fcene my felfe,and feru'd againft theiFrench, 
And they ran well on Horfebacke; but this Gallant 

Had 
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Had witchcraft in*t) he grew into his Seat, 
And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfcy 
As had he beene encorps't and dei&y-NatQr*d 
With the braue Beaft,io ftrre he l>aft my thought, 
That I ih forgery o^ /hapes and trickes. 
Come ihort of what he did. 

Laer, A Norman was*t? 

Kin. A Norman. 

Lair, Vpon my life Lamound, 

Ktn^ The very fame. 

Laer, I know him well, he is the Brooch indeed, 
And lemme of all ouf Natidn. 

JGn, Hee mad confefTion of you, 
And gaue you fuch a Mailerly report. 
For Art and exercife in your defence ; 
And for your Rapier moft efpeciallj, 
That he cryed out,t*would be a fight indeed. 
If one could match you Sir. This report of his 
Did Hamlet To envenom with his Efnuy, 
That he could nothing doe but wifli and brgge. 
Your fodaine comming ore to play with him ; 
Now out of this. 

Laer, Why out of this, my Lord ? 

Kin, Laertes was your Father deare to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 
A face without a heart? 

Laer; Why aske you this ? 

Kin, Not that I thinke you did not louc your Father, 
But that I know Loue is begun by Time : 
And that I fee in pafHiges of proofe. 
Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it : 
Hamlet comes backe : vrhat would you vndertake. 
To (how your felfe your Fathers fbnne indeed. 
More then in words ? 

Laer, To cut his throat i'th' Church. 

Kin, 'No place indeed fhould murder San£lun2e| 
Reuenge fhould haue no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, kcepe clofe within your Chamber, 
Hamlet returned, fnall know you are come home : 
Wee'l put on rhofe fhall praife your excellence. 
And f*et a double vamifh on the fame ' 

The Frenchman gaue you, bring you in fine together. 
And wager on your heads,he being remilTe, 
MoA generous, and free from all contriuing, 
Will not perufe the Foilcs? So that with eafe, 
Or with I little fhuflling, you may choofe 
A Sword vnbaited, and in a paflb of practice, 
Requit him for y6\it Father. 

Laer, I will doo*t, 
And for that purpofe lie annomt my Sword : 
I bought an Vndlon of a Mountebanke 
So mortall, I but dipt a knife in it. 
Where it drawes blood, no Cataplafme fo rare, 
Colleded from all Simplfes that haue Vertue 
Vnder the Moone, can faue the thing fi-om death. 
That is but fcratcht withall : He touch my point. 
With this contagion,that if I gall him fllghily, 
I tmay be death. 

Kin Let*s further thinke of this. 
Weigh what conuenience both 0/ timfc and meanet 
May fit vs to our Hiape, if this fhould faile; 
And that our drift loolce through Qur bad performance, 
Twere better not afTaidj therefore this Profcft 
Should haue a backe or fecond,that might hold, 
If this fhould blaft in proofe : Soft,^ let me fee 
Wee*l make a folemne wager on your commings, 



I ha*t : when in your motion you are hot and dry. 
As make your bowts more violent to the end , 
And that he cats for drinke; lie haue prepar*d him 
A Challice for the nonce; whereon butfipping, 
If he by chance efcape your venom *d (tuck. 
Our purpofe may hold there ; how fweet Queene. 

Enter S^ueeite, 

Queen, One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele. 
So faft they'l follow: your Sifter's drown*d Laertes, 

Laer, Drown'd ^. O where ? 

QutiH, There !s a Willow growes aflant a Brooke, 
That fhewes his hore leaues in the glaflie ftreame : 
There with fantafticke Garlands did (he come. 
Of Crow-flowers, Nettles, Day fies, and long Purple^ 
That liberall Shepheards giue a grofTer name; 
But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them : 
There on the pendant boughes, her Coronet weeds 
Cliambring to hang; an enuious fliuer broke. 
When downe the wee^y Trophies, and her felfc. 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes fpred wide. 
And Mermaid-like, a while they bore her vp, . 
Which time fhe chaunted fnatcbes of old tunes. 
As one incapable of her owne diftrefTe, 
Or like a creature Natiue, and indued * 

Vnto that Element : but long it could not be. 
Till that her garments, heauy witli her drinke, ' 
Purd the poore wretch from her melodious buy. 
To muddy death. 

Laitr, Alas then, is fhe drown*d? 

Queeii, Drown*d, drown'd. 

Loir, Too much of water haft thou pobre OpUtiay 
And therefore I forbid my teares : but yet 
It is our tricke. Nature her cuftome holds. 
Let fhame fay what it will: when thefe are gone 
The woman will be out; Adue my Lord, 
I haue a ftieech of fire, that faine would blaze, 
But that this folly doubts it. Exit, 

Kin, Let's fdltew, Gertrude: 
How much I had ta doe to calme his rage f 
Now feare I xhh wHl ^ue it ftart againe ; 
Therefore let*sfblh>w., Exeunt, 

, ' Enter t9o Ctdpnes. 

Clovn, Is fhe to bee buried in Chriftian buriall, that 
wilfully leekes her owne faluation ? 

Other. I tell thee fhe is, and cherefbre makfe her Crane 
fb^ight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chri- 
ftian byriall. -' 

Clot How can that be, vnlef!^ fhe drowned her felfe hi 
her owne defence^ 

Otter, Why 'tis found fo. 

Clo, it muft be Se offendeudo^ it cannot bee elfe : f« 
heere lies the point; If 1 drowne my felfe wittingff, it ar* 
gues an Adt; and* an k€t l»ath three branches, ft isao 
k€t to doe and to performe; argall (he drownM her felfe 
wittingly. 

Other, Nay but heare you Goodmah Deluer. . 

Climn, Giue me leaue ; heere lies the waceq good: 
heere fbnds the man; good : If the nftan goe ^ tliU #1- 
ter and drowns himfete ; it Is wil) be nill he, he gOO; 
naarke you that? But if the water come to him & drowne 
him; hee drownes not Jiimfelfe. Argall, hee that h not 
guilty of his owne death, fhortena not his owne life. 

Other, But is this law ? 

Clo, I marry is*t, Crowners (^eil Law. 

Other, 
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r. Will yoa ha the truth on*t t if this had not 
I Gentlewoman^ fliee ihould haue beene buried 
3hriffian Buriall. 

Why there thoa iay*ft. And the more pitty that 
olke ihould haue countenance in this world to 

or hang themfeloes, more then their euen Chrifti- , 
bme, my Spade; there it no ancient Gentlemen, 
rdinerty Ditchers and Graue-makers; they hold vp 
Profeffion. 
• Was he a Gentleman } 

He wat the firft that euer bore Armet. 
r. Why he had none. 

What, ar*t a Heathen ? how doft thou vnder- 
he Scripture? the Scripture fayet jidam dig*d; 
bee digge without Armes ? He put another que- 
» thee; if thou anfwereft me not to the purpofe,con- 

lyfelfe 

T, Go too. 

What is he that builds ftronger then either the 
, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 
T, The Gallowes maker ; for that Frame outliues a 
id Tenants. 

I like thy ^t well in good faith, the Gallowes 
ell; but how does it well ? it doa well to thofe 
e ill : now, thou doft ill to fay the Gallowes is 
Tonger then the Church : Argall, the Gallowes 
)C well to thee. Too*t againe. Come. 
rr. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Ship- 
, or a Carpenter ? 

I, tell me that, and Tnyoake. 
rr. Marry, now I can tell. 

Too't. 
r. Made, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio afarre off. 

Cudgel I thy braines no more about it ; for your 
le vrill dot mend his pace with beating ; and when 
I ask*t thb oueftion next, (ay a Graue-maker ; the 

that he makes, lafts till Doomefday t go, get thee 
(itfiv, fetch me a ftoupe of Liquor. 

Singt, 
fjoatb 9beM I did loue^didloue^ 

me thought it wat veryfaeete : 
9 eoatraS the time for amy hehoste, 

me thought there wai nothing meete, 
t. Ha*s thu follow no foeling of his bufinefle, that 
;b at Graue-naaking ? 
. Cuftome hath made it in him a property of ea- 

I. *Tis ee*n fo; the hand of little Imployment hath 
oticr fenfe. 

Qownejingi. 
'mt Age with hu Jha&ng/leps 

hatbcaurht me in hit clutch : 
imd hatbP>ipped me intill the Land^ 

^ifl had neuer beene fuch, 
t. That Scull had a tongue in it, and could fing 

how the knaue iowles it to th* grownd, as if it 
tfMcr law-bone, that did the firft murther s It 
be the Pate of a Polititian which this Afle o*re Of- 
ne that could circumuent God, might it not ? 
'. It might, my Lord. 

«. Or of a Courtier, which could fay. Good Mor- 
weet Lord : how doft thou, good Lord ? this 
be my Lord fuch a one, that praisM my Lord fuch 
Horie, when he meant to bcgge it; might it not ? 



Ihr. I, my Lord. 

Ham, Why ee*n fo : and now my Lady Wormes, 
Chaplefle, and knockt about the Mazard with a Sextons 
Spade ; heere*s fine Reuolution, if wee had the tricke to 
fee*t. Did thefe bones coft no more the breeding, but 
to play at Loggets with *em } mine ake to thinke 
on*t. 

Chwnejings, 
A Picl^haxe and a Spade y a Spade, 

for and a 0>rimding-SAeete: 
a Pit of day fir to be madty 
fir inch a Gueft m meete. 

Ham, 'l1)ere*s another : why might not that bee the 
ScuU of of a Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now ? his 
Quillets? his Cafes? his Tenures, and his Tricks ? why 
doe*s he fufiler this rude knaue now to knocke him about 
the Sconce with a dirty Shouell, and will not tell him of 
his A£Hon of Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in*s 
time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Recog- 
nizances, his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Recoueries: 
Is this the fine.of his Fines, and the recouerv of his Reco- 
ueries, to haue his fine Pate foil of fine Dirt? will his 
Vouchers Touch him no more of his Purchafes, and dou- 
ble ones too , then the length and breadth of a paire of 
Indentures? the very Conueyances of his Lands will 
hardly lye in this Boxe ; and muft the Inheritor himfelfo 
haue no more ? ha ? 

Hor, Not a iot more, my Lord. 

Ham, Is not Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes? 

Hor, I my Lord,and ofCahie-skinnes too. 

Ham. They are Sheepe and Calues that feek out afifu- 
rance in that. I will fpeake to thu follow: whofe Graue's 
this Sir? 

Qo, Mine Sir: 
a fit of Clay fir to be made, 
firjuch a Gueft it meete. 

Ham. I thinke it be thine indeed:for thoa lieft in*t. 

Clo, You lye out on*t Sir, and therefore it is not yours: 
for my part, I doe not lye in*t ; and yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doft lye in't, to be in*t and fay *tis thine : 
*tis for the dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou 
lyeft. 

Clo. *Tis a quicke lye Sir, *twill away againe from me 
to you. 

Ham, What man doft thou digge it for? 

Clo. For no man Sir. 

Ham, What woman then ? 

Clo. For none neither. 

Ham, Who is to be btiried in*t? 

Clo. One that was a woman Sir ; but reft her Soule, 
ihee*s dead. 

Ham. How abfolute the knaue is ? wee muft fpeake 
by the Carde, or equiuocation will Tndoe ts : by the 
Lord Horatio, thefe three yeares I haue taken note of it, 
the Age is growne fo picked, that the toe of the Pefant 
comes fo neere the heeles of our Courtier, hee galls his 
Kibe. How long haft thou been a Graue-maker ? 

Clo. Of all the dayes i*th*yeare, I came too*t that day 
that our laft King Hamlet o*recame Fortinbras, 

Ham, How long is that fince ? 

CU. Cannot you tell that ? euery foole can tell that : 
It Mras the very day, that young Hamlet was borne, hee 
that was mad, and font into England. 

Ham, I marry, why was he font into England ? 

Clo* Why, becaufo he was mad; hee ihall rccouer his 
wits there; or if he do not, it*s no great matter there. 

Ham. 
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Ham. Why? 

Qlo, TTwill not be feene in him, there the ipen arc as 
mad as he. 

Ham, How came he mad ? 

Go, Very ftrangely they fay. 
• Ham, How ftrangely ? 

Cle, ^aith e'ene with loofing his wits. 

Ham. Vpon what ground ? 

Qlo. Why heere in Denmarke : I haue bin fixeteene 
heere, man and Boy thirty yeares. 

Ham, How long will a man lie *ith' earth ere he rot? 

Clo, Ifaithyif he be not rotten before he die(as we haue 
many pocky Coarfes now adaies, that will fcarce hold 
the laymg in) he will l«ft you fome eight yeare, or nine 
yeare. A Tanner will laft you nine year e. 

Ham, Why he, more then another ?' 

Clo. Why fir, his* hide is fo tanM with his Trade, that 
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water, 
is a fore Decayer of your horfon dead body.Heres a Scull 
now: this Scul, has laine in the earth three ic twenty years. 

Ham. Whofe was it / 

Clo. A whorefon mad Fellowes it was; 
Whofe doe you thinke it was? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

Clo. A peftlence on him for t^ mad Rogue, a pouVd a 
Flaggon of Reniih on my head once. This fame Scull 
Sir, this fame Scull fir, was ^or/Vi(i Scull, the Kings lefter. 

Ham. This? 

C/w Fene that. 

Ham, Let me fee. Alas poore ToriV/^I knew him Ho- 
ratio^z fellow of infinite leA; of moft excellent fancy, he 
hath borne me on his backe a thouiand times : And how 
abhorred my Imagination is, my gorge rifes at it. Heere 
hung thofe lipps, that I haue kift I know not how oft. 
Where be your libes now ? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs f Your fla(hes of Merriment that were wont to 
fet the Table 00 a Rore? No ont now to mock your own 
leering ? Quite chopfalne ? Now get you to ray Ladies 
Chamber, and tell her,tet hrr paint an inch thicke, to this 
fauoiir ihe muft come. Make her laugh at that : pry- 
thee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hot, What's that my Lord ? 

Ham* Doft thou thinke jilcxander lookt o*this fa- 
fhion i*th* earth # 

Hor, £*ene fo. 

Ham. And fmelt fo ? Puh. 

Hor, E'ene fo, my Lord. 

Ham, To what bafe v(es we may returne Horatio, 
Why may not Imagination trace the Noble duft of A- 
lexandiTf till he find it ftopping a bunghole. 

Hor. 'Twere to cbnfider : to curioufly to confider fo. 

Ham, No faith, net a iot. But to follow him thether 
with modeftie enough, ic likeliehood to lead it; as thus. 
jiltxantUr died : Alexander was buried : Alexander re- 
tumeth^into duft; the duft is earth; of earth we make 
Lome, and why of that Lome (whereto he was conuer- 
ted) might they not ftopp a Bcere-barrell ? 
Imperiall C(r/ar,dead and turnM to clay, 
Might ftop a hole to keepe the winde away. 
Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe. 
Should patch a Wall,t*expell the winters flaw. 
But foft, but fof^, afide; heere comes the King. 

Enter King^ Quetne^ Laertes ^and a Ccffin^ 
wtb Lords attendant , 
The Queene,the Courtiers. Who is that they follow, 



And with fuch maimed rites ? This doth betoken 
The Coarfe they follow, did with difperate hand. 
Fore do it owne life; *twas fome Eftate. 
Couch we a while, and mark. 

Laer. What Cerimony elfe ? 

Ham, That is Laertes ^ a very Noble youth : Marke. 

Laer, What Cerimony elfe ? 

Prieft, Her Obfequies haue bin as hxre inlarg*d. 
As we haue warrantis, her death was doubtfull, 
And but that great Command, oVe-fwaies the order, 
She fhould in ground vnfandlified haue lodg'd. 
Till the laft Trumpet. For charitable praier, 
Shardes, Flint!, and Peebles, ihould be thro wne on ber 
Yet heere ihe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden ftrewments,and the bringing home 
Of Bell and BurialL 

Laer. Muft there no more be done ? 

Priefl. No more be done : 
We fhould prophane the feruice of the dead, 
To fing fage ^quiem^ and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted Soules. 

Laer, Lay her i*th* earth. 
And horn ber fure and unpolluted flefh. 
May Violets fpring. I tell thee(churlifh Prieft) 
A Miniflring Ahgell ftull my Sifter be. 
When thou lieft howling f 

Ham. What, the faire Ofbelia ? 

^ueene. Sweets, to the fweet farewell. 
I hop*d thou fhould^ft haue bin my Hamlets wife : 
I thought thy Bridebed to haue deckt(rweet Maid) 
And not t*haue fhewM thy Graue. 

Laer, Oh terrible woer. 
Fall ten dmes trebble, on that curfed head 
Whofe wicked deed, thy moft Ingenious fence 
DepriuM thee of. Hold off the earth a while, 
Till I haue caught her once more in mine armes t 

Leaps in the grmu. 
Now pile your duft, vpon the quicke,and dead. 
Till oif this flat a Mountaine you haue made. 
To o*re top old Pelion^ or the skyifh head 
Of blew 0/ym^itf. 

Ham, What is he, whofe griefes 
Beares fuch an Emphafis ? whofe phrafe of Sorrow 
Coniure the wandring Starres, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers^ This is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer, The deuill take thy foule. 

Ham, Thou prai*ft not welh 
I pry thee take thy fingers fix}m my throat; 
Sir though I am not Spleenatiue,and rafb, 
Yet haue I fomething in me dangerous. 
Which let thy wifenefTe feare. Away thy hand. 

King. Pluck them afunder. 

Qu. Hamlet y Hamlet, 

Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why 1 will fight with him vppon this Thefli 
Vntill my eielids will no longer wag. . 

Oil. Oh my Sonne, what Thearoe f 

Sam. I lou*d Ophelia^ fbrtie thoufaad Brothers 
Could not^with all there quandtie of Loue) 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou do fer her 

King. Oh he is mad Laertes^ 

Qu, Jqt loue of God forbeare him. 

Ham, Come fhow me what thou'lt doe. i 

Woo*t weepe i Woo*t fight ? Woo't teare thy (elfe ? i| 
Woo*t drinke vp ^/ir,eate a Crocodile ? i 

. -^ 
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Doft thoa come heere to whine ; 
:e me with leaping in her Grauc f 

quiclce with her, and To will I. 
lou prate of Mountaines ; let them throw 
9f Akers on ti ; till our ground 
his pate againft the burning Zone, 
a like a wart Nayyand thoul't mouth, 
s well as thou. 
This is meere MadneiTe : 

awhile the fit will worke on him : 
[>atient as the female Doue, 
at her golden Cuplet are difclosM ; 
e will fit drooping. 

Heare you Sir : 

iie reaion that you vie me thus ? 
•u euerjbut it is no matter t 
Jes himfelfe doe what he may, 
will Mew, and Dogge will haue his day. Eifit, 

pray you good Horatk wait vpon him, 
n you padcnce in our laA nights fpecchy 
I the matter to the preient pufh : 
trude fet fome watch ouer your Sonne, 
le ihall haue a lining Monument : 
I of quiet ihortly ihall we feq 
,in patience our proceeding be, Exmnt, 

Enter Hcanlet snJ Horatio, 
So much for this Sir; now let me (ee the •ther, 
remember all the Grcumftance. 
lemember it my Lord ? 

Sir,in my heart there was a kinde of fightiag, 
lid not iet -me ileepe; me thought I lay 
en the mutines in the Bilboes, rafiily, 
ife be raflmefiTe for it) let ts Icaow^ 
:retioa fometimes ferues ts well, 
r deare plots do paule,and that fhould teach vs, 
Diuinity that ihapes our ends, 
;w them how we wiU. 
!*hat is moft eertaine. 
Vp fi-om my Cabin 
>woe icarft about me in the darke, 
to finde out them ; had my dc&re, 
Jicir Packet, and in fine, withdrew 
owne roome againe, making Co bold, 
% forgetting manners) to vnfcale 
nd Commifiion, where I found iUrath^ 
knMery : An exaft command, 
ith many fenerall forts of reaibn; 
; Denmarks health, and Hnglands too, 
>, foch Bttgges and Goblins in my liffe; 
:he fuperuize no leafurr bated, 
» flay the grinding of the Axe, 
ilioild be flrock ofiT, 
ft poffible? 

iere^s the Commiffion, read it at more leyfure t 
Jiou heare me how I did proceed ? 
[ befeech you. 

Being thus benetted xound with Villainei, 
Id make a Prok>guc to my braines, 
begun the Play. I fate me downe, 
new Commiffion, wrote it faire, 
I hoM it as our Sutifb doe, 
Te to write fairej and laboured much 
>rget that learning : but Sir now, 
Yeomans feruicc t wilt chou know 
ts of what I wrote? 



Hot, I, good my Lord. 

Ham, An eameft Coniuration firom the King, 
As England was his ^ithfuU- Tributary, 
As loue betweene them, as the Palme fhould flouriih. 
As Peace ihoold ftill her wheaten Garland weane. 
And ftand a Comma *tweene their amitiesy 
And many fuch like Afiis of great charge, 
That on the view and know of thcfe Contents, 
Without debatemcnt further, more or lefTe, 
He mould the bearers put to fodaine death, 
Not fhriuing time allowed. 

Hor, How was this feal*d ? 

Ham. Why,euen in that was Heauen ordinate} 
I had my Withers Signet in my Purfie, 
Which was the Modell of that Daniih Scale s 
Folded the Writ vp in forme of the other, 
SubfcribM it, gau*t th' impreffion, plac*t it fa&ly. 
The changeling neuer knownc t Now, the next day 
Was our Sea Fight, and what to this was fement. 
Thou Jcnow*fl already. 

Hot. So Guildenfienu and RofiMcraaetf go too*t. 
Ham.Why man, they did make lone to this imploymenC 
They are not neere my Confciencef their debate 
Doth by their owne infinuadon grow : 
*Tis dangerous, when the bafer nature comet 
Betweene the pafie,and fell incenfed points 
Of mighty oppofites. 

Hor, Why, what a King is this } 

Ham. Does it not, thinkil thee, fland me now rpon 
He that hath kWd my King, and whor*d my Mother, 
Popt in betweene th*eledion and my hopes, 
Throwne out his Angle for my proper li^. 
And with fuch coozenage; is*t not perfe^ con(cieace. 
To quit him with this arme ? And is*t not to be damn'd 
To let this Canker of oar nature come 
In further euill. 

Hor, It mufl be fhortly knowne to him from England 
What is the ifTue of the bufinefle there. 

Ham, It will be fhort, 
The interim*! mine,and a mana life*s no more 
Then to fay one : but I am very forry good Horatio, 
That to Latrtet I forgot my felfe { 
For by the image of my Came, I fee 
The Portraiture of his ; He count his faooois t 
But fiire the brauery of his griefii did put me 
Into a Towring paflion. 

Hor, Peace, who comes heere? 

Enter yomfr OJrie^e, (marke. 

Ofr, Your Lordfhip is nght welcome back to Den- 
Ann. I humbly thank you Sir, doft know this wafeerflie? 
Hor, No my good Lord. 

Ham. Thy fbte is the more gracious; for 'tis a Yice to 
know him : he hath much Land, and ^rtile ; let a Beaft 
be Lord of Beafts, and his Crib fhall fland at the Kings 
Mefle; *tis a Chowgfa; but as I faw fpacioas in the pof- 
feffion of dirt. 

Ofr, Sweet Lord, if your friendfhip were at leyfare, 
I fhould impart a thing to you from hisMaief^. 

Ham. I will receiue it with all diligence of fpirit^ut 
your Bonet to his right vie, *tis for the head. 

Ofr, I thanke your Lordfhip, *tis very hot. 

Ham* No, beleeue mee 'tis very cold, the winde is 
Northerly, 

Ofr. It is indiffisrent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. Mee thinkes it is very foultry, and hot for my 
Complexion. 

Ofricie, 



28o 



The Tragedie of Hamlet. 



I Ofr, Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very foultry,at 'twere 
cannot tell how : but my Lord, his Maiefty bad me fig- 
<^ifie to you, that he ha*s laid-a great wager on your head: 
Sir, this is the matter. • 

Ham, . I befeech you remember. 

O/r. Nay, in good faith, for mine eale in good faith : 
Sir, you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is at 
his weapon. 

Ham, What*s his weapon ? 

Off. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham, Thafs two of his weapons; but well. 
Ofr, The fir King ha*s wag'd with him fix Barbary Hor- 
fes, agaipft the which he impon*d as I uke it, fixe French 
Rapiers and Poniards, witii their afiignes, as Girdle, 
Hangers or fo : three of the Carriages infiith are very 
deare to fancy, very refpOnfiue to the hilts, moft delicate 
carriages, and of very liberal! conceit. 

Ham. What call you the Carriages ? 

Ofr, The Caniages Sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would bee more Germaine to the 
matter : If we could carry Cannon by our fides; I would 
it might be Hangers till then; but on fixe Barbary Hor- 
fes againfl fixe French Swords : their Afiignes,and three 
liberall conceited Carriages , that's the French but a- 
gainfl the Danifh ; why is this impon'd as you call it } 

Ofr. The King Sir, hath laid that in a dosen paflfes be- 
tweene you and him, hee fhall not exceed you three hits ; 
He hath one twelue for mine, and that would come to 
imediate tryall, if your Lordfhip would vouchlafe the 
Anfwere. 

Ham. How if I anfwere no ? 

Ofr. I meane my Lord, the oppofition of your perfon 
in tryall. 

Ham, Sir, I will walke heere in the Hall; if it pleafe 
his Maieftie, *tis the breathing time of day with me; let 
the Foyles bee brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold his purpofe ; I will win for him if I can : if 
not. He gaine nothing but my ihame, and the odde hits. 

OJr. Shall I redeliuer you ee'n fo? 

Ham, To this t(k€t Sir, after what flouriih your na- 
ture will. 

OJr, I commend my duty to your Lordfhip, 

Ham. Yours, yours; hee does well to commend it 
himfelfe, there are no tongues elfe /br*s tongue. 

Hot. This Lapwing runs away with the fhell on his 
head. 

Ham. He did Compile with his Dugge before hee 
fuclc't it : thus had he and mine more of the fame Beauy 
that I know the drofiie age dotes on; only got the tune of 
the time , and outvrard habite of encounter, a kinde of 
yefly colledion, which carries them through 8c through 
the moft fond and winnowed opinions;and doe but blow 
them to their tryalls : the Bubbles are out. 

Hor. You will lofe this wager, my Lord. 

Ham, I doe not thinke fo, fince he went into France, 
I haue beene in continual! praflice ; I fhall winne at the 
oddes : but thou wouldeft not thinke how all heere a- 
bout my heart : but it is no matter. 

Hor, Nay, good my Lord. 

Ham, It is but foolery ; but it is fuch a kinde of 
gain-gining as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your roinde diflike any thing, obey.I will fore- 
ibll their repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defie Augury; there's a fpeciall 
Prouidence in th^ fall of a fparrow. If it be now,*tis not 
to come t if it bee not to come, it will bee now t if it 



be not now; yet it will come; the readinefle is all^ fince 
man ha*8 ought of what he leauet. What is*t to leaue t 
times? 

Enter King, Sluetne^ Laertes and Lords ^ with other Attt 
dants wUb Foyles ^ and Gauntlets, a Tahle mud 
Flagons of^ine on it. 

Kin. Come Aiiir/(rf, come, and take this hand from n 

Ham.Gwxt me your pardon Sir,I'ae done you wroc 
But pardon't as you are a Gentleman. 
This prefence knowet. 

And you muft needs haue heard how I am puniiht 
With fore diibadion ? What I haue done 
That might your nature honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I heere proclaime was madnefTe : 
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Neuer Hamlet, 
If Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away : 
And when he's not himfelfe, do's wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it: 
Who does it then? His MadnefTe ? Wt be To, 
Hamlet is of the Fa^on that is «nx>ng'd, 
His madnefTe is poore Hamlets Enemy. 
Sir, in this Audience, 
Let my difdaiming from a purpos'd eulll. 
Free me fo fiirre in your moCt generous thoughts. 
That I haue fhot mine Arrow o*re the hoofe. 
And hurt my Mother. 

Laer, I am fatisfied in Nature, 
Whofe motiue in this cafe fhould ilirre me moft 
To my Reuenge. But in my termes of Honor 
I fbnd aloofe, and will no reconcilement, 
Till by fome elder Maflen of knowne Honor, 
I haue a voyce, and prefident of peace 
To keepe my name vngorg'd. But till that time, 
I do recetue your offered loue like loue. 
And wil not wroiig it. 

Ham, I do embrace it f^ely. 
And will this Brothers wager firankely play. 
Giue vs the Foyles : Come on. 

Laer, Come one for me. 

Ham. He be your fbile Laertes fin mine ignorance, 
Your Skill fhall like a Starre i'th'darkeft night, 
Sticke fiery ofFindeede. 

Laer. You mocke me Sir. 

Ham. No by this hand. 

Kjng, Giue them the Foyles yong O/rUJ^^ 
Coufen Hamlet, you know the wager. 

Ham, Verie well my Lord, 
Your Grace hath laide the oddes a'th' weaker fide. 

King. I do not feare it, 
I haue feene you bpth : 
But fince he is better*d,we haue therefore oddet. 

Laer. This is too heauy. 
Let me fee another. 

Ham, This likes me well, 
Thefe Foyles haue all a length. Prefmrg to ffej. 

Ofriefy. I my good Lord. 

King, Set me the Stopes of wine vpon that Table: 
If Hamlet giue the firft, or fecond hit. 
Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 
Let all the Battlements their Ordinance fire. 
The King fhal drinke to Hamlets better breath. 
And in the Cup an vnion fhal he throw 
Richer then that, which fbure fuccefiiue Kinga 
In Denmarkes Crowne haue wome. 

Ou 
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Gtae me the Cups, 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpeti fpeake. 

The Trampet to the Cannoneer witboat, 

The Cannons to the Heauens, the Heauen to Earth, 

Now the King drinlces to Hamlet, Come, begin, 

And yott the ludges beare a wary eye. 

Ham, Come on fir. 

Laer, Come on fir. Tbty play. 

Ham, One. 

Laer, No. 

Ham. Judgement 

Ofr, A bit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer. Well : againe. 

Kimg, Stay, giue me drinke. 
Hemletf this Pearle is thine. 
Here's to thy health, Giue him the cup, 

Trttmfeti fmnd, and&at goes off. 

Ham. He play this bout firft, Tet by a-while. 
Come: Another hit ; what fay you ? 

Laer, A touch, a touch, I do confefle. 

Kiag, Our Sonne fliall win. 

S^u. He*s fat, and fcant of breath. 
Heere*s a Napkin, rub thy browes, 
The Queene Carowfes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

JCf«f . Gertrude^ do not drinke. 

Qu. I will my Lord ; 
I pray you pardon me. 

Kmg, It is the poyTon'd Cup, it is too late. 

Ham, I dare not drinke yet Madam, 
By and by. 

^u. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer, My Lord, He hit him now. 

Kimg, I do not thinke't, 

Laer. And yet *tis almoil *gainfl my confcience. 

Ham. Come for the third. 
Laertay you but dally, 
I pray you paife with your heft Tiolence, 
1 am afTear'd you make a wanton of me. 

Laer, Say you fo ? Come on. PUy, 

Ofr. Nothing neither way. 

iaer, Haue at you now. 

In f cuff ling they ebange Rafters, 

Xjng. Part them, they are incens*d» 

Ham. Nay come, againe. 

Ofr, Looke to the Queene there hoa. 

Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is*t my Lord ? 

Ofr. How is*t Laertes ? 

Laer. Why as a Woodcocke 
To mine Sprindge, Ofric^fj 
I am ioilly kill*d wiui mine owne Treacherie. 

Ham, How does the Queene? 

Kmg, She founds to fee them bleede. 

S^m. No, no, the drinke, the drinke. 
Oh my deere Hamlet^ the drinke, the drinke, 
I am poyfbn*d. 

Ham. Oh Villany \ How? Let the doore be lock*d. 
Treacherie, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is heere Hamlet. 
Hawiletf thou art flaine. 
No Medicine in the world can do thee good. 
In thee, there is not halfe an houre of life ; 
The Treacherous Infhrument is in thy hand, 
Vnbated and envenomM : the fbule pra^fei 
Hath tam*d it felfie on me. Loe, heere I lye, 
Never to rife againe : Thy Mothers poy(bn*d : 
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I can no more, the King, the King's too blame. 

Ham, The point envenom*d too, 
Then venome to thy vrorke. 

Hurts the King. 

All Treafon, Treafon. 

King, O yet defend me Friends, I am but hurt. 

Ham, Heere thou inceftuous, murdroos. 
Damned Dane, 

Drinke off* this Potion : Is thy Vnion heere ? 
Follow my Mother. King Dyes. 

Laer, He is iufUy feru*d. 
It is a poyfon tempered by himfelfe t 
Exchange forgiuenelTe with me. Noble Hamlet ; 
Mine and oiy Fathers death come not rpon thee, 
Nor thine on me. Dyes. 

Ham, Heauen make thee firee of it, I follow thee. 
I am dead Horatio ^ wretched Queene adiew. 
You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance. 
That are but Mutes or audience to this ade : 
Had I but time (u this fell Sergeant death 
Is ffarickM in his Arreft) oh I could tell you. 
But let it be : Horatio^ I am dead. 
Thou liu'fl, report me and my caufes right 
To the Tniatisfied. 

Hor, Neuer beleeue it. 
I am more an Antike Roman then a Dane: 
Heere*s yet fome Liquor lefl. 

Ham, As th*art a man, giue me the Cup. 
Let go, by Heauen lie haue*t. 
Oh good Horatio f what a wounded name, 
(Things (landing thus Tnknowne) fhall Hue behind me. 
If thou did*fl euer hold me in thy heart, 
Abfent thee from felicitie awhile. 
And in this harih world draw thy breath in paine, 
To tell my Storie. 

March afarre offy audfbout wtbln. 
What warlike noyfe is this ? 

Enter Ofrlckf, 

Ofr, Tong FortlniraSf vnth conqueft come fr5 Poland 
To th'AmbafTadon of England giues rhis warlike voUy. 
' Ham, O I dye Horatio ; 
The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my fpirit, 
I cannot liue to heare the Newes from £ngljnd,i 
But I do prophefie th'eledion lights 
On Fortmbrasy he ha's my dying voyce. 
So tell him with the occurrents more and lefTe, 
Which haue folicited. The reft is filence. 0, 0,0,0. Dyes 

Hora, Now cracke a Noble heart : 
Goodnight fweet Prince, 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft, 
Why do*s the Drumme come hither ? 

Enter Fortmbroi and EngHJb AmbaJ/ador ,witb fDrummcy 
Colours, and Attendants, 

Forth, Where is this fight ? 

Hor. What is it ye would fee ; 
If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 

For. His quarry cries on hauocke. Oh proud death. 
What feafl is to%rard in thine etemall Cell. 
That thou fo many Princes, at a ihoote. 
So bloodily haft fbooke. 

Amb, The fight is difmall, 
And our afHures from England come too late. 
The eares are fenfelefTe that fhouid giue ts hearing. 
To tell him his comma nd*ment is fulfilled, 

q q That 
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That J(^neranct and GuiUenfierne are dead i 
Where fhould we haue our thaoket ? 


Which are ro chime, my vanUge doth 


Inuite me. 


Hor. Not from his mouth. 


Hor. Of that I ihaU haue alwaycs caufe to fpcftke, 


Had it th*abilitie of life to thanke you : 


And from his mouth 


He neuer gaue command*ment for their death. 


Whofe Toyce will draw on more i 


But fince (o iumpe vpon this bloodie queftioti, 


But let this fame be prefently performMf 


You from the Polakc warrct, and jou from England 


Euen whiles mens mindes arc wilde. 


Are heere arriued. Giue order that thefe bodies 


Left more mifchance 


High on a fbge be placed to the Tiew, 


On plots, and errors happen. 


And let m% fpeake to th'yet vnknowing world. 


For, Let fbure Captaines 


How thefe things came about. So (hall you heare 


Beare Hamitt like a Soldier to the Stage» 


Of camall, bloudie, and ▼nnacurall ads, 


For he was likely, had he beeiie put on 


Of accidental! lodgements, cafuall flaughters 


To haue prou*d moft royally : 


Of death's put on by cunning, and fbrc*d cau(e» 


And for his pafTage, 


And in this Tpihot, purpofes miftooke. 


The Souldiours Muficke,and the lites of Warre 


Falne on the Inuentors heads. All this can I 


Speake lowdly for him. 


Truly deliuer. 


Take t^ the body ; Such a fight as this 


For, Let Ts haft to heare it, 


Becomes the Field, but heere fticwes much amis. 


And call the Nobleft to the Audience. 


Go, bid the Souldiers ihoote. 


For me, with forrow, I embrace my Fortune, 


Exeunt c^arcbtMg : afitr tbt ^bkb, a Pu 


I haue fome Rites of memory in this Kingdome, 


Ordenanci anjbot off* 



FINIS. 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

KING LEAR. 



^A!Slus Primus. Sccena ^rima. 




Enter Kent^ Gloucefier^ and tdntrnd* 

Ktnt. 
I Thought the K!ng|had more afTedled the 
I Duke of AlboMy^ then Commali* 

GIcM, Ic did alwaycs feeroe fo to vt : But 
now in the diuifion of the Kingdomey it ap* 
J pcaret not which of the Dukes hee valewet 
"^ for qualities are fo weigh*d, that curiofity in nei* 

can make choife of cithers moity. 
'car. Is not this your Son, my Lord ? 
leu. His hrceding Sir, hath bin at my charge. I hane 
ken blttih*d to acknowledge him, that now 1 am 
d too't. 

mt. I cannot conceiue you. 
W. Sir, this yong Fellowes mother could ; where- 

fhe grew round womb*d| and had indeede (Sir) a 
e for her Cradle, ere ihe had U| husband for her bed. 
ou fmell a fiiult) 

ent. I cannot wifli the ^ult vadone^ the iflue of it, 
; fo proper. 
Im, But I haue a Sonne, Sir, by order of Mw, fome 

elder then this { who, yet it no deerer in my ac*> 
t, though this Knaue came fomthing fawcily to the 
i before he was fent for t yet was his Mother %re, 

was good fport at his making, and the horfon muft 
:knowledged. Doe you know this Noble Gentle- 

Edmoudf 

dm. No, my Lord* 
loM, Mr Lord of Kent : 

ember him heereafter,as my Honourable Friend. 
dm. My feruicei to your Lordihip. 
mt. I muft loue you, and fue to know you better, 
Im. Sir, I fliall ftudy dcferuing. 
leu. He hath bin out nbe yeares, and away he ihall 
e. The King is comming. 

t. Enter King Lear^ CernwUlf Aihany, Geumll^ Rt- 

gan^ Cerdeliaf^undstttudunts, 
r. Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy, Glofter. 
V. I ihall, my Lord. Exit, 

r, Meane time we ihal exprefle our darker purpoie. 
me the Map there. Know, that we haue diuided 
ree our Klngdome : and *tis our iaft intent, 
ake all Cares and BufineiTe fix>m our Age, 
srring them on yonger ftrengths, while we 
irtfaen*d ciawle toward death. Our fon oi Cenma/, 
you our no leile louing Sonne of AHfottf^ 



We haue this houre a conftant will to publlih 
Our daughters feoerall Dowers, that future ftrife 
May be prcuentcd now. The Princes, Fr«K# 8c Burgundy^ 
Great Riuals in our yongeft daughters loue. 
Long in our Court, haue made their amorous foioume. 
And heere are to be anfwer*d. Tell me my daughters 
(Since now we will diueft vs both of Rule^ 
Intereft of Territory, Cares of State) 
Which of you ihall we* iay doth loue vs moft. 
That we, our largeft bountie may extend 
Where Nature doth with merit challenge. G^neriU^ 
Our eldeil borne, /peake firft. 

Cr0ff. Sir, I loue you more then word can weild y matter, 
Deerer then eye-fight, fpace, and libertie. 
Beyond what can be valewed, rich or rare. 
No leiTe then life, with grace, health, beauty, honor : 
As much as Childe ere lou*d, or Father found . 
A loue that niakes breath poore,and fpeech vnable. 
Beyond all manner of fo much I loue you. 

Cer. What ihall CordiUa fpeake? Loue, and be filent. 

LMT.Of all thefe bounds euen firom this Line, to this, 
With ihadowie Forrefts, and with Champains rich*d 
With plenteous Riners, and wide-skirted Meades 
We make thee Lady. To thine and Alhan'us iiTues 
Be this perpetuall. What iayes our fecond Daughter ? 
Our deereft Regan ^ wife of Cornwall f 

3(£g. I am made of that felfe-mettle as my Sifter, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart, 
I finde ihe names my very deede of loue : 
Onely ihe comes too ihort, that I profelTe 
My felfe an enemy to all other ioyes. 
Which the moft precious iquare of feafe profeiTes, 
And finde I am alone felicitate 
In your deere HighneiTe loue. 

Qor. Then poore Cordelia^ 
And yet not fo, fince I am fure my loue's • 
More ponderous then my tongue. 

Lear, To thee, and thine heredicarie euer, 
Remaine this ample third of our ^re Kingdomei 
No leiTe in fpace, validide, and pleafure 
Then that cpnferr*d on GenerilL Now our loy. 
Although our laft and leaft \ to whofe yong loue. 
The Vines oi France, and Milke of Burguodie, 
Striue to be intereft. What can you iay, to draw 
A third, more opilent then your Sifters? fpeake. 

Cor. Nothing my Lord. 

Lear, Nothing? 

q q 1 Cor . 
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Cor, Nothing. 

Lear, Nothing will come of nothing, fpeake againe. 

Cor, Vnhappie that I am, I cannot heaue 
My heart into my month:! loue your Maiefty 
According to my bond, no more nor lefle. 

Lait. How, how Qordtlm} lAtnA yoor fpeech t little, 
Leaft you may marre your Fortunes. 

Cor, Good my Lord, 
You haue begot me, bred me, Iou*d me. 
I retume thole dntiet backe as are right fit, . 
Obey YOU, Loue you, and moft Honour you. 
Why haue my Sifters Husbands, if they £iy 
They loue you all ? Happily when I (hall wed, 
That Lord, whofe hand mnft take my plight, ihall carry 
Halfe my loue with him, halfe my Care, and Dude, 
Sure I ihall neuer marry like mv Sifters. 

Lear, But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor, I my good Lord. 

Lear, So young, and fo vntender ? 

Cor, So young my Lord, and true. 

Lear, Let it be fojthy truth then be thy dovnre ; 
For by the (acred radience of the Sunne, 
The miferies of Heccat and the night .* 
By all the operation of the Orbes, 
From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be, 
Heere I difclaime all my Paternall care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, , 
And as a ftranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from thu /or euer. The barbarous Scythian^ 
Or he that makes his generation mefles 
To gorge his appetite, fhall to my bofome 
Be as well neighbour^, pittied, and releeu'd, 
As thou my (bmetime Daughter. 

Kent. Good my Liege. 

Lear, Peace Kentf 
Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath, 
I lou*d her moft,and thought to fet my reft 
On her kind nurfery. Hence and avoid my fight ! 
So be my graue my peace, as here I giue 
Her Fathera heart from her j call France^ who ftirres ? 
Call 'BurgundytCortni'allf and Albaniey 
With my two Daughters Dowres, digeft the third. 
Let pride, which fhe cals plainneiTe, marry her : 
I doe inueft you ioyntly with my power, 
Prebeminence,and all the large eflfe^ 
That troope with Maiefty. Our felfe by Monthly courfe. 
With referoation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be fuftainM, Aall our abode 
Make with you by due turne, onely we Aall retaine 
The name, and all th'addition to a King : the Sway, 
Reuennew, Execution of the reft, 
Beloued Sonnes be yours, which to confirme. 
This Coronet part betweene you. 

Kent, Royall Lear^ 
Whom I haue euer honor*d as my King, 
Lou*d as my Father, as my Mafter fbllow*d. 
As my great Patron thought on in my praiers. 

Le, The bow is bent 8c drawne, make from the (haft. 

Kmt, Let it fall rather, though the fbrke inuade 
The region of my heart, be Kent vnmannerly, 
When Lear is mad, what wouldeft thou do old man ? 
Think'ft thou that dutie fliall haue dread to fpeake. 
When power to flattery bowes ? 
To pUinneiTe honour*s bound. 
When Maiefty fiills to fi>lly,refenie thy ftate, 
And in thy beft confideration checlce 



This hideous raflinefle, anfwere my life, my iudgementt 
Thy yongeft Daughter do*s not loue thee leaft. 
Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds 
Reuerbe no hollownefle. 

Lear, Ajnrf, on thy life no more. 

Ktni, Aly life I neuer held but as pawne 
To wage againft thine enemies, nere fisare to loofe it. 
Thy fafety being motiue. 

Lear, Out of my fight. 

Kent, See better Lear^ and let me ftill remaine 
The true blanke of thine eie. 

Kear, Sow by jfpo/Jof 

Lent, Now by j^Io, King 
Thou fwear.ft thy Gods in vaine. 

Lear. O VaiTall I Mifcreant. 

jflh. Cor, Deare Sir forbeare. 

Kent, kill thy Phyfition, and thy fee beftow 
Vpon the fbule difea{e,reuoke thy guift. 
Or whirft I can vent clamour from my throate, 
lie tell thee thou doft euill. 

Lea. Heare me recreant, on thine allegeance heare ne; 
That thou haft fought to make ts breake our Towes, 
Which we durft neuer yet; and ¥rith fbain*d pride. 
To come betwixt our fentences, and our power. 
Which, nor our nature, nor our place can beare; 
Our potencie made good, take thy reward. 
Fiue dayes we do allot thee for prouifion, 
To (hield thee from difafters of the world. 
And on the fixt to turne thy hated backe 
Vpon our kingdome; if on the tenth day following. 
Thy baniflit trunke be found in our Dominions, 
The moment is thy death, away. By Ltplter^ 
This ihall not be reuok*d, 

Kent. Fare thee well King, fith thus thou wilt appesit, 
Freedome liues hence, and baniihment is here; 
The Gods to their deere Aelter uke thee Maid, 
That iuftly think*ft, and haft moft rightly faid : 
And your large fpeeches, may your deeds approue. 
That good efliedb may fpring from words of loue : 
Thus Kent^ O Princes, bids you all adew, 
Hee*l ihape his old courfe, in a Owntry new. Exii 

Flwrijb. Enter Qlofter with France ^and Bnr" 
gundy ^ Attendants, 

Cor, Heere*s France and Bnrpindy ^my NoUe Lord. 

Lear, My Lord of Bupmdie^ W 

We firft addreiTe toward you, who with this King ^ 

Hath riuald for our Daughter; what in the leaft 
Will you require in prefent Dower with her. 
Or ceaie your queft of Loue } 

^ttr, Moft Royall Maiefty, 
1 craue no more then hath your Highneile ofier*d. 
Nor will you tender leiTe ?• 

Lear, Right Noble 9iir^ir<(y, 
When ihe was deare to ys,we did hold her fo. 
But now her price is fallen : Sir, there ihe ftands. 
If ought within that litde feeming fubibnce. 
Or all of it with our difpleafure piec'd, 
And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 
Shee*s there, and ihe is yoort. 

9tfr. I know no aniwer. 

Lear. Will you vnth thofe infirmidet ihe owc% 
Vnfriended,new adopted to our hate, 
Dow*rd ¥rith our cuii*e,and ftranger*d with onr oath, 
Take her or,Ieaue her. 

^Bar. 
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Pardon me Royall Sir, 
I makes not vp 10 fuch conditions, 
'hen leaue her fir, for by the powre that made me, 
m all her wealth. For you great King, 
i not from your loue make fuch a ftrav, 
ch you where I hate, therefore befeecn you 
your liking a more worthier way, 
n a wretch whom Nature is aihain*d 
t*acknowledge hers. 

This is moft ftrange, 
te whom euen but now, was your obied, 
^ment of your praife, balme of your age, 
ft, the deereft,fliould in this trice of time 
t a thing fo monftrous,to difmantle 
ly folds of fauounfure her oflfence 
B of fuch Tnnaturall degree, 
lonftsers it : Or your fore-voucht afiedHon 

taint, which to beleeueofher 

t a faith that reafon without miracle 

neuer plant in me. 

1 yet befeech your Maiefty. 

want that glib and oylie Art, 
ike and purpofe not, fince what I will intend, 
: before I fpeake,that you make Icnowne 

▼icious blot,murther,or fbuleneiTe, 
:hafte a^on or diihonoored ftep 
ath depriuM me of your Grace and fauour, 
m for want of that, for which I am richer, 
ibliciting eye, and fuch a tongue, 
am glad I haue not, though not to haue it» 
)ft me in your liking, 
r. Better thou had*ft ' 

ene borne, then not t haue pleasM me better, 
. It it but thb / A tardinefle in nature, 

often leaues the hiflory vnfpoke 
: intends to do : my Lord of Burgundy^ 
(ay you to the Lady ? Loue*s not loue 
it is mingled with regards, that ftands 

from thintire point, will you haue her ? 

berfelfe a Dowrie. 

. RoyallKlng, 

nt that portion which your felfe proposM, 

ere I take Cordelia by the hand, 

'.ffc of ^urgundU, 

r. Nothing,! hauefwome,! am firme. 

'. I am fornr then you haue io loft a Father, 

ou muft looie a husband. 

Peace be with ^urgundie^ 
hat refped and Fortunes are his lone, 
not be his wife. 

. Faireft CordeKaythtLt art moft rich being poore, 
Jioife fbriaken,and moft lou*d defpisM, 
ind thy Tertues here I feise vpon, 
iwfiill I uke Tp what's caft away. 
Sods! Tis ftrange,that from their cold*ft negled 
>ue ihould kindle to enflam*d refpe^ 
owrelefle Daughter King, throwne to my chance, 
ene of ts, of ouii,and our faire Frsnc§i 

1 the Dukes of watriih Burgundy , 

ly this vnprix*d precious Maid of me. 

em ftrewell Corir/uf, though rnkinde, 

loofeft here a better where to finde. 

r. Thou haft her Francif let her be thine, for we 

no fuch Daughter, nor ihall euer fee 

ace of hers againe,thcrfbre be gone, 

ttt our Grace, our Loue, our Benizon 1 



Come Noble ^urguudie. Fhurijh. Extuut. 

^Fra, Bid farwell to your Sifters. 

Cor. The lewels of our Father, with waihM eie s 
Corde/ia leaues you, I know jrou what you are. 
And like a Sifter am moft loth to call 
Your faults as they are named* Loue well our Father: 
To your profeiTed bofomes I commit him, 
But yet alas,ftood I within his Grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place. 
So farewell to you both. 

Begu, Prefcribe not vs our dude. 

Gon. Let your ftudy 
Be to content your Lord, who hath recdu*d you 
At Fortunes almes,you haue obedience fcanted. 
And well are worth the want that you haue wanted. 

Cor. Time ihall vnfbld what plighted cunning hides. 
Who couen faults, at laft with fhame derides: 
Well may you profper. 

Fra. Come my faire Cordelia. Exit France and Cor. 

Gon. Sifter, it is not little I haue to (ay. 
Of what moft neerely appertaines to ts both, 
I thinke our Father will hence to night. (mth vs. 

Rtg. That*s moft certaine,and D^th you: next moneth 

Chn, You fee how full of changes his age is, the ob- 
feruadon we iiaue made of it hath beene littlejhe alwaies 
lou*d our Sifter mofl,and with what poore iudgement he 
hath now caft her ofr,appeares too groiTely. 

Beg. *Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath euer but 
flenderly knowne himfelfe. 

dm. The beft and foundeft of his dme hath bin but 
rafh,then muft we looke from his age, to receiue not a- 
lone the imperfe^ons of long ingrafFed condidon, but 
therewithall the Tnruly way-vrardneile, that infirme and 
cholericke yeares bring with them. 

Rtg. Such vnconftant flarts are we like to haue from 
him, as this of Kents banifhment. 

Qon. There is further complement of leaue-uking be- 
tweene Frame and him, pray you let ts fit together, if our 
Father carry authority with fuch difpofidon as he bearea» 
this laft furrender of his will but offend vs. 

Beg.^t ihall further thinke of it 

Gon. We muft do romething,and i*th*heate. Exeunt, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Baftard. 
^Baft . Thou Nature art my GoddeiTcyto thy Law 
My feruices are bound, wherefore ibould I 
Stand in the plague of cuftome,and permit 
The curiofity of Nadons, to depriue me ? 
For that I am fome twelue, or fburteene Moonihines 
Lag of a Brother? Why Baftard ? Wherefore baie ? 
When my Dimeniions are as well compa^. 
My minde as generous, and my ihape as true 
As honeft Madams iflue ? Why brand they vs 
With Bafe ? Widi bafenes Barftadie ? Bafe, Bafe ? 
Who in the luitie ilealth of Nature, take 
More compofidon, and fierce qualitie. 
Then doth within a dull ible tyred bed 
Goe to th*creadng a whole tribe of Fops 
Oot*tweene a ileepe,and wake ? Well then. 
Legitimate Sdgar, I muft haue your land. 
Our Fathers loue, is to the Ba^rd Sdmond^ 
As to th*legitimate : fine word : Legidmafie. 

qq3 Well 



286 



The Tragedieof^tng Lear. 



Well, mjr Legittimate, if this Letter fpeed, 
And my inuention thriue, Edmond the ba(e 
Shall to*th*Legitimate : I grow, I profper t 
Now Godtfftand Tp for Baftardt. 

Enter Gloucefltr, 
GUXjtnt bani(b*d thus? and France in choUer parted ? 
And the King gone to night / PrefcribM his powre, 
Confin'd to exhibition ? All this done 
Vpon the gad ? Edmond^ how now? What newet ? 
Bafi» So pleafe your Lordihip, none. 
GioK. Why fo earneftly feeke you to put vp y Letter ? 
^Baft, I know no newes, my Lord. 
QIou» What Paper were you reading? 
^aft. Nothing my Lord. 

Gtom, No ? what needed then that terrible difpatch of 
it into your Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath not 
fuch neede to hide it (elfe. Let*8 fee : come, if it bee no- 
thing, I flull not neede Spedaclet. 

Baft. I befeech you Sir, pardon mee ; it is a Letter 
firom my Brother, that I haue not all ore-read ; and for fo 
much as I haue perus*d, 1 finde it not fit for your ore-loo- 
king. 

GloM. Giue me the Letter, Sir. 
^Baft. I ihall offend, either to detaine, or giue it t 
The Concents, as in part I ▼nderftand them. 
Are too blame. 

GIou. Let*8 fee, let*s fee. 

Ba/L I hope for my Brothen iuftification, hee wrote 
this but as an eiTay, or tafte of my Vertue. 

Qlou^reads. Tbit jbolkUf and reuereuce of jtge^maJ^ the 
9orid hitter f the bep of our times : kfepa our Fortunet from 
vSf tiU our oidmeffe camnot retlifi) them, I hepn to finde an idle 
sudfiud bondage f in the opfrej/ion rf^g'd tfranny^'mbofnaya 
mot m it bath power ^ but at it ujuffer^d. Come to sw, that tf 
that J majfjfeal(e more. If our Father would fitefe till 1 9al(d 
bim^youjbould enioy halfe bit 'B^emunfor euer^ and Hue the 
boloued of your Brother. Edgar. 

Hum ? Confpiracy ? Sleepe till I wake him, you ihould 
eoioy halfe his Reuennew t my Sonne Edgar ^ had hee a 
hand to write this ? A heart and braine to breede k in ? 
When came you to this? Who brought It? 

Baft. It was not brought mee, my Lord ; there's the 
cunning of it I found it thro woe imat the Cafement of 
my Cloflct. 

Glou. You know the chandler to be your Brothen ? 
^Baft. If the matter were good my Lord, I durft fwear 
It were his : but in refped of that, I would ^ne thinke it 
were not. 

Glou. It is Us. 

^aft. It is his haiid,my Lord t bat I hope his heart is 
not in the Contents. 

Qlo. Has he neoer before founded you in this bufines? 

^Bafi. Neuer my Lord. But I haue heard him oft main- 

taine it to be fit, that Sonnes at perfed age, and Fatheii 

declin*d, the Father fbould bee as Ward to the Son, and 

the Sonne manage his Reuennew. 

Glou. O Villain, villain : his Tery opinion in the Let- 
ter. Abhorred Villaine, vnnatarall, detefted, brutifh 
Villaine; worfe then brutifh : Go firrah, feeke him i lie 
apprehend him. Abhominable Villaine, where is he? 

Baft. I do not well know my L. If it fhall pleaie you to 
fufpend your indignation againft my Brother,til you can 
deriue firom him better teftimony oifhtt latent, you fhoU 
run a certaine courTe : where, if you violently proceed a- 
gainft him, mifbking his purpofe, it would make a great 
gap in your owae Honor, and fiiake in peeces,the heart of 



his obedience. I dare pawne downe my life for him, that 
he hath writ this to feele my aflfedtion to your Honor, k 
to no other pfetence of danger. 
Glou. Thinke you fo ? 

Baft. If your Honor ludge it meetr, I will place yon 
where you (hall heare vs coniferre of this, and by an Auri- 
cular aflurance haue your fatisfiidlion, and that without 
any further delay, then this very Euening. 

Glou. He cannot bee fuch a Monfter. Edmond feeke 
him out : winde me into him, I pray you : frame the Ba- 
finefTe afber your owne wifedome. I would vnftate mj 
felfe, to be in a due refolution. 

Baft. I will feeke him Sir, prefently : conuey the bo- 
finefle as 1 ihall find m«anes,aad acquaint you withalL 

Glou. Thefe late Bclipfes in the Sun and Moone por^ 
tend no good to vs : though the wifedome of Nature can 
reafon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it felfe fcoorg*d 
by the fequent efleds. Loue cooles, friendfhip £dls ofl^ 
Brothers diuide. In Cities, mutinies ; in Countries, dif- 
cord $ in Pallaces, Trcafon ; and the Bond cracked, *twizt 
Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes vnder the 
predidBon; there's Son againft Father, the King fals fiom 
by as of Nature, there's Father againft Childc. We haue 
feene the beft of our time. Machinations, hoUownciTe, 
treacherie, and all ruinous difbrders follow vs difquicdjr 
to our Graues. Find out this Villain Ednumd^it fhall \ok 
thee nothing, do it carefully : and the Noble de true-har- 
ted Kent banifh'd ; his oflFencc,honefty. *Tis ftrange.£jnr 

*Baft, This is the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when we are ficke in fortune, often the furfets of our own 
behauiour, we make guilty of our difafiers, the Svn, the 
Moone, and Starre8,as if we were villaines on neceffide, 
Fooles by heaoenly compulfion, Knaues, Theeoes, tni 
Treachers by Sphericall predominance. Drunkards, Ly- 
ars,and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedience of Planataty 
influence J and all that we are eoill in, by a diuint thni- 
fting on. An admirable euafion of Whora-mafl«r-man, 
to lay his Goatifh difpofidon on the charge of a Sture, 
My fiitber compounded with my mother vnder the Dra- 
gons taile, and my Natiuity was vnder Frfa Makr^ fo 
that it^ followes, I am rough and Leacheroni. I Aould 
haue bin that I am, had the maidenlcft Starte in the Fir- 
mament twinkled on my bafUrdising. 

Enter Edgar, 
Pat : he comes like the Cataftrophe of tlie old Comcdie : 
my Cue is villanous Melanchoilv, with a fighe like Tm 

o'Bedlam. O thefe Eclipies do portend thefe diai- 

fions. Fa, Sol, La, Me. 

Edg. How now Brother Edmond^ what ietieus co9- 
templarion are you in? 

Ba&. I am thinking Brother of a prediction I read this 
other day, what ihould follow thefe Eclipies. 

Edg. Do you bufie your fdfe with tbat ? 

Btft. I promife you, the efl«as he wricet ofyfocceede 
vnhappily. 
When faw you my Father laft ? 

Bdg. The night gone by. 

Baft. Spake you with him f 

Sdg. I, two houres together. 

^Baft. Parted you in good temes ? Foond yoo no A^ 
pleafure in him, by word, nor countenance f 

Sdg. None at all. 

Baft. Bethiak your ielfe wherein you may haue ofib- 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his prvfence, viit3 
fome little rime hath qualified the beat of his difpleafof^ 
which at this inftant fo rageth in him, t4ut with the H 
chiefc 
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chicfc of your perfon, it would fcarfely alay. 

Edg, Some Villain e hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That*t my feare , I pray you haue a continent 
forbearance till the fpced of his rage goes flower : and as 
I fay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence 1 will 
fitly bring you to heare my Lord fpealce : pray ye goe, 
there's my key : if you do ftirre abroad, goe arm*d. 

Edg. Arm*d, Brother f 

Edm. Brother, I aduife you to the beft, I am no honeil 
man,if ther be any good meaning toward you:I haue told 
you what 1 haue feencand heard : But faintly* Nothing 
like the image, and horror of it, pray you away. 

Edg, Shall I heare from you anon ? Exit, 

Edm. 1 do fertie you in this buAnefTe t 
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
WhoTe nature is (b ^rre from doing harmes, 
That he (ufpc^ none .* on whofe fooliQi honeftie 
My pradifes ride eafie : I fee the bufineflfe. 
Let me,if not by birth, haue lands by wit, 
All with me*s meete, that I can faihion fit. Exit, 



Scena Tertia. 



Stiter Gcfierill, and Steward, 

Gen. Did my Father ftrilce my Gentleman for chi- 
ding of his Foole ? 

Sti. 1 Madam. 

G9fi, By day and night, he wrongs me, euery howre 
He flaihes into one groflc crime, or other, 
That fets vs all at ods : He not endure it ; 
His Knights grow riotous, and himfelfr vpbraides vs 
On euery trifle. When he returnes fromhunting, 
1 will not fpeake with him, fay I am ficke, 
If you come flacke of former feruices, 
YoQ (hall do well , the fault of it lU anfwer. 

S/e, He*8 comming Madam , I heare him. 

QoM. Put on what weary negligence you pleafe, 
Vou and your Fellowes: Tde haue it come to queftion; 
If he diftafte it, let him to my Sifler, 
Whofe mind and mine I know in that are one, 
Remember what I haue (aid. 

Ste, Well Madam. 

ffen. And let his Knights haue colder lookes among 
you : what growes of it no matter, aduife your fellowes 
fo, He write ftraight to my Sifter to hold my courfe;pre- 
pare for dinner. Sxeunt. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Kent. 

Kent, If but as will I other accents borrow, 
That can my fpeech defofe,my good intent 
May carry through it felfe to that full iflue 
for which I raia*d my likenefle. Now baniflit Kenty 
If thou canft ferue where thou doft ftand condemn*d, 
^ may it come, thy Mafter whom thou lou*ft, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 
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Hornet wtbin. Enter Lear and .Attendants, 

Lear. Let me not ftay a iot for dinner, go get it rea- 
dy :hownow, what art thou ? 

Kent. A man Sir. 

Lear. What doft thou profeflTe ? What would'ft thou 
with vs ? 

Kent. I do profeflTe to be no leflTe then I feeme;to ferue 
him truely that will put me in truft, to loue him that is 
honeft,to conuerfe with him that is wife and faies little, to 
feare iudgement, to fight when i cannot choofe, and to 
eate no fifli. 

Lear, What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honeft hearted Fellow, and as poore as 
the King. 

Lear. If thou be*ft as poore for a fubied, as hee's for a 
King, thou art poore enough. What wou)dft thou? 

Kent, Seruice. 

Lear. Who wouldft thou ferue f 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Do*ft thou know me fellow ? 

Kent. No Sir,but you haue that in your countenance, 
whi^ I would faine call Mafter. 

Lear. What's that? 

Kent, Authority. 

Lear, What feruices canft thou do ? 

Kent, I can keepe honeft counfaile, ride, run, marre a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliuer a plaine meflage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qual- 
lified in,and the beft of me, is Dilligence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent, Not fo young Sir to loue a woman for finging, 
nor fo old to dote on her for any thing. I haue yeares on 
my backe forty eight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou flult feme me, if I like thee no 

worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner 

ho,dinner«where*s my knauef my Foole ?|Go you and call 

my Foole hither. You you Sirrah, where*s my Daughter? 

Enter Steward, 

Ste. So pleafe you Exit. 

Lear, What faies the Fellow there ? Call the Clot- 
pole backe : wher's my Foole ? Ho, I thinke the world's 
afleepe.how now ? Where's that Mungrell ? 

Knigb. He faies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 

Lear, Why came not the flaue backe to me when I 
call'd him ? 

Knigb. Sir, he anfwered me in the roundeft manner, he 
would not. 

I^ar, He would not ? 

Knigbt, My Lord, I know not what the matter is, 
but to my iudgement your Highnefle is not entettain'd 
with that Ceremonious afledion as you were wont, 
theres a great abatement of kindneflTe appeares as well in 
the generall dependants, as in the Duke himfelfeairo,and 
your Daughter. 

Lear. Ha ^ Saift thou fo ? 

Knigb. I befeech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee 
miftaken, for my duty cannot be filent, when I thinke 
your Highnefle wrong'd. 

Lear, Thou but remembreft me of mine owne Con- 
ception, I haue perceiued a moft ^int neglect of iate, 
which I haue rather blamed as mine owne iealous curio- 
fitie,then as a very pretence and purpofe of vnkindneflfe; 
1 will looke further intoo'ti : but where's my Foole ? I 
haue not feene him this two daies. 

Knigbt, Since my young Ladies going into France 

Sir, 
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'r, the Foole hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that, I haue noted it well, goe you 
and tell my Daughter, I would fpeake with her. Goe you 
call hither my Foole; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither 
Siry who am I Sir ? 

Enter Steward* 

Ste. My Ladies Father. 

Lear. My Ladies Father ? my Lords knaue, you whor- 
fon dog, you flaue, you curre. 

Ste. I am none of thefe my Lord, 
I befeech your pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy lookes with me, you Rafcall ? 

Ste. lie not be ftruclcen my Lord. 

Kent. Nor tript neither, you bafe Foot-ball plaier. 

Lear, I thanke thee fellow. 
Thou feru'ft me, and He loue thee. 

Kent. Come (ir,arire,away,Ile teach you diflPcrences: 
away, away, if you will meafure your lubbers length a- 
gainc, tarry, but away, goe too, haue you wiredome,fo. 

Lear. Now my friendly knaue I thanke thee, there*s 
earned of thy fcruice. 

Enter Foole. 

Foole. Let me hire him too,here*s my Coxcombs. 

l>ear. How now my pretty knaue,how doft thou ? 

Focle, Sirrah, you were bcft take my Coxcombe. 

Lear. Why my Boy ? 

Focle. Why? for uking ones part that's out of faaour, 
nay, & thou cand not fmile as the wind fit8,thou*lt catch 
colde ihortly, there take my Coxcombe; why this fellow 
ha's baniih'd two on's Daughters, and did the third a 
bleffing againft his will, if thou follow him, thou muft 
needs weare my Coxcombe. How now Nunckle? would 
I had two Coxcombes and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why my Boy ? 

Fool. If I gaue them all my liuing, Tld keepe my Cox- 
combes my felfc, there's mine, beg another of thy 
Daughters. 

Lear. Take heed Sirrah, the whip. 

Foole. Truth's a dog muft to kennell, hee muft bee 
whipt out, when the Lady Brach may (land by'th'fire 
and ftinke. 

Lear. A peftilent gall to me. 

FooU. Sirha, He teach thee a fpeech. 

Lear. Do. 

Foole, Marke it Nunde ; ^ 

Haue more then thou fhoweft, 
Speake Icfle then thou knoweft. 
Lend lefTe then thou oweft, 
Ride more then thou goeft, 
Leame more then thou troweft, 
Set lefle then thou throweft ; % 

Leaue thy drinke and thy whore, 
And keepe in a dore. 
And thou (halt haue more. 
Then two tens to a fcore. 

Ke/;t. This is nothing Foole. 

Focle. Then 'tis like the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer, 
you gaue me nothing for't, can you make no vfe of no- 
thing Nuncicf 

Lear. Why no Boy, 
Nothing can be made out of nothing. 

Foole, Prythee tell him, fo much the rent of his land 
comes tOy he will not beleeue a Foole. 
Lear, A bitter Foole. 

Foole, Do'ft thou know the difference my Boy, be- 
tweene a bitter Foole, and a fweet one. 



Lear. No Lad, teach me. 

Foole, Nunckle, giue me an egge, and He giae thee 
two Crownes. 

Lear. What two Crownes (hall they be i 

Foole, Why after I haue cut the egge i'th'middle uui 
eate vp the meate,the two Crownes of the egge : whea 
thou cloueft thy Crownes i'th'middle, and gau'ft away 
both parts, thou boar'ft thine Affe on thy backe o're the 
durt, thou had'ft little wit in thy bald crowne, when thou 
gau'ft thy golden one away ; if I fpeake like my fcKc in 
this, let him be whipt that firft findes it fo. 
Fooles had nere Itffe grace in a yeere, 
For wifemen are growne foppi(h. 
And know not how their wits to weare. 
Their manners are fo api(h. 

Le. When were you wont to be fo full of Songs fimb * 

Foole, I haue vfed it Nunckle, ere fince thou mad'ft 
thy Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gau'ft thcts 
the rod, and put'ft downe thine owne breeches, then tbej 
For fodaine ioy did weepe. 
And I for forrow fung. 
That fuch a King (hould play bo-peepc, 
And goe the Foole among. 

Pry'thy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemafter that can teach 
thy Foole to lie, I would faine learne to lie. 

Lear, And you lie (irrah, wee'l haue you whipt. 

Foole. I maruell what kin thou and thy daughten are, 
they'l haue me whipt for fpcaking true : thou'lt haue me 
whipt for lying, and fometimes 1 am whipt for holding 
my peace. I had rather be any kind o'thing then a fbole, 
and yet I would not be thee Nunckle, thou haft pared thy 
wit o'both fides, and left nothing i'th'middle; beere 
comes one o'the parings. 

Enter Gonerlll, 

Lear, How now Daughter^ what makes that Frontlet 
on ? You are too much of late i'th'frownc. 

Foole. Thou waft a pretty fellow when thou hadft no 
need to care for her frowning, now thou art as O with- 
out a figure, I am better then thou art now, I am a Foole, 
thou art nothing. Yes forfooth I will hold my tongue, fo 
your face bids me, though you fay nothing. 
Mum, mum, he that kcepes norcruft,not crum. 
Weary of all,fliall want fome. That's a (heal'd Pefcod. 

Gon. Not only Sir this, your all-lycenc'd Foole, 
But other of your infolent retinue 
Do hoarely Carpe and Quarrell, breaking forth 
In ranke,and( not to be endur'd ) riots Sir. 
I had thought by making this well knowne vnto you, 
To haue found a fafe redre(re, but now grow fearefuU 
By what your felfe too late haue fpoke and done, 
, That you proted this courfe, and put it on 
By your allowance, which if you (hould,the fault 
Would not fcape cenfure,nor the redreffes fleepe. 
Which in the tender of a wholefome weale. 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which elfe were (hame, that then neceffitie 
Will call dijfcreet proceeding. • ' 

Foole, For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow 
fed the Cuckoo fo long, that it's had it head bit off by it 
young, fb out went the Candle, and we were left dark- 
ling. 

Lear. Are you our Daughter > (dome 

Gon. I would you would make vfe of your good wile- 
(Whereof I know you are fraught), and put away 
Thefe difpofitions, which of late tnnfport you 
From what you rightly are. 

Focle. Mjy [ 
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Any not an Afl*e know, when the Cart drawes 


Turnc all her Mothers paines, and benefits 


> 


To laughter, and contempt : That fhe may feele, 


5gc I lone thee. 


How fharper then a Serpents tooth it is. 


)o*8 any bccre know me ? 


To haue a thanklcfTc Childe. Away, away. Exit. 


: Lean 


Alb. Now Gods that we adore. 


walkc thus ? Speakc thus ? Where arc his cics? 


Whereof comes this } 


Notion weakens, his Difcernings 


Gon. Neuer afflidi your felfe to know more of it : 


rgied. Ha ! Waking ? Tis not fo ? 


But let his difpofition haue that fcope 


chat can tell me who I am ? 


As dotage giues it. 


'^ars fliadow. 




If our name, faire Gentlewoman ? 


Enter Lear. 


'his admiration Sir, Is much o*th*fauour 


Lear. What fiftie of my Followers at a clap ? 


our new prankes. I do befeech you 


Within a fortnight? 


and my purpofes aright : 


Aib. What's the matter. Sir } 


Old, and Reuerend,ihould be Wife. 


Lear. He tell thee : 


ou kcepe a hundred Knights and Squires, 


Life and death , 1 am afham*d 


ordered, fo dcbofh'd, and bold, 


That thou haft power to fhake my manhood thus. 


nir Court infe^cd with their manners, 


That thcfe hot teares, which breake from me perforce 


e a riotous Inne fEpicurifme and Luft 


Should make thee worth them. 


lore like a Taucrne, or a Brothell, 


Blaftes and Fogges vpon thee : 


ic'd Pallacc. The ihame it felfe doth fpcake 


Th'vntented woundings of a Fathers curfe 


remedy. Be then defir'd 


Pierce euerie fenfe about thee. Old fond eyes. 


at elfe will take the thing (ht begges, 


Beweepe this caafe againe. He plucke ye out. 


difquanlity your Traine, 


And caft you with the waters that you loofc 


rmainders that flull ftill depend. 


To temper Clay. Ha? Let it be fo. 


I men as may befort your Age, 


I haue another daughter, 


ow themfelues, and you. 


Who I am fure is kinde and comfortable : 


>arkne(1e, and Diucls, 


When flie fhall heare this of thee, with her nailes 


borfes : call my Traine together. 


SheeM flea thy Woluifh vifage. , Thou fhalt finde. 


! Baftard, He not trouble thee j 


That He refume the fhape which thou doft thinke 


! left a daughter. 


I haue caft off for euer. Exit 


ou ftrike my people, and your diforder'd table. 


dm. Do you marke that ? 


ants of their Betters. 


Alb. I cannot be fo partiall Goner il/. 




To the great loue I beare you. 


Enter Albany. 


Gon. Pray you content. What OjnaU, hoa ? 


^oCf that too late repents : 


You Sir, more Knaue then Foole, after your Matter. 


irftl, fpeake Sir ? Prepare my Horfes. 


Foole. Nunkle Lear, Nunkle Lear, 


n thou Marble-hearted Fiend, 


Tarry, take the Foole with thee : 


ttus when thou ihew'ft thee in a Child, 


A Fox, when one has caught her. 


Sea-monfter. 


And fuch a Daughter, 


ray Sir be patient. 


Should fure to the Slaughter, 


)etefted Kite, thou lyeft. 


If my Cap would buy a Halter, 


! are men of choice, and rareft parts. 


So the Foole foUowcs after. Exit 


iTticulars of dotie know, 


Gon. This man hath had good Counfell, 


5 moft exaft regard, fnpport 


A hundred Knights ? 


ips of their name. O moft fmall fault. 


*Tis politike, and fafe to let him keepe 


did'ft thou in Corde/ia ihew ? 


At point a hundred Knights : yes, that on euerie drcame. 


e an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 


Each buz, each ^ncie, each complaint, diflike. 


fixt place : drew from my heart all loue, 


He may enguard his dotage with their powres. 


1 to the gall. Lear, Lear, Lear \ 
iJs gate that let thy Folly in, 


And hold our liucs in mercy. OJvald, I fay. 


A/b. Well, you may feare too ferre. 


eere ludgement out. Go, go, my people, 


Gon. Safer then truft too farre ; 


ly Lord, I am guiltlefTe, as I am ignorant 


Let me ftill take away the harmes I feare. 


ath moued you. 


Not feare ftill to be taken. I know his heart. 


t may be (oy my Lord. 


What he hath Tttcr'd I haue writ my Sifter ; 


ure, hcare deere GoddcfTe, heare : 


If fhe fuftaine him, and his hundred Knights 


ly purpofe, if thou did*ft intend 


When I haue ihew'd th'vnfitnefre. 


Jiis Creature fruitfiill : 




/"ombe conuey ftirrility. 


Snter Steward. 


her the Organs of increafe. 


How now Ofraldf 


her derogate body, neuer fpring 


What haue you writ that Letter to my Sifter / 


honor her. If (he muft teeme. 


Stew. I Madam. 


childe of Spleene, that it may liue 


Gon. Take you fome company, and away to horfe. 


hwart difnatur*d torment to her. 


Informe her full of my particular feare. 


pe wrinkles in her brow of youth. 


And thereto adde fuch reafons of your owne. 


nt Teares fret Channels in her chcekes. 


As may compa£t it more. Get you gone. 

And 
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And haften your returne; no, no, my Lord, 
This milky gcntlencflTe, and courfe of yours 
Though I condemne not, yet vnder pardon 
Your are much more at task for want of wifedome. 
Then prai'sd for harmcfull mildneffe. 

Alb. How farre your eies may pierce I cannot tell; 
Striuing to better, oft we marre what*s well. 

Gon. Nay then — 

Alb, Well, well, thc'uent. Examt 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter Lear^ Kenty Qentlematiyand Foole. 

Lear. Go you before to Glofter with thefe Letters; 
acquaint my Daughter no further with any thing you 
know, then comes firom her demand out of the Letter, 
if your Dilligence be not fpeedy, 1 fliall be there afore 
you. 

Kent, I will not lleepe my Lord, till I haue deliuered 
your Letter. Exit. 

Foole. If a mans braines were in*s heeles, wert not in 
danger of kybes ? 

Lear. I Boy. 

Foole, Then I prythee be merry, thy wit (hall not go 
llip-fhod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fool. Shalt fee thy other Daughter will vfe thee kind- 
ly, for though ihe*s as like this, as a Crabbers like an 
Apple, yet I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. What can'ft tell Boy ? 

Foole. She will tafte as like this as, a Crabbe do*s to a 
Crab : thou canft tell why ones nofe ftands i*th*middle 
on's face ? 

Lear. No. 

Foole. Why to keepe ones eyes of either fidc's nofe, 
that what a man cannot fmell out, he may fpy into. 

Lear^ 1 did her wrong. 

Foole. Can^ft tell how an Oyfter makes his ihell? 

Lear, No. 

Foole. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snaile ha*s 
a houfe. 

Lear. Why? 

Foole. Why to put*8 head in, not to giue it zyfzy to his 
daughters, and leaue his homes without a cafe. 

Lear. I will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father f Be 
my Horfl*es ready ? 

Foole, Thy AflTcs are gone about 'em; the reafon why 
the feuen Starres are no mo then feuen, is a pretty reafon* 

Lear. Becaufe they are not eight. 

Foole. Yes indeed, thou would*ft make a good Foole. 

Lear. To tak*t againe perforce; Monfter Ingratitude ! 

Foole. If thou wert my Foole Nunckle, IIM haue thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How*s that ? 

Foole. Thou ihouldft not haue bin old, till thou hadft 
bin wife. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad fweet Heauen ; 
keepe me in temper, I would not be mad. How now are 
the Horfes ready i 

Qent. Ready my Lord« 

Lear. Come Boy. 



FooL She that's a Maid now, ic laughs at my depai 
Shall not be a Maid long, vnleiTe things be cut ihon 

Sxek 



Adius Secundus . Scena ^rima 



Enter Baftardjond Cur an^Jeuer ally. 

^Baft. Saue thee Curan, 

Cur, And your Sir, I haue bin 
With your Father, and giuen him notice 
That the Duke of Cornwall ^ind ^l^an his Dachefle 
Will be here with him this night. 

Baft. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay I know not, you haue heard of the new 
broad, I meane the whifper'd ones, for they are ye 
eare-kiiiing arguments. 

Baft. Not I : pray you what are they ? 

Qur. Haue you beard of no likely Warres toward 
*Twixt the Dukes of Comwall,znd Albany f 

^afi. Not a word. 

Cur. You may do then in time. 
Fare you well Sir. Ex 

^aJi. The Duke be here to night i The better be 
This weaucs it felfe perforce into my bufinelTe, 
My Father hath fet guard to uke my Brother, 
And I haue one thing of a queazie queftion 
Which I muft a^ BriefeneHe, and Fortune worke. 

Enter Edgar, 
Brother, a word, difcend; Brother I fay. 
My Father watches: O Sir, fly this place. 
Intelligence is giuen where you are hid ; 
You haue now the good aduantage of the night, 
Haue you not fpoken 'gain ft the Duke of ComewalR 
Hee's comming hither, now i'th' night, i'th' haftc, 
And Regan with him, haue you nothing faid 
Vpon his partie 'gainft the Duke of Albany ? 
Aduife your felfo. 

Edg. I am fure on't, not a word. 

Beft. I heare my Father comming, pardon me: 
In cunning, I muft draw my Sword vpon you : 
Draw, htmt to defend your felfe. 
Now quit you well. 

Yeeld, come before my Father, light hoa, here. 
Fly Brother, Torches, Torches, fo farewell. 

ExitE 
Some blood drawne on me, would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeauour. I haue feene druokar 
Do more then this in fport; Father, Father, 
Stop, ftop, no helpe? 



Enter Glofter ^ and Seruants with Torches. 

gio. Now Edmund^ where's the villaine ? 

^aft. Here ftood he in the dark, his fbarpe Swon 
Mumbling of wicked charmes,coniurijig the Moone 
To ftand aufpicious Miftris. 

Qlo. But where is he? 

Baft. Looke Sir, I bleed. 

Glo. Where is the villaine, Edmund} 

Baft. Fled this way Sir, when by no meanes be < 

Glo. Purfue him, ho: go after. By no meaoes, whai 

Baft, Perfwade me to the murther of your Lor 
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1 told him the reuengingGods, 
'aricides did all the thunder bend, 
ith how manifold, and ftrong aBond 
Id was bound to'th* Father; Sir in fine, 
ow lothly oppofite I ftood 
nnaturall purpofe.in fell motion 
I prepared Sword, he charges home 
-ouided body,latchM mine arme; 
en he faw my beft alarum*d fpirits 
the quarrels right, rouz*d to th*encounter, 
her gafted by the noyfe I made, 
unely he fled. 

Let him fly farre : 
bis Land ihall he remaine vncaught 
nd; difpatchythe Noble Duke my Mafter, 
by Arch and Patron comes to night, 
ithoritie I will proclaime it, 
which finds him (hall deferue our thankes, 
the murderous Coward to the ftake : 
conceales him death. 
When I diflwaded him from his intent, 
id him pight to doe it, with curft fpeech 
n'd to difcouer him; he replied, 
pofTefling Baftard,doft thou thinke, 
Id ftand againft thee, would the repofall 
ruft,vertue,or worth in thee 
y words faith *d ^ No, what fliould I denie, 
I would, though thou didft produce 
Chara£^er) Tld turne it all 
ruggeflion,plot,and damned pradife : 
1 mu(( make a dullard of the world, 
lot thought the profits of my death 
ry pregnant and potentiall fpirits 
I thee feeke it. l^ucket wtbin, 

ftrange and faftned Viliaine, 
e deny his Letter, faid he? 

he Dukes Trumpets, I know not wher he comes; 

i 1 le barre, the villaine fhall not fcape, 

ce mult grant me that : befides, his pi^ure 

id £irre and neere, that all the kingdome 

e due note of him, and of my land, 

tnd naturall Boy) He worke the meanes 

r thee capable. 

Enter Comet»ally Regan y and Attendants, 

How now my Noble friend, fince I came hither 

1 can call but now,) I haue heard flrangenefTe. 
If it be true, all vengeance comes too fhort 

an purfue th*ofFender; how doft my Lord i 
O Madam, my old heart is crackM,it*s crack*d. 
What, did my Fathen Godfonne feeke your life? 
n my Father nam*d,your Edgari 

Lady, Lady, (hame would haue it hid. 

^as he not companion with the riotous Knights 
ded vpon my Father ? 

1 know not Madam, *tis too bad, too bad. 
Yes Madam,'he was of that confort. 

No maruaile then,though he were ill afFeAed, 
haue put him on the old mans death, 
th*expence and wafl of his Reuenues : 
lis prefent euening firom my Sifter 
11 informed of them, and Mrith fuch cautions, 
bey come to foiourne at my houfe, 
s there, 
^or lyafTure thee Regan^ 



Edmund, I heare that you haue fhewne yout Father 
A Child-like Office. 

^aB, It was my duty Sir. 

Gio, He did bewray his pra^ie,and receiuM 
This hurt you fee,ftriuing to apprehend him. 

Cor, Is he purfued ? 

Gh. I my good Lord. 

Cor, If he be taken, he fhall neuer more 
Be fear*d of doing harme,make your owne purpofe, 
How in my ftrength you pleafe: for you Edmund, 
Whofe vertue and obedience doth this Inftant 
So much commend it felfe, you fhall be ours, 
Nature*s of fuch deepe truft, we fhall much need .* 
You we firft fcite on. 

^aji. I fhall ferue you Sir truely,how euer elfe. 

Gh. For him I thanke your Grace. 

Cor, You know not why we came to vifit you ? 

Reg. Thus out of feafon, thredding darke ey*d night , 
Occahons Noble Glofier of fome prize, 
Wherein we muft haue Tfe of your aduife. 
Our Father he hath writ,fo hath our Sifter, 
Of differences, which I beft though it fit 
To anfwere from our home ; the feuerall Meffengers 
From hence attend difpatchyour good old Friend, 
Lay comforts to your bofome,and beftow 
Your needfuU counfaile to our bufineffes, 
Which craues the inftant vfe. 

Glo, I ferue you Madam, 
Your Graces are right welcome. Exeunt. Flourijb, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Kent^aad Steward feuerally. 

Stew. Good dawning to thee Friend, art of this houfe? 

Kent. J. 

Stew. Where may we fet our horfes ? 

Kent. I'th'myre. 

Stew. Prythee,if thou lou*ft me, tell me. 

Kent. I loue thee not. 

Ste, Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent, If I had thee in Li/;A«ry Pinfold,! would make 
thee care for me. 

Ste, Why do*ft thou rfe me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Ste, What do*ft thou know me for ? 

Kent, AKnaue, a Rafcall, an eater of broken meates, a 
bafe, proud, fhallow, beggerly, three- fuited- hundred 
pound, filthy woofted -flocking knaue,a Lillv-liuered, 
a^ion-taking, whorefon glafTe-gaxing fuper-feruiceable 
finicall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting flaue, one that 
would^ft be a Baud in way of good feruice, and art no- 
thing but the compofioon of a Knaue, Begger, Coward, 
Pandar, and the Sonne and Heire of a Mungrill Bitch, 
one whom I will beate into clamoun whining, if thou 
deny*ft the leaft fillable of thy addition. 

Stew. Why, what a mooflrous Fellow art thou, thus 
to raile on one, that is neither knowne of thee, nor 
knowes thee ? 

Kent, What a brazen-fac*d Varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knoweft me f Is it two dayes fince I tript vp thy 
heeles,and beate thee before the King? Draw you rogue, 

for 
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for though it be night, yet the Moone ihines, He make a 
fop oth' Moonlhine of you, you whorefon Cullyenly 
Barber-monger, draw. 

Sterv. A way, I haue nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw you Rafcall, you come with Letters a- 
gainft the King, and take Vanicie the puppets part, a- 
gainft the Royaltie of her Father : draw you Rogue, or 
lie fo carbonado your (hanks, draw you Rafcall, come 
your waies. 

Ste. Helpe, ho, murther, helpe. 

Kfnt. Strike you Haue : ftand rogue, ftand you neat 
flaue,ftrike. 

Stew, Helpe hoa, murther, murther. 

Enter Baftardy Corneval/f Rcgan^ Ghjier^ Seruants. 

'Baft. How now, what^s the matter ? Part. 

Kent. With you goodman Boy, if you pleafe, come, 
He fle/h ye, come on yong Mafter. 

G/o. Weapons? Armes? what's the matter here ? 

Cor. Kecpe peace vpon your liues, he dies that ftrikes 
againe, what is the matter ? 

Reg, The MeHTengers from our Sider, and the King ? 

Cor. What is your difference, fpeake f 

Stev. 1 am fcarce in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No Maruell, you haue fo beftir'd your valour, 
you cowardly Rafcall, nature difclaimes in thee:a Taylor 
made thee. 

Cor. Thou art a ftrange fellow, a Taylor make a roan? 

Kent. A Taylor Sir, a Stone-cutter, or a Painter, could 
not haue made him fo ill, though they had bin but two 
yeares oth*trade. 

Cor. Speake yet, how grew your quarrell ? 

Ste. This ancient Ruffian Sir, whofe life I haue fpar'd 
at fute of his gray-beard. 

Kent. Thou whorefon Zed, thou vnneceflary letter: 
my Lord, if you will giue me leaue, I will tread this vn- 
boulted villaine into morter, and daube the wall ofa 
lakes with him. Spare my gray-beard, you wagtaile ? 

Cor. Peace firrah. 
You beaftly knaue,know you no reuerence? 

Kent. Yes Sir, but anger hath a priuiledge. 

Cor. Why art thou angrie ? 

Kent, That fuch a flaue as this ihould weare a Sword, 
Who weares no honefty : fuch fmiling rogues as thefe. 
Like Rats oft bite the hol^ cordsia twaine. 
Which are t*intrince, tVnloofe : fmooth euery paffion 
That in the natures of their Lords rebell. 
Being oile to fire,fnow to the colder moodet, 
Reuenge,affirme,and turne their Halcion beakes 
With euery gall, and varry of their Mafters, 
Knowing naught (like dogges) but following : 
A plague vpon your Epilepbcke viiage, 
Smoile you my fpeeches, as I were a Foole ? 
Goofe,if I had you vpon Santm Plaine, 
rid driue ye cackling home to Camelot, 

Com. What art thou mad old Fellow ? 

G/eft. How fell you out, fay that? 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Then I, and fuch a knaue. 

Corn. Why do'ft thou call jiim Knaue ? 
What is his fault? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Cor. No more perchance do*s mine, nor his, nor hers. 

Kent. Sir, *6% my occupation to be plaine, 
I haue feene better faces in my time, 



Then (lands on any ihoulder that I fee 
Before me,at this inflant. 

Corn. This is fome Fellow, 
Who hauing beene praisM for bluntne(re,doth i&€t 
A faucy roughne8,and conftraines the garb 
Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter he, 
An honeft mind and plaine,hemuft fpeake truth, 
And they will take it fo,if not,hee's plaine. 
Thefe kind of Knaues I know, which in this plainneiTe 
Harbour mobe craft,and more corrupter ends. 
Then twenty filly-ducking obferuants, 
That ftretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in (incere verity, 
Vnder th 'allowance of your great afpe^l, 
Whofe influence like the wreath of radient fire 
On flicking Pbcebm front. 

Corn. What mean'ft by this ? 

Kent. To go out of my dialed, which you difcum* 
mend fo much; 1 know Sir, I am no flatterer, he chat be* 
guild you in a plaine accent, was a plaine Knaue, which 
for my part I will not be, though I fhould win yuur 
difpleafure to entreat me too't. 

Com. What was th'ofFence you gaue him ? 

Ste. I neuer gaue him any : 
It pleas'd the King his Mafter very late 
To ftrike at me vpon his mifconftruQion, 
When he compad,and flattering his difpleafure 
Tript me behind:being doMme,infulted, rail'd. 
And put vpon him fuch a deale of Man, 
That worthied him, got praifes of the King, 
For him attempting, who was felfe-fubJueJ, 
And in the fleibment of this dead exploit, 
Drew on me here againe. 

Kent. None of thefe Rogues, and Cowards 
But jiiax is there Foole. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ? 
You ihibborne ancient Knaue, you reuerent Bragart, 
Wec*l teach you, 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to leame : 
Call not your Stocks for me, I ferue the King. 
On whofe impioyment 1 was fent to you. 
You (hall doe fmall refpe£ts, (how too bold malice 
Againft the Grace, and Perfon of my Mafter, 
Stocking his Meffenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks; 
As I haue life and Honour, there (hall he (it till Noone. 

Reg. Till noone? till night my Lord,and all night loo. 

Kent. Why Madam, if I were your Fathers dog. 
You (hould not vfe me fo. 

*B^g. Sir, being his Knaue, I will. St9cl^ hrmtghtpt- 

Cer, This is a Fellow of tbe felfe fame colour. 
Our Sifter fpeakes of. Come, bring away the Stocks. 

QJo. Let me befeech your Grace, not to do fo, 
The King his Mafl^r, needs muft uke it ill 
That he fo flightly valued in his MeiTengefy 
Should haue him thus relbaioed. 

Cor. He anfwere that. 

Reg, My Sifter may recieue it much more voriTc, 
To haue her Gentleman abused, aOTaulted. 

Com. Come my Lord,away. Ejat. 

Glo. I am forry for thee friend, *tts the Duke pleiiuie, 
Whofe difpofition all the world well knowes 
Will not be rub*d nor ftopt. He entreat for thee . 

Kent.Pny do not Sir, I haue watched and tranairdbiii 
Some time I (hall fleepe out, the reft He whiftle : 
A good mans fortune may grow out at heelcs: 

Giie 



The Tragedie of KJng Lear. 



293 



ou good morrow. 
. The Duke's too blamein this, 
be ill taken. Exit, 

/.Good King, that muft approue the common £aw, 
3ut of Heauens benedi^on com*ft 
; warme Sun. 

ich thou Beacon to this vnder Globe, 
»y thy comfortable Beames 1 may 
this Letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles 
iferie. I know 'tis from Cordeliay 
lath moil fortunately beene inform^ 
obfcured courfe . And (ball finde time 
this enormous Sute, feelcing to giue 
their remedies .AH weary and o're-watchM, 
ranuge heauie eyes, not to behold 
samefnll lodging. Fortune goodnight, 
once more, turne thy wheele. 

* Enttr Edgar, 

r. I heard my felfe procIaimM, 
y the happy hollow of a Tree, 
1 the hunt. No Port is firee, no place 
;uard, and moftvnufall vigilance 
ot attend my uking. Whiles 1 may fcape 
preferue myfelfe : and am bethought * 

:e the bafeft, and mod pooreft ihape 
;uer penury in contempt of man, 
It neere to beaft; my ^ce lie grime with filth, 
:t my loines,elfe all my haires in knots, 
rith prefented nakedneffe out-face 
if^indes, and perfecutions of the skie; 
ountry giues me proofe, and prefident 
11am beggers, who with roaring voices, 
in their numM and mortified Amies, 
iVodden-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Roiemarie : 
rith this horrible obicd, from low Farmes, 
pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coates, and Milles, 
roes with Lunaticke bans, fometime with Praiers 
; their charitie : poore Turlygody poore Tem, 
fomething yet : Sdgar I nothing am. Exit. 

Enter Lear^FooU^and Gentleman, 

ris ftrange that they /hould fo depart from home, 

ot fend backe my Meflengers. 

rr. As I learned, 

ight before, there was no purpofe in them 

I remoue. 

r. Haile to thee Noble Mafter. 

\ Ha ? Mak*ft thou this ihame ahy paftime / 

r. No my Lord. 

e. Hah, ha, he weares Cruell Garters Horfcs are 
r the heads, Dogges and Beares by*th*necke, 
les by*th*loynes, and Men by'th* legs : when a man 
Vie at legs, then he weares wodden nether-ftocks. 
'. What's he, 

lath fo much thy place miftooke 

thee heere? 

r. It is both he and ihe, 

ton, and Daughter. 

•. No. 

f. Yes. 

-. No I fay. 
r. 1 fay yea. 
. By lufitir I fweare no. 



Kent, By /«»0, 1 fweare I« 

Lear, They durft not do* t: 
They could not, would not do*t : *tis worfe then murther. 
To do vpon refpedt fuch violent outrage : 
Refolue me with all modeft hafte, which way 
Thou might*ft deferue, or they impofe this vfage, 
Comming fi^m vs. 

Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
I did commend your HighnefTe Lettci-s to them. 
Ere I was rifen from the place, that fhewed 
My dutie kneeling, came there a reeking Pofte, 
Stew'd in his hafte, halfe breath lefle, painting forth 
From Goner HI his Miftris, falutations; 
Deliuer'd Letters fpight of intermiffion. 
Which prefcntly they read; on thofe contents 
They fummon*d vp their meiney, ftraight tooke Horfe, 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The Icifure of their anfwer, gaue me cold lookes, 
And meeting heere the other MefiTcnger, 
Whofe welcome I perceiu*d had poiion'd mine. 
Being the very fellow which of late 
Difplaid fo fawcily againft your Highnefle, 
Hauing more man then wit about me, drew; 
He rais'd the houfe, with lovd and coward cries. 
Your Sonne and Daughter found this trefpaffe worth 
The fliame which heere it fuffers. (way, 

Foole. Winters not gon yet, if the wil'd Gtdt fly that 
Fathers that weare rags, do make their Children blind, 
But Fathers that beare bags, fliall fee their children kind. 
Fortune that arrant whore, nere turns the key toth' poore. 
But for all this thou ihalt haue as many Dolors for thy 
Daughten, as thou canft tell in a yeare. 

Lear. Oh how this Mother fwels vp toward my heart ! 
Hiftorica pajffiofdownc thou climing forrow. 
Thy Elements below where is this Daughter ? 

Kent, Wirh the Earle Sir, here within. 

Lear, Follow me not, ftay here. Exit, 

Gen. Made you no more ofilence. 
But what you fpeake off 

Kent, None : 
How chance the the King comes with fo fmall a number? 

Foo/e. And thou hadft beene fet iWStockes for that 
queftion,thoud'ft well deferu^d it. 

Kent. Why Foole? 

Foc/e. WeeM fet thee to fchoole to an Ant, to teach 
thee ther*8 no labouring i*th* winter. All that follow their 
nofes, are led by their eyes, but blinde men, and there's 
not a nofe among twenty, but can fmell him that's (Unk- 
ing; let go thy hold, when a greatwheele runs downe a 
hill, leaft it breake thy necke with fbilowin'g. But the 
great one that goes vpward, let him draw thee after : 
when a wifeman giues thee better counfell giue me mine 
againe, I would hause none but knaues follow it, fince a 
Foole giues it. 

That Sir, which ferues and feekes for gaine. 
And folio wes but for forme; 
Will packc, when it begins to raine. 
And leaue thee in the ftorme. 
But I will tarry, the Foole will ftay. 
And let the wifeman flie : 
The knaue tumes Foole that runnes away. 
The Foole noiknaue perdie. 



Enter Lear ^ and Qlofter: 
Kent, Where learn 'd you this Foole ? 
Foble. Not i'th' Stocks Foole. 



Lear, 
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Lear, Deny to fpeake with me ? 
They are ficke, they ar» weary, 
They baue trauaird all the night ? meere fetches, 
The images of reuolt and flying off. 
Fetch me a better anfwer. 

Gh, My deere Lord, 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
How vnremoueable and fixt he is 
In his owne courfe. 

Lear, Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confufion : 
Fiery ? What quality ? Why Ghfter, Qicfter^ 
rid fpeake with the Duke of Cortieva//, and his wife. 

Gh, Well my good Lord, I haue informed them fo. 

Lear^ Informed them ? Do'ft thou vnderftand me man. 

G/p, I my good Lord. 

Lear, The King would fpeake with Qorfiwcli, 
The deere Father 

Would with his Daughter fpeake, commands, tends, fer- 
Are they informed of this ? My breath and blood : ( uice. 

Fiery? The fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that 

No, but not yet, may be he is not well. 

Infirmity doth ftill negledi all office, 

Whereto our health is bound, we are not our felues, 

When Nature being oppreft, commands the mind 

To fuffer with the body ; lie forbeare. 

And am ^llen out with my more headier will, 

To take the indifpos*d and fickly fit, 

For the found man. Death on my ftate : wherefore 

Should he fit heere ^ This ad perfwades me, 

That this remotion of the Duke and her 

Is pradife only. Glue me my Seruant forth; 

Goe tell the Duke, and's wife, IFd fpeake with them : 

Now,prefently ; bid them come forth and heare me, 

Or at their Chamber doore He beate the Drum, 

Till it crie fleepe to death. 

Glo. I would haue all well betwixt you. Exit, 

Lear, Oh me my heart ! My rifing heart ! But downe. 

Fttole, Cry to it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the 
Eeles, when ihe put *em i*th* Pafte aliue, flie knapt *em 
o*th* coxcombs with a fticke, and cryed downe wantons, 
downe; *twas her Brother, that in pure kindnefife to his 
Horie buttered his Hay. 

Bnter Cornewally "Slogan ^GhflerySeruantx, 

Lear, Good morrow to you both. 

Corn, Haile to your Grace. Kent here Jet at liberty, 

Reg. I am glad to fee your HighneiTe. 

Lear. Regan, 1 .thinke your are . I know what reafon 
Iihaue to thinke fo, if thou (hould*ft not be glad, 
I would diudrce me from thy Mother Tom be. 
Sepulchring an AdultrcfiTe. O are you free ? 
Some other time for that. Beloued Regan, 
Thy Sifters naught : oh Rfgan, ihe hath tied 
Sharpe-tooth'd vnkindnefle, like a vulture heere, 
I can fcarce fpeake to thee , thouMt not beleeue 
With how deprau*d a quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg, I pray you Sir, take patience, I haue hope 
You Irffe know how to value her defert. 
Then flie to fcant her dutie. 

Lear, Say ? How is that ? 

Reg, I cannot thinke my Sifter in the leaft 
Would faile her Obligation. If Sir perchance 
She haue reftrained the Riots of your FoUowres, 
*Tis on fuch ground, and to fuch wholefome end. 
As cleeres her fi-om all blame* 

Lear, My curfes on her. 



Reg, O Sir, you are old. 
Nature in you (lands on the very Verge 
Of his confine : you fliould be rulM, and led 
By fome difcretion, that difcernes your ftate 
Better then you your felfe : therefore I pray you. 
That to our Sifter, you do make retume, 
Say you haue wronged her. 

Lear, Aske her forgiueneflc ? 
Do you but marke how this becomes the houfe ? 
Deere daughter, I confeflTe that I am old ; ^ 
Age is vnneceflary : on my knees I begge. 
That you*l vouch fafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food. 

Reg. Good Sir, no more : thefe are vnfightly trickes : 
Returne you to my Sifter. 

Lear. Neuer Regan : 
She hath abated me of halfe my Traine ; 
Look'd blacke vpon me, ftrooke me with her Tongue 
Moft Serpent-like, vpon the very Heart. 
All the ftor*d Vengeances of Heauen, fall ' 
On her ingratefiill top : ftrikc her yong bones 
You taking Ayres, with Lameneftfe. 

Corn. Fye fir, fie. 

Le. You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding fliin« 
Into her fcornfuU eyes : Infed her Beauty, 
You Fen-fuck*d Fogges, drawne by the powrfuU Sunne, 
To fan,and blifter. 

Regf O the bleft Gods ! 
So will you wifh on me, when the rafti moode is on. 

Lear. No Regan, thou fhalt neuer haue my curfe : 
Thy tender-hefted Nature fhall not giue 
Thee o*re to harflineffe : Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burne. Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleafures, to cut oflT my Traine, 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fiics. 
And in conclufion, to oppofe the bolt 
Againft my comming in. Thou better know*ft 
The Offices of Nature, bond of Childhood, 
EflTeas of Curtefie, dues of Gratitude : 
Thy halfe o*th'Kingdome haft thou not forgot^ 
Wherein I thee endowed. 

Reg. Good Sir, to'th'purpofe. Tnc^et witbiw. 

Lear. Who put my man i'th'Stockes ? 
Enter Stg»ard.i 

Corn. What Trumpet*s that ?• 

Reg, I know't, my Sifters : this approuet her Letter, 
That (he would foone be heere. Is your Lady come * 

Lear. This is a Slaue, whofe eafie borrowed pride 
Dwels in the fickly grace of her he fbliowet. 
Out Varlet, firomimy fight. 

Corn, What meanes your Grace ? 
Bnter Goneriii. 
Lear, Who ftockt my Seruant? ^tf''} I hv^t good hope 
Thou did'ft not know on*t. 
Who comes here ? O Heauens ! 
If you do loue old men ; if your fweet fway 
Allow Obedience : if you your felues are old, 
Make it your caule : Send downe, and take my part. 
Art not aiham*d to looke vpon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? 

Gw. Why not by'th^hand Sir^ How haue I oflfended? 
AlPs not offi^nce that indifcretion findes. 
And dotage termes fo. 

Lear, O fides, you are too tough I 
Will you yet hold ? 
How came my man i'th'Stockes ? 

Com, I fet him there, Sir : but his owne Diforden 

Defeni'd 
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much lefle aduancemenC. 

You? Did you? 

I pray you Father being weake, feeme fo. 

expiration of your Moneth 
returne aad foiourne with my Sifter, 
g halfe yoar traine,come then to me, 
' from homeland out of that proui£on 
tail be needful! for your entertainement. 
Returne to her? and fifty men difmifsM ? 
rx I abiure all roofei^and chufe 
againft^he enmity oth^ayre, 
i^omrade with the Wolfe, and Owle, 
s iharpe pinch. Returne with her ? 

hot-bloodied Fr^?;! rr, that dowerlefle tooke 
eft borne, I could as well be brought 
his Throne, and Squire-like penfion beg, 

bafe life a foote; returne with her ? 

me rather to be flaue and fumpter 
etefted groome. 
At your choice Sir. 

I prythee Daughter do not make me mad, 
; trouble thee my Chi]d:fareweU: 

more meete, no more fee one another. 
30U art my flefli, my blood, my Daughter, 

a difeafe thafs in my fleih, 

muft needs call mine. Thou art a Byle, 

fore, or imbofled Carbuncle 

rrupted blood. But He not chide thee, 

e come when it will, I do not call it, 

bid the Thunder-bearer (hoote, 

lales of thee to high-iudging Jout^ 

len thou can* ft, be better at thy leifure, 

patient, I can ftay with Rtgan^ 

hundred Knights. 

Not altogether fo, 

not for you yet, nor am prouided 

fit welcome, giue eare Sir to my Sifter, 

that mingle reafon with your paftion, 
:ontent to thinke you old, and fo, 
mowes what (he doe*s. 

Is this well fpoken ? 

I dare auouch it Sir, what fifty Followers ? 

well ? What ihould you need of more ? 

b many ? Sith that both charge and danger, 

;ainft fo great a number ? How in one houfe 

lany people, vnder two commands 

ity ? Tis hard,almoft impoflible. 

y^hy might not you my Lord, receiue attendance 

3fe that ihe cals Ser\iants,or from mine ? 

Why not my Lord ? 

hey chanced to flacke ye, 

d comptroU them; if you will come to me, 

' I fpie a danger)! entreate you 

but fiue and twentie,to no more 
oe place or notice.. 

I gaue you all. 
And in good time you gaue it. 

Made you my Guardians, my Depofitaries, 

a referuation to be followed 
:h a number? What, muft I come to you 
e and twenty? l^f^an.faid you fo ? 
And fpeak*t againe my Lord, no more with me. 
Thofe wicked Creatures yet do look wel fiiuorM 
:hers are more wicked, not being the worft 
I fome ranke of praife, lie go with thee, 

yet doth double fiue and twenty. 



And thou art twice her Loue. 

Gon, Heare me my Lord; « 

What need you fiue and twenty ? Ten ? Or fiue ? 
To follow in a houfe, where twice fo many 
Haue a command to tend you ? 

Reg, What need one f 

Lear, O reafon not the need : our bafeft Beggers 
Are in the pooreft thing fuperfiuous. 
Allow not Nature, more then Nature needs : 
Mans life is cheape as Beaftes. Thou art a Lady; 
If onely to go warme were gorgeous. 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear*ft, 
Which fcarcely keepes thee warme, but for true'need: 
You Heauens,giue me that patience, patience I need. 
You fee me heere (you Gods)a poore old man, 
As full of griefe as age, wretched in both. 
If it be you that ftirres thefe Daughters hearts 
Againft their Father, foole me not fo much. 
To beare it tamely: touch me with Noble anger. 
And let not womens weapons, water drops, 
Staine my mans cheekes.No you vnnaturall Hags, 
I will haue fuch reuenges on you both. 

That all the world flull 1 will do fuch things, 

What they are yet, I know not, but they ftialbe 
The terrors of the earth? you thinke lie weepe. 
No, He not weepe, I haue full caufe of weeping, 

Storme and Tempeft, 
But this heart fhal break into a hundred thoufand flawes 
Or ere He weepej O Foole, I (hall go mad. 1 Exeunt. 

Corn, Let vs withdraw, *twill be a Storme. 

Reg. This houfe is little, the old man an*ds people, 
Cannot be well beftow*d. 

Gon. *Tis his owne blame hath put himfelfe from reft. 
And muft needs tafte his folly. 

Reg. For his particular He receiue him gladly. 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos*d. 
Where u my Lord of G/ofter ? 

Enter Qlofter. 

Com, Followed the old man forth, he is return*d. 

Qlo. The King is in high rage. 

Cam. Whether is he going ? 

Glo. He cals to Horfe,but will I know not whether. 

Com, *Tis beft to giue him way, he leads himfelfe. 

Gon. My Lord, entreate him by no meanes to ftay. 

Glo. Alacke the night comes on, and the high windes 
Do forely ruffle, for many Miles about 
There's fcarce a Bu(h. 

Reg. O Sir, to wilfull men. 
The iniuries that they themfelues procure, 
Muft be their Schoole-Maften : (hut vp your doores. 
He is attended with a defperate traine. 
And what they may incenfe him too, being apt. 
To haue his eare abus*d, wifedome bids feare. 

Cor. Shut vp your doores my Lord, *tu a wilM night. 
My Regan counfels well^: come out oth*ftorme. Exeunt. 



AStus Tertius. Scena Vrima. 



Storme BUI. Enter Kent , and a Gentleman Jeuerally, 

Kent, Who*s there befides fbule weather ? 

Gen. One minded like the weather, moft vnquietly. 

r r a Kent, 
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Kent, I know you : Where's the King ? 

Qeut. Contending with the fretful! Elements ; 
Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or fwell the curled Waters *boue the Maine, 
That things might change, or ceaie. 

Kent, But who is with him ? 

Gent, None but the Fo 
His heart-ftrooke iniuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you. 
And dare Tpon the warrant of my note 
Commend a deere thing to you. There is diuifion 
(Although as yet the face of it is couer'd 
With mutuall cunning^ *twixt Albany, and Cornwall : 
Who haue, as who haue not, that their great Starres 
Thron*d and fet high ; Scruants, who feeme nolefle. 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin feene. 
Either in fnuffes, and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borne 
Againft the old kinde King ; or fomething deeper. 
Whereof (perchance) thefe are but furniihings. 

Gent, I will taike further with you. 

Kent. No, do not: 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Then my out^wall j open this Purfcyand take 
What it containes. If you ihall fee Qo^deliay 
(As fearc not but you fhall) ihew her this Ring, 
And (he will tell you who that Fellow is 
That yet you do not know» Fye on this Storme, 
I will go feeke the King. 

Gent, Giue me your hand, 
Haue you no more to fay ? 

Kent, Few words, but to effeft more then all yet j 
That when we haue found the King, in which your pain 
That way. He this : He that iirft lights on him. 
Holla the other. Exeunt, 



Scena Secunda. 



StermeJUlL Enter Lear^nd F&oU. 

Lear, Blow windes,& crack your cheeks; Rage, blow 
You Catara^ and Hyrricano*s fpout. 
Till you haue drenched our Steeples, drown the Cockes. 
You Sulph'rous and Thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleauing Thunder-bolts, 
Sindge my white head. And thou all-(haking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o'th 'world, 
Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines fpill at once 
That makes ingratefuU Man. 

Foo/e. O Nunkle, Court holy-water in a dry houfe, is 
better then this Rain-water out oMoore. Good Nunkle, 
in, aske thy Daughters blefling, heere*s a night pitties 
neither Wiiemen, nor Foolet. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full ; fpit Fire, fpowt Rainc : 
Nor Rainc, Winde, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters j 
I taxe not you, you Elements with Tnkindnefle. 
I neuer gaue you Kingdome, call'd you Children; 
You owe me no fubfcription. Then let ^11 
Your horrible pleafurc. Heere I ftand your Slaue, 
A poore, infirme, weake, and difpis*d old man : 
But yet I call you Scruile Minifters, 
That will with two pernicious Daughters ioyne 
Your high-engender'd Battailes, *gainft a head 



So old, and white as this. O, ho I *tis ioule. 

Foo/e, He that has a houfe to'put*i h«ad in, hat a go<i 
Head-peece : 

The Codpiece that will houfe,befbre the head has any j 
The Head, and he (hall Lowfe : fo Btggers marry man] 
The man y makes his Toe, what he his 'Hart flwld maki 
Shall of a COrne cry woe, and turne his fleepe to wake. 

For there was neuer yet hin woman, but ihee mad 
mouthes in a glafle. 

Enter Kent, 

Lear, No, I will be the patterae of all patience, 
I will fay nothing. 

Kent, Who's there ? 

Foole. Many here's Grace, and a Codpiece, that's 
Wifeman, and a Foole. 

Kent, Alas Sir are you here? Things that lone night, 
Loue not fuch nights as thefe : The wrathful! Skies 
Gallow the very wabderert of the darke 
And make them keepe their Caues : Since I was man, 
Such flieets of Fire, fuch burfts o( horrid Thunder, 
Such groanes of roaring Wmde, and Raine, I neuer 
Remember to haue beard. Mans Nature cannot carry 
Th'affliaion, nor the feane. 

Lear, Let the great Ooddes 
That keepe this dreadful! pudder o're our heads, 
Finde out their enemies noWi Tremble thou Wretch, 
That haft within thee vndirulged Crimes 
Vnwhipt of luftice. Hide thee, thou Bloady hand ; 
Thou Periur'd, and thou Simular of Vertue 
That art Inceftuous. CaytifFe, to peeces ihake 
That vnder couert, and conuenient feeming 
Ha's pradis'd on mans life. Clofe pent-vp guilts, 
Riue your concealing Continents, and cry 
Thefe dreadful! Summoners grace. I am a man, 
More finn'd againft, then (inning. 

Kent, Alacke, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by heere is a Houell, 
Some friendfhip will it lend you 'galnft the Tempeft : 
Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe, 
( More harder then the ftonel whereof *tis rais'd. 
Which euen but now, demanding afher you, ' 

Deny'd me to come in) retnrne> •tvA force 
Their fcanted curte(ie. 

Lear, My wits begin to turne. 
Come on my boy. How doft my boy ? Art oold ? 
I am cold my felfe. Where is this (haw, my Fellow ? 
The Art of our NecefTities is ftrange, 
And can make vilde things precious. Come, your Hoarl 
Poore Foole, and Knaue, I haue one part in my heart 
That's forry yet for thee. 

Fooie, He that has and a little-tyne wit. 

With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 
Muft make content with his Fortunes fit. 
Though the Raine it raineth euery day. 

Le, True Boy : Come bring vs to this Houell. £rar. 

Foole. This is a braue night to coole a Curdzan : 
He fpeake a Prophefie ere 1 go : 
When Priefh are more in word, then matter ) 
When Brewers marre their Malt with water ; 
When Nobles are their Taylors Tutors, 
No Heretiques burn'd, but wenches Sutors ; 
When euery Ca(e in Law, is right ; 
No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight ; 
When Slanden do not liue in Tongues ; 
Nor Cut-purfes come not to throngs ; 
When Vfurerstell their Gold i'th'Field, 

Asi 
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SaodeSy and whores, do Churches build, 

flul the Realme of Albion^ come to great confufion ; 

comet the time, who Hues to fee^t, 

going flulbe tsM Mrith feet. ( time. 

prophecie Mtrlin ihall make, for I Uue before his 



Scana Tertia. 



Emter giofler^and Edmund, 

'. Alacke, alacke Edmund^ I like not this vnnaturall 
g;when I deiired their leaue that I might pity him, 
:ooke from me the vfe of mine owne houfe, charg*d 
D paine of perpetuall difpleafure, neither to fpeake 
D, entreat for him, or any way fu(Uine him. 
fi, Moft iauage and TnnaturaU. 
u Go too; iay you nothing. There is diulfion be- 
le the Dukes, and a woriTe matter then that : I haue 
led a Letter this night, *tis dangerous to be fpoken, 
e lock*d the Letter in my CIoflTet, thefe iniuries the 
now beares, will be reuenged home; ther is part of 
mtx already footed, we muft incline to the King, I 
looke him, and priuily relieue him ; goe you and 
aine talke with the Duke, that my charity be not of 
lercdued; If he aske for me, I am ill, and gone to 
fl die for it, (as no lefTe is threatned me) the King 
d Mafter muft be relieued. There is ftrange things 
d Edmuadj^rzy you be carefull. Exit, 

ft. This Curtefie forbid thee, (hall the Duke 
itly know, and of that Letter too; 
feemes a /aire deferuing, and moft draw me 
which my Father loofesmo leflfe then ally 
monger rifes, when the old doth fall. Exit. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Lear^ Kent y and Foole* 

.1 Here is the place my Lord, good my Lord enter, 
irrany of the open night*s too rough 
fature to endure. Stormeftiil 

ir. Let me alone. 
ft. Good my Lord enter heere. 
IT. Wilt breake my heart ^ 
■r. I had rather breake ntiine owne, 
my Lord enter. 

tr. Thou think'ft 'tis much that this contentious 
lesTS to theskinib!*tii to thee, (ftorme 

rhere the greater malady is fixt, 
efler is fcarce felt. ThouMft fhun a Beare, 
fthey flight lay toward the roaring Sea, 
*dft meete the Beare i'th* mouth, when the miod*s 
Mdies delicate : the tempeft in my mind, free, 

from my fences take all feeling elfe, 
what beates there, Filliall ingratitude, 
lot as this mouth ihould teare this hand 
ttng food too*t ^ But I will puniih home; 
will weepe no more; in fuch a night. 



To fliut me out ? Poure on, I will endure : 
In fuch a night as this ? O Regan, gonerill. 
Your old kind Father, whofe franke heart gaue all, 
O that way madneflfe lies, let me fhun that : 
No more of that. 

Kent, Good my Lord enter here. 

Lear, Prythee go in thy felfe,reeke thine owne eafe. 
This tempeft will not giue me leaue to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but lie goe in. 
In Boy, go firft. You houfelefTe pouertie. Exit. 

Nay get thee in; lie pray, and then He fleepe. 
Poore naked wretches, where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pittilefTe ftorme. 
How ihall your Houfe-lelTe heads, and Tnfed fides. 
Your lop*d, and windowed raggednefle defend you 
From feafons fuch as thefe ? O 1 haue tane 
Too little care of this : Take Phyficke, Pompc, 
Expofe thy felfe to fisele what wretches fcele. 
That thou maift fhake the fuperflux to them. 
And fhew the Aeauens more iuft 

Enter Sdgar^and FooU, 

Edg. Fathom, and halfe, Fathom and halfe; poore Tom, 

Foole, Come not in heere Nunde, here*s a fpirit, helpe 
me, helpe me, 

Kent, Giue me thy hand,who*s there f 

Foole, A fpirite, a fpirite, he fayes his name*s poore 
Tom* 

Kent. What art thou that doft grumble there i'th* 
ftraw / Come forth. 

Edg, Away, the foule Fiend followes me, through the 
fharpe Hauthorne blow the windes. Humh, goe to thy 
bed and warme thee. 

Lear, Did*ft thou giue all to thy Daughters ? And art 
thou come to this/ 

Edgar. Who gines any thing to poore fom ? Whom 
the fbule fiend hath led though Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword, and Whirle-Poole, o>e Bog, and Quag- 
mire, that hath laid Kniues vnder his Pillow, and Halters 
in his Pue, fet Rats-bane by his Porredge, made him 
Proud of heart, to ride on a Bay trotting Horfe, ouer foure 
incht Bridges, to courfe his owne fhadow for a Traitor. 
Bliffe thy fiue Wits, Tomjacold. O do, de, do, de, do de, 
blifle thee from Whirle-Wmdes, Surre-blafting, and ta- 
king, do poore Tom fome charitie, whom the foule Fiend 
vexes. There could I haue him now, and there, and there 
ag ai ne,and there. Stormeftill, 

Lear, Ha*s his Daughters brought him to this pafTe ? 
Could'ft thou iaue nothing? Would'ft thou giue *em all? 

Foole, Nay, he referu*d a Blanket, elfe we had bin ail 
iham*d. 

Lea, Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated o*re mens faults, light on thy Daughters, 

Kent, He hath no Daughters Sir. 

Lear, Death Traitor, nothing could haue fubduM 
To fuch a lownefle, but his vnkind Daughteri. (Nature 
Is it the ^dhton, that difcarded Fathers, 
Should haue thus little mercy on their fle(h: 
ludicious punifhment, *twas this fleib begot 
Thofe Pelicane Daughters. 
Edg, Pillicock fat on Pillicock hill, alow:alow, loo, loo. 

Foole, This cold night will turne ts all to Fooles, and 
Madmen. 

Edgar, Take heed o*th*foule Fiend, obey thy Pa- 
rents, keepe thy words luftice, fweare not, commit qot, 
r r 3 with 
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with mans fworne Spoufe ; fet not thy Sweet-heart on 
proud array. TouCs a cold . 

Lear. What haft thou bin ? 

Bdg. A Seruingman ? Proud in heart, and minde; that 
currd my haire, wore Gloues in my cap ; feruM the Luft 
of my Miftru heart, and did the ade of darkenefTe with 
her. Swore as many Oathes, as I fpake words, Sc broke 
them in the fweet face of Heauen. One, that flept in the 
contriuing of Luft, and wak*d to doe it. Wine louM I 
deerely, Dice deerely ; and in Woman, out-Paramour*d 
the Turke. Falfe of heart, light of earc, bloody of hand ; 
Hog in floth, Foxc in ftealth, Wolfe in grecdineflc. Dog 
in madnes, Lyon in prey . Let not the creaking of fliooes, 
Nor the ruftling of Silkea, betray thy poore heart to wo- 
man. Keepe thy foote out of Brothels, thy hand out of 
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and delye the 
foule Fiend. Still through the Hauthorne blowes the 
cold winde : Sayes fuum, mun, nonny. Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Sefey : let him trot by. , StermeftilL 

Lear, Thou wert better in a Graue, then to anfwere 
with thy vncouerM body, this cxtremitie of the Skies. Is 
man no more then this ? Confider him well. Thou ow*ft 
the Worme no Silke ; the Bcaft, no Hide ; the Sheepe, no 
WooU 5 the Cat, no perfume. Ha ? Here's three on's are 
(bphifticated . Thou art the thing it felfe ; vnaccommo- 
dated man, is no more but fuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
nimall as thou art. Off, off you Lendings : Come, vn- 
button heere. 

Enter Glottcefter, wtb a Torch. 
FooU. Prythee Nunckle be contented, *tii a naughtie 
night to fwimme in. Now a little, fire in a wilde Field, 
were like an old Letchers heart, a fmall fpark, all the reft 
on*s body, cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the fbule Flibbertigibbet ; hee begins at 
Curfew, and walkes at firft Cocke : Hee giues the Web 
and the Pin, fquints the eye, and makes the Hare-lippe ; 
Mildewea the white Wheate, and hurts the poore Crea- 
ture of earth. 

S-witbold footed thrice the old. 
He met the Night-Mare, and her nine-fbld ; 
Bid her a-Iight, and her troth-plight, 
And aroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee. 
Kent. How fares your Grace ? 
Lear. What*s he ? 

Kent. Who's there ? What is't you feeke? 
Ghu. What are you there ? Your Names ? 
Sdg, Poore Tom, that eates the fwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, and the water : that 
in the furie of his heart, when the foule Fiend rages, eats 
Cow-dung for Sallets ; fwallowes the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge ; drinkes the green Mantle of the ftanding 
Poole : who is whipt from Tything to Tything , and 
ftockt, puniih'd, and imprifon'd ! who hath three Suites 
to his backe, fixe ihirts to his body : 

Horfe to ride, and weapon to weare : 
But Mice, and Rats, and fuch fmall Deare, 
Haue bin Toms food, for feuen long yeare : 
Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou Fiend. 
Glon. What, hath your Grace no better company } 
Edg. The Prince of Darkeneffe is a Gentleman. Mado 
he*s caird, and cMabu. 

Qlou. Our fiefti and blood, my Lord, is growne {o 
vilde, that it doth hate what gets it. 
Edg. Poore Tom*s a cold. 
Clou. Go in with me ; my duty cannot fuflter 



T*obey in all your daughters hard commands : 
Though their Iniun^on be to banre my doores. 
And let this Tyrannous night uke hold Tpon you. 
Yet haue 1 ventured to come feeke you out, 
And bring you where both fire, and food is ready. 

Lear. Firft let me talke with this Philofopher, 
What is the caufe of Thunder ? 

Kent. Good my Lord take his offer. 
Go into th*houfe. 

Lear. He ulke a word with this (ame lerned Theba 
What is your ftudy ? 

Edg. How to preuent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin 

Lear. Let me aske you one word in priuate. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go my Lord, 
His witi begin tVnfettle. 

giou. Canft thou blame him ? Storm Jt 

His Daughters feeke his death: Ah,that good Kent, 
He fiud it would be thus : poore banifhM man : 
Thou fiiyeft the King growes mad, He tell thee Friend 
I am almoft mad my felfe. I had a Sonne, 
Now out-law*d fi-om my blood t he fought my life 
But lately : very late : I lou*d him ( Friend ) 
No Father his Sonne deerer : true to tell thee. 
The greefe hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this ? 
I do befeech your grace. 

Lear. O cry you mercy. Sir s 
Noble Philofopher, your company. 

Edg. Tom's a cold. 

O/ou. In fellow there, into th'Houel;keep tbeewanu 

Lear. Come, let's in all. 

Kent. Thu way, my Lord. 

Lear. With him j 
I will keepe ftill with my Philofopher. • 

Kent. Good my Lord, footh him : 
Let him take the Fellow. 

Giou. Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirra, come on : go along with vs. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian. 

G/mv. No words, no words, hudi. 

edg. Childe Rovriand to the darke Tower came. 
His word was ftill, fie, fbh, and fumme, 
I fmell the blood ofa Britdih man. Exeat 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter Conmall^and Edmund. 

Com, I will haue my reuenge, ere I depart his boofc. 

^Baji. How my Lord, I may be cenfured, that Natuit 
thus giues way to Loyaltie, fomething feares mce d 
thinke of. 

Cornvt. I now perceiue, it was not altogedier your 
Brothers euill difpofition made him feeke his death : to 
a prouoking merit fet a-worke by a reprouable badnefle 
in himfelfe. 

'Baft. How malicious is my fortune, that I moft r^ 
pent to be iuft ? This is the Letter which hee fpoake of; 
which approues him an intelligent partie to the aduinO' 
ges of France. O Heauens ! that this Treafon were boc; 
or not I the deteAor. 

C»rn. Go with me to the Dutchefle. 

Baft. If the matter of this Paper be certain, yoa hfnt 
mighty bufineffe in hand. 
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True or falfe, it hath made thee Earle of Glou- 
feeke out where thy Father is, that hee may bee 
r our apprehenfion. 

If 1 finde him comforting the King, it will ftuflTe 
tion more fully. I will perfeuer in my courfe of 
, though the conflid be fore betweene that, and 
d. 

. I will lay truft vpon thee : and thou (halt finde 
Father in my loue. Exeunt, 



Scena Sexta. 



Enter Kentf and Gloucejier, 
. Heere is better then the open ayre,take it thank- 
will peece out the comfort with what addition I 
will not be long from you. Exit 

. All the powre of hb wits, haue giuen way to his 
ice ; the Gods reward your klndnefle. 

Enter Lear, £dgar,and Foole. 
Fraterretto cals me, and tells me Nero is an Ang- 
le Lake of Darknefle : pray Innocent, and beware 

le Fiend. 

'. Prythee Nunkle tell me, whether a madman be 

eman,or a Yeoman. 

. A King,a King. 

f. No, he*s a Yeoman, that ha*s a Gentleman to 

ne : for hee*s a mad Yeoman that fees his Sonne a 

nan before him. 

'. To haue a thoufand with red burning fpits 

lizzing in vpon *em. 
BleiTe thy fiue wits. 

. O pitty : Sir, where is the patience now 

vn fo oft haue boafted to retaine ? 
My teares begin to take his part (b much, 

larre my counterfetting. 

'. The little dogges, and all ; 

llanch,and Sweet- heart : fee, they barke at me. 
Tom, will throw his head at them x Auaunt you 
be thy mouth or blacke or white : 

that poyfons if it bite : 

^ Grey-hound, Mongrill,Grim, 

or Spaniell, Brachc,or Hym : 

taile tight, or Troudle taile, 

ill make him weepe and waile, 

:h throwing thus my head ; 

apt the hatch, and all are fled. 

de,de t Me : Come, march to Wakes and Fayres, 

arket Townes : poore Tom thy home is dry, 

'. Then let them Anatomize ^f^an ; See what 

ibout her heart. Is there any caule in Nature that 

hefe hard-hearts. You fir, I entertaine for one of 

idred ; only, I do not like the faihion of your gar- 
Yoo will (ay they are Perfian ; but let them bee 

I. 

Enter Glofter. 

r. Now good my Lord, lye heere,anil reft awhile. 

'. Make no noife, make no noife, draw the Cur- 
io, fojwee'l go to Supper i*th*morning. 

. And lie go to bed at noone. 

r. Come hither Friend ! 

is the King my Mafler ? 

r. Here Sir, but trouble him not, his wits are gon. 



Glou, Good firiend, I prythee take him in thy armes ; 
I haue ore-heard a plot of death vpon him : 
There is a Litter ready, lay him in*t. 
And driue toward Douer friend, where thou ihalt meete 
Both welcome, and prote^on. Take vp thy Mailer, 
If thou ihould*fl dally halfis an houre, his life 
With thine, and all that ofTer to defend him. 
Stand in affured loiTe. Take vp, take vp, 
And follow me, that vnll to fome prouifion 
Giue thee quicke condu^. Come, come, away. Exeunt 



Scena Septima. 



Enter Cornwall, Regan^ Goneriily Bafiard^ 
and Servants. 

Com. Pofle fpeedily to my Lord your husband, Aew 
hin this Letter, the Army of France is landed : feeke out 
the Traitor Gloufler. 

Reg, Hang him inftantly. 

Gon. Plucke out his eyes. 

Corn, Leaue him to my difpleafure. Edmond, keepe 
you our Sifler company : the reuenges wee are bound to 
take vppon your Traitorous Father, are not fit for your 
beholding. Aduice the Duke where you are going, to a 
moft fefliuate preparation : we are bound to the like. Our 
Pofles fhall be rwift,and intelligent betwixt vs. Fare- 
well deere Sifter, fiirewell my Lord of Gloufter« 

Snter Steward. 
How now ? Where's the King ? 

Stew. My Lord of Gloufter hath conuey*d htm hence 
Some fiue or fix and thirty of his Knights 
Hot Quefhifts after him, met htm at gate. 
Who, with fome other of the Lords, dependants, 
Are gone with him toward Douer; where they boaft 
To haue well armed Friends. 

Corn, Get horfes for your Miftris. 

Gon, Farewell fweet Lord,and Sifler. Exit 

Corn. Sdmund farewell : go feek the Traitor Glofter, 
Pinnion him like a Theefe, bring him before vs : 
Though well we may not pafTe vpon his life 
Without the forme of luftice t yet our power 
Shall do a curt*fie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not comptroll. 

Enter Gloucefter ^and Semants. 
Who's there? the Traitor? 

Reg. Ingratefull Fox, 'tis he. 

Corn, Binde fift his corky armes. 

G/ou, What meanes your Graces ? 
Good my Friends confider you are my Ghefh : 
Do me no fbule play. Friends. 

Corn. Binde him I fay. 

Reg. Hard, hard : O filthy Traitor. 

Giou, VnmercifuU Lady,as you are, I'me none* 

Corn, To this Chaire binde him, 
Villaine, thou fhalt finde. 

Giou. By the kinde Gods, 'tis moft ignobly done 
To plucke me by the Beard. 

I(eg, So white, and fuch a Traitor ? 

giou. Naughty Ladie, 
Thefe haires which thou doft raui(h from my chin 
Will quicken and accufe thee. I am your Hoft, 
With Robben hands, my hofpitable fauours 

You 
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You ihould not ruffle thus. What will you do ? 

Corn. Come Sir. 
What Letters had you late from France ? 

Reg, Be fimple anfwer'd, for we know the truth. 

Corn* And what confederate haue you with the Trai- 
tors, late footed in the Kingdome ? 

Reg. To whoTe hands 
You haue fent the Lunaticke King : Speake. 

Glou, I haue a Letter gueilingly fet downe 
Which came horn one that's of a newtrall heart, 
And not from one opposed. 

Com, Cunning. 

Reg, And ^fe. 

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King ? 

Ghu, To Doucr. 

Reg, Wherefore to Douer ? 
Was't thou not chargM at perill. 

Corn, Wherefore to Douer ? Let him anfwer that. 

Glou, I am tyed to*th*Stake, 
And I muft ftand the Courfe. 

Reg, Wherefore to Douer ? 

Qlou. Becaufe I would not fee thy cruell Nailes 
Plucke out his poore old eyes : nor thy fierce SifteV, 
In his Annointed flefh, fticke boariih phangs. 
The Sea, with fuch a ftorme as his bare head. 
In Hell-blacke-night indurM, would haue buoy*d vp 
And quench*d the Stelied fires : 
Yet poore old heart, he holpe the Heauens to nine. 
If Wolues had at thy Gate howlM that fterne time, 
Thou fliould'ft haue faid, good Porter turne the Key t 
All Cruels el(e fubfcribe : but I ihall fee 
The winged Vengeance ouertake fuch Children. 

Cora, See*t ihalt thou neuer.Fellowes hold y Chalre, 
Vpon thefe eyes of thine. He fet my foote. 

giou. He that will thinke to liue, till he be old, 
Giue me fome helpe. . O cruell! O yoa Gods. 

Reg, One fide will mocke another t Th'other too. 

Corn, If you fee vengeance. 

Seru. Hold your hand, my Lord : 
I haue (eru'd you euer fince I was a Childe : 
But better feruice haue I neuer done you. 
Then now to bid you hold. 

Reg, How now, yeu dogge P 

Ser, If you did weare a beard vpon your chin, 
rid (hake it on this quarrcll. What do you meane * 

Com. My Villained 

&rtf.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger, 

Reg, Giue me thy Sword. A pezant ftand vp thus ? 

Ki/ies bim, 

Ser, Oh I am flaine : my Lord, you haue one eye left 
To fee fome mifchefo on him. Oh. 

Corn, Left it fee more,preuent it $ Out vilde geUy : 
Where is thy luftcr now ? 

Glou, All darke and comfortlefle ? 
Where*s my Sonne Sdmundf 
Edmund f enkindle all the fparkes of Nature 
To quit this horrid ade, 

Reg. Out treacherous Villalne, 
Thou cairft on him, that hates thee. It was he 
That made the ouerture of thy Treafons to vs : 
Who is too good to pitty thee. 

fflou. O my Follies j then Sdgar was abus*d, 
Kinde Gods, forgiue me that,and profper him. 

Reg. Go thruft him out at gates, and let him fmell 
Hu way to Douer. £xit with Gloufter, 

How is*t my Lord? How looke you ? 



Corn. I haue receiu*d a hurt i Follow me Lady ; 
Turne out that eyelefle Villaine : throw this Slaue 
Vpon the Dunghill : 'iR.egan^ I bleed apace, 
Vntimely comes this hurt. Giue me your arme. Mxemt, 



ASius Quartus. Scena ^ritna. 



Enter Edgar, 

Sdg, Yet better thus, and knowne to be contemned. 
Then ftill contemnM and flatter*d, to be worft : 
The loweft, and moft deleted thing of Fortune, 
Stands ftill in efperance. Hues not in feare : 
The lamentable change is from the beft. 
The worft returnes to laughter. Welcome then. 
Thou vnfubftantiall ayre that I embrace : 
The Wretch that thou haft blowne vnto the worft. 
Owes nothing to thy blafts. 

Enter GlouBer^and an Old^an, 
But who comes heere } My Father poorely led ? 
World, World, O world I 
But that thy ftrange mutations make ts hate thee. 
Life would not yeelde to age. 

Oldm, O my good Lord, I haue bene your Tenant, 
And your Fathers Tenant, thefe foureicore yeares. 

Glou, Away, get thee away i good Friend be gone. 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all. 
Thee, they may hurt. 

Oldm, You cannot fee your way. 

Glou, I haue no way, and therefore want no eyes : 
I ftumbled when I (aw. Full oft *tis feene. 
Our meanes fecure vs, and our meere defe^ 
Proue our Commodities. Oh deere Sonne ^dgetr^ 
The food of thy abufed Fathers wrath : 
Might I but liue to fee thee in my touch, 
rid fay I had eyes againe. 

Oldm. How now ? who*s there ? 

Edg, O Gods 1 Who is*t can fay I am at the worft ? 
I am worfe then ere I ?ras. 

Old, *Tis poore mad Tom. 

Edg. And worfe I may be yet ; the worft is not, 
So long as we can fay this is the worft. 

Oldm, Fellow, where goeft^ 

Ghu, Is it a Beggar-man i 

Oldm, Madman, and beggar too^ 

Glou, He has fome reafon, elfe he could not beg. 
rth*laft nights ftorme, I fuch a fellow faw; 
Which made me thinke a Man, a Worme. My Sonne 
Came then into my minde, and yet my minde 
Was then fcarfe Friends with him. 
I haue heard mort fince ; * 
As Flics to wanton Boyes, are wp to th*Godi, 
They kill vs for their Iport. 

Edg. Howfhould this be? 
Bad is the Trade that muft play Foole to forrow. 
Angering it felfe,and others. Bleffe thee Mafter. 

GUu, Is that the naked Fellow ? 

Oldm, I, my Lord. 

Glou, Get thee away { If for my fake 
Thou wilt ore-take vs hence a mile or twaioe 
rth*way toward Douer, do it for ancient loue. 
And bring fome couering for this naked Soule, 
Which He intreate to leade me. 

d. Alacke fir, he is mad. 

gim.\ 
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\ *Tit the 6mes plagjue. 
Madmen leade the blinde : 

bid thee, or rather do thy pleaiure : 
the reft, be gone. 

t. He bring him the beft Parrell that I haue 
on*t, what will. Eini 

. Simh, naked fellow. 
. Poore Tom*s a cold. I cannot daob it further. 
. Come hither fellow. 

And yet I muft : 
thy fweete eyes, they bleede. 
. Know*ft thou the way to Douer ? 
. Both ftyle, and gate ; Horseway, and foot-path : 
Pom hath bin fcarr*d out of hit good wits. BlefTe 
lod mans fonne, from the fbule Fiend. 
Here take this purfe, j whom the heau*ns plague • 
tumbled to all ftroket : that I am wretched 
thee the happier : Heauens deale fo ftill : 
; fuperiluous, and Luft^dieted man, 
iaues your ordinance, that will not fee 
e he do*t not feele, feele your powre quickly : 
ibudon fhould vndoo excefTe, 
ich man haue enough. Doft thou know Douer? 
. IMafter. 

r. There is a Cliffe, whofe high and bending head 
I fearfully in the confined Deepe : 
me but to the very brimme of it, 
e repay re the mifery thou do' ft beare 
Ibmething rich about me : from that place, 
no leading neede. 
. Giue me thy arme ; 
Tom fhall leade thee. Eteeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter QoneriUy ^aftard^ and Steward, 
r. Welcome my Lord.I meruell our mild husband 
let V9 on the way. Now, where*8 yoor Maf^ ? 
\ Madam within, but neuer man fo changed : 
him of the Army that was Landed : 
ilM at It. I told him you were commifig, 
fwer was, the worfe. Of Glofters Treachery, 
f the loyall Seruice of his Sonne 
I inform*d him, then he call'd me Sot, 
old me I had turn*d the wrong fide out : 
moft he ihould diflikc, feemes pleafant to him ; 
like, ofFenfiue. 

I. Then fhall you go no further, 
le Cowiih terror of his fpirtt 
lares not vndertake : Hee'l not feele wrongs 
1 tye him to an anfwer : our wifhes on the Way 
iroue efFii;^. Backe Edmond to my Brother, 
I his Mufters, and conduct his powres. 
: change names at home, and giue the Diftaffe 
iy Husbands hands. This truftie Seniant 
pafTe betweene ys : ere long you are like to heare 
1 dare venture in your owne behalfe) 
IrefTes command. Weare this ; fpare fpeech, 
le your head. This kiffe, if it durft fpcake 
i ftretch thy Spirits vp into the ayre : 
iue, and fiu^e thee well. 

}, Yours, in the rankes of death. Exit, 

, My moft deere Glofter. 



Oh, the difierence of man, and man. 
To thee a Womans feruices are due, 
My Foole vfurpes my body. 

Stew, Madam, here come*s my Lord^ 
Enter jilbany, 

Gon, I haue beene worth the whiftle. 

j^lh. Oh Gonerili, 
You are not worth the duft which the rude winde 
Blowes in your face. 

Gon, Milke-Liuer'd man. 
That bear*ft a cheeke for blowea, a head for wrongs. 
Who haft not in thy browes an eye-difceming 
Thine Honor, from thy fuffering. 

^h. See thy felfe diuell ! 
Proper defbrmitie feemes not in the Fiend 
So horrid as in woman. 

Gon, Oh vaine Foole. 

Enter a ^Ifeffennr. 

MiJ, Oh my good Lord, the Duke of C$rnwah dead, 
Slaine by his Seruant, going to put out 
The other eye of Gloufter. 

Alb, Gloufters eyes. 

Met. A Seruant that he bred, thrill'd with reroorfe, 
Oppos d againft the a^ : bending his Sword 
To his great Mafter, who, threat-enragM 
Flew on him, and among*ft them felPd him dead. 
But not without that harmefull fboke, which iince 
Hath pluckt him after. 

Alb. This fhewes you are aboue 
You lufticea, that thcle our ncather crimes 
So fpecdil^ can veiige. But (O poore Gloufter) 
Loft he his other eye ? 

Mef, Both, both, my Lord. 
This Leter Madam, craues a fpeedy anfwer : 
*Ti8 from your Sifter. 

Gon, One way i like this well. 
But being widdow, and my Gloufter with her,J 
May all the building in my fancie plucke 
Vpon my hatcfuU life. Another way 
The Newes is not fo Urt. He read, and anfwer. 

Aib, Where was his Sonne, 
When they did take his eyes? 

Mef, Come with my Lady hither. 

Alb, He is not heere. 

Mef. No my good Lord, I met him backe againe. 

aA, Knowes he the wickedneiTe ? 

Mef. I my good Lord: 'twas he infbrmM againft him 
And quit the houfe on purpofe, that their punifhment 
Might haue the freer courie. 

AW. Gloufter, I liue 
To thanke thee for the loue thou ihew'dft the King, 
And to reuenge thine eyes. Come hither Friend, 
Tell me what more thou know*ft. Exeunt. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter wtb Drum and Colours^ Cordelia^ gentlemen^ 

and Souldhun, 
Cor, Alacke, *tis he : why he was met cuen now 
As mad as the vext Sea, finging alowd, 
Crown*d with ranke Feniur, and furrow weeds. 
With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowres, 

Darnell 
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Darnell, and all the idle weedes that grow 
In our fuftaining Corne. A Centery fend forth ; 
Search euery Acre in the high-growne field. 
And bring him to our eye. What can mans wifedome 
In the reftoring his bereaued Senfe \ he that helpes him, 
Take all my outward worth. 

Gent, There is meanes Madam : 
Our fbfter Nurfe of Nature, i» repofe, 
The which he lackes : that to prouoke in him 
Are many Simples operatiue , whofe power 
Will cloie the eye of Anguifli. 

Cord. All bled Secrets, 
All you vnpubliihM Vertues of the earth 
Spring with^y teares ; be aydant, and remediate 
In the Goodmans defires : feeke, feeke for him, 
Leaft his vngouern'd rage, diiTolue the life 
That wants the meanes to leade it. 

Enter ^Mejfenger. 

Mef. Newes Madam, 
The Brittifh Powres are marching hitherward. 

Cor, *Tis knowne before. Our preparation ftands 
In expedation of them. O deere Father, 
It is thy bufinefle that I go about : Therfore great France 
My mourning, and importun*d teares hath pittied : 
No blowne Ambidon doth our Armes incite, 
But loue, decre loue, and our ag'd Fathers Rite : 
Soone may I heare, and fee him. Exeunt, 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Regan, and Steward, 

Reg, But are my Brothers Powres fet forth } 

Stevf. 1 Madam. 

l(eg. Himfelfe in perfon there? 

Ste». Madam with much ado : 
Your Sifter is the better Souldier. 

Reg, Lord Edmund fpake not with your Lord at home? 

Stet^, No Madam. 

Reg, What might import my Sifters Letter to him ? 

Stew. 1 know not. Lady. 

Reg. Faith he is poafted hence on ferious matter : 
It was great ignorance, Glouftefs eyes being out 
To let him Hue. Where he arriues, he moues 
All hearts againft vs : Edmund, I thinke is gone 
In pitty of his mifery, to difpatcb 
His nighted life : Moreouer to defcry 
The ftrength o'th'Enemy. 

Stem, I muft needs aAer him. Madam, with my Letter. 

^I^» Our troopes fet forth to morrow, itay with vs : 
The wayes are dangerous. 

Stew. I may not Madam : 
My Lady charg'd my dutie in this bufines. 

Reg. Why ftiould ihe write to Edmund} 
Might not you tranfport her purpofes by word ? Belike, 
Some things, I know not what. He loue thee much 
Let me vnfeale the Letter. 

Siew, Madam, I had rather 

Reg. I know your Lady do*s not loue her Husband, 
I am lure of that : and at her late being heere. 
She gaue ftrange Eliads, and moft fpeaking lookes 
To Noble Edmund, I know you are of her bofome. 

Stew. I, Madam? 



Reg. I fpeake in vnderftanding : Y*are : I know*t, 
Therefore I do aduife you take this note : 
My Lord is dead : Edmond, and I haue talk*d. 
And more conuenient is he for my hand 
Then for your Ladies : You may gather more : 
If you do finde him, pray you giue him this ; 
And when your Miftris heares thus much from you, 
I pray defire her call her wifedome to her. 
So fare you well : 

If you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor, 
Preferment fals on him, that cuu him off. 

Stew, Would I could meet Madam, I fhould ihew 
What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. firm 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter Gloucefter, and Edgar. 

Gku. When fhall I come to th*top of that (ame bill 

Bdg, You do climbe vp it now. Look how we laboi 

Ghu, Me thinkes the ground is eeuen. 

Edg. Horrible fteepe. 
Hearke, do you heare the Sea t 

gUu. No truly. 

Edg, Why then your other Senfes grow impeded 
By your eyes anguifh. 

Giou. So may it be indeed. 
Me thinkes thy voyce is altered, and thou fpeak*ft 
In better phraie, and matter then thou did*ft. 

Edg, Y*are much deceiu*d : In nothing am I chaof 
But in my Garments. 

Glou, Me thinkes y*are better fpoken. 

Bdg. Come on Sir, 
Heere s the place : ftand ftill : how fearefuU 
And dizie 'tis, to caft ones eyes fo low. 
The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ay 
Shew fcarfe fo grofle as Beetles. Halfe way downe 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire : dreadfuU Trade : 
Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then his head. 
The Fifhermen, that walk*d vpon the beach 
Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Barke, 
Diminifh*d to her Cocke : her Cocke, a Buoy 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on thWnnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard fo high. He looke no more, 
Leaft my braine turne, and the deficient fight 
Topple downe headlong. 

Glou Set me where you ftand. 

Edg. Giue me your hand .* 
You are now within a foote of th*extreme Verge : 
For all beneath the Moone would I not leape vpright. 

Glou. Let go my hand : 
Heere Friend's another purfe : in it, a lewell 
Well worth a poore mans taking. Fayries, and Gods 
Profper it with thee. Go thou further off. 
Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going. 

Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. 

Glou. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifie thus with his difpaire. 
Is done to cure it. 

Glou, O you mighty Gods ! 
This world I do renounce, and in your fights 
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ntly my great affli^on off: 

sare it longer, and not /all 

with your great oppofelelTe willes, 

and loathed part of Nature ihould 

fe out. \i Edgar Due, O bleflfe him : 

IT, fare thee well. 

me Sir, Jewell : 

enow not how conceit may rob 

ry of life, when life it (elfe 

le Theft. Had he bin where he thought, 

thought bin paft. Aliue, or dead? 
r : Friend, heare you Sir, fpeake : 
: he paiTe indeed : yet he reuiuet. 
ou Sir } 

way, and let me dye. 
id*ft thou beene ought 
ore, Feathen, Ayre, 
ithome downe precipitating) 
iuer*d like an Egge : but thou do*ft breath : 
fubftance, bleed*ft not, fpeak^ft, art found, 
It each, make not the altitude 
i haft perpendicularly fell, 

Mjrracle. Speake yet againe* 
t haue 1 £ilne, or no t 
om the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne 

height, the fhrill-gorg*d Larke fo 6irre 
(eene, or heard : Do but looke vp. 
lacke, I haue no eyes : 
nefle depriu*d that benefit 
dfe by death ? *Tvns yet fome comfort,) 
ry could beguile the Tyranrs rage, 
te his proud will, 
ue me your arme. 

)w is*t? Feele you your Legges? You fhind. 
00 well, too well, 
lis is aboue all ftrangeneiTe, 
rowne o*th*Clif}e. What thing was that 
cd firom you ? 

poore Tnfbrtunate Beggar. 
1 1 ftood heere below, me thought his eyes 
^11 Moones : he had a thouiand Nofes, 
Jk*d, and waued like the enraged Sea: 
: Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father, 
t the deereft Gods, who make them Honon 
npoffibilicies, haue preferued thee. 
do remember now : henceforth He beare 
till it do cry out it felfe 
ough,and dye. That thing you fpeake of, 
or a man : often *twould iay 

the Fiend, he led me to that place. 
Beare free and patient thoughts. 

Bnttr Liar, 
mes heere ? 

snfe will ne*re accommodate 
thus. 

o, they cannot touch me for crying. I am the 
Ife. 

thou fide^piercing fight t 
ature*s aboue Art, in that refped.Ther*s your 
7.That fellow handles his bow, like a Crow- 
iw mee a| Cloathiers yard. l.ooke, looke, a 
ice, peace, this peece of toafted Cheefe will 
ere*s my Gauntlet, He proue it on a Gyant. 
le browne Billes. O well flowne Bird : i*ch* 
lout : Hewgh. Giue the word, 
ifeet Mariorum. 



Lear, Paffe. 

Glou, 1 know that voice. 

Lear, Ha ! Gonerill with a white beard ? They flatter'd 
me like a Dogge, and told mee I had the white hayres in 
my Beard, ere the blacke ones were there. To fay I, and 
no, to euery thing that I faid : l,and no too, was no good 
Diuinity. When the raine came to wet me once, and the 
winde to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found *em, there I fmelt *em 
out. Go too, they are not men o*their words ; they told 
me, I was euery thing : *Tis a Lye, I am not Agu-proofe. 

Ghu, The tricke of that voyce, I do well remember : 
Is*t not the King ? 

Lear, 1, euery inch a King. 
When I do fhre, fee how the Sublet quakes. 
I pardon that mans life. What was thy caufe ? 
Adultery ? thou fhalt not dye : dye for Adultery } 
No, the Wren goes too*t, and the fmall gilded Fly 
Do*s letcher in my fight. Let Copulation thriue : 
For Gloufters bafbrd Son was kinder to his Father, 
Then my Daughters got *tweene the lawful! fheets. 
Too*t Luxury pell-mell, for I lacke Souldien. 
Behold yond fimpring Dame, whofe face betweene her 
Forkes prefages Snow; that minces yertue,& do*s fhake 
the head to heare of pleafures name. The Fitchew, nor 
the foyled Horfe goes too't with a more riotous appe- 
tite i Downe from the wafte they are Cenuures, though 
Women all aboue : but to the Girdle do the Gods inhe- 
rit, beneath is all the Fiends. There^s hell, there*s darke- 
nes, there is the fulphurous pit; burning, fcalding, ftench, 
confumption : Fye,fie, fie ; pah, pah : Giue me an Ounce 
of Ciuet ; good Apothecary fweeten my immagination : 
There's money for thee, 

Glou. O let me kifTe that hand. 

Lear, Let me wipe it firfl. 
It fmelles of Mortality. 

Glou, O ruin*d peece of Nature, this great world| 
Shall fo weare out to naught. 
Do*ft thou know me i 

Lear, 1 remember thine eyes well enough : doft thou 
fquiny at me ? No , doe thy worfl blinde Cupid, He not 
loue. Reade thou this challenge, marke but the penning 
of it. 

Glou, Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not fee. 

Edg. I would not take this from report. 
It is, and my heart breakes at it. 

Lear, Read. 

Glou, What with the Cafe of eyes } 

Lear, Oh ho, are you there with me ? No «es in your 
head, nor no mony inyour purfe? Your eyes are in a hea- 
uy cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world 
goes. 

Glou. I fee it feelingly. 

XMT.What, art mad P A man may fee how this world 
goes, with no eyes. Looke with thine eares : See how 
yond luftice railes vpon yond fimple theefe. Hearke in 
thine eare : Change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the luflice, which is the theefe : Thou haft feene a Far- 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 

giou, I Sir. 

Lear, And the Creature run from the Car: there thou 
might*ft behold the great image of Authoritie, a Dogg*s 
obey*d in Office. Thou, Rafcall Beadle, hold thy bloody 
hand : why doft thou lafh that Whore ? Strip thy owne 
backe, thou hotly luffa to vfe her in that kind, for which 
thou whip*ft her. The Vfurer hangs the Cozener. Tho- 
rough 
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rough tatter'd cloathes great Vices do appeare : Robes, 
and Furr*d gownes hide all. Place finnes with Gold, and 
the ftrong Lance of luftice, hurtlelTe breakes : Arme it in 
ragges, a Pigmies ftraw do*8 pierce it. None do*s offend, 
none, I fay none, He able *em; uke that of me my Friend, 
who haue the power to feale th*accurer8 lips. Get thee 
glafle-eyes, and like a fcumy Politician, feeme to fee the 
things thou doft not. Now, now, now, now. Pull off my 
Bootes : harder, harder, fo. 

Edg, O matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reafon in MadneiTe. 

Lear, If thou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloufter: 
Thou muft be patient j we came crying hither : 
Thou know*ft, the firft time that we fmcU the Ayrc 
We wawle.and cry. I will preach to thee : Marke. 

Glou. Alacke,alacke the day. 

Lear, When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great ftage of Fooles. This a good blocke : 
It were a delicate ftratagem to flioo 
A Troope of Horfe with Felt : He put't in proofe, 
And when I haue ftolne vpon thefe Son in Lawes, 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman, 

Gent, Oh heere he u : lay hand vpon him. Sir* 
Your moft deere Daughter 

Lear, No refcue? What, a Prifoner? I am euen 
The Naturall Foole of Fortune. Vfe me well. 
You ihall haue ranfome. Let me haue Surgeons, 
I am cut to*th*Braines. 

Gent, You ihall haue any thing. 

Lear, No Seconds? All my felfe? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of Salt 
To vfe his eyes for Garden water-pots.I wil die brauely, 
Like a fmugge Bridegroome. What ? I will be louiall : 
Come, come, I am a King,Mafters, know you that? 

Qent, You are a Royall one, and we obey you. 

Lear, Then there's life in*t. Come, and you get it. 
You fhall get it by running : Sa, fa, fa, fa. Exit, 

Gent. A fight moft pittifiill in the meaneft wretch, 
Paft fpeaking of in a King. Thou haft a Daughter 
Who redeemes Nature from the generall curfe 
Which twaine haue brought her to. 

Edg, Haile gentle Sir. 

Gent, Sir, fpeed you : what's your will ? 

Edg, Do you heare ought (Sir) of a Battell toward. 

Gent, Moft fure, and vulgar : 
Euery one heares that, which can diftinguifh found. 

Edg, But by your fanour : 
How neere*s the other Army ? 

Gent, Neere,and on fpeedy foot : the maine defcry 
Stands on the hourely thought. 

Edg. I thanke you Sir, that*s all.. 

Gent, Though that the Queen on fpecial caufe is here 
Her Army is mou*d on. Exit, 

Sdg, I thanke you Sir. 

Ghu.YoM euer gentle Gods, take my breath firom me. 
Let not my worier Spirit tempt me againe 
To dye be&re you plcife. 

Edg, Well pray you Father. 

Glou. Now good fir, what are you ? 

Sdg. A moft poore man, made tame to Fortunes blows 
Who, by the Art of knowne,and feeling forrowes, 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Giue me your hand, 
He leade you to fome biding. 

Glou. Heartie thankes : 



The bountie, and the benizon of Heauen 
To boot, and boot. 

Enter Stetfard, 

Stem. A proclaimM prize : moft happie 
That eyelefTe head of thine, was firft fram*d flefh 
To raife my fortunes. Thou old, vnhappy Traitor, 
Breefely thy felfe remember : the Sword is out 
That muft defboy thee. 

Glou. Now let thy firiendly hand 
Put fbength enough too*t. 

Stev. Wherefore, bold Pezant, 
Dar*ft thou fupport a publifh*d Traitor? Hence, 
Leaft thatth*infe^onof his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arme. 

Edg, Chill not let go Zir, 
Without vurther *cafion. 

Stem, Let go Slaue, or thou dy*ft. 

Edg. Good Gentleman goe your gate, and let poors 
volke palTe i and 'chud ha* bin awaggerd out of my life, 
*twould not ha*bin zo long as 'tis, by a Tortnight. Nay, 
come not neere th'old man : keepe out chc Tor'ye, or ice 
try whither your Coftard, or my Ballow be the harder; 
chill be plaine with you. 

Stem. OutDunghilL 

Edg. Chill picke your teeth Zir : come, no matter tot 
your foynes. 

Stem. Slaue thou haft flaine me: Villain, take my potfej 
If euer thou wilt thriue, bury my bodie, 
And giue the Letters which thou find'ft about me, 
To EdmundEsLTle of Gloufter : feeke him out 
Vpon the Englifh party. Oh vntimely death, death. 

Edg, I know thee well. A feruiceable Villaine, 
As duteous to the vices of thy Mifbis, 
As badnefTe would defire. 

giou. What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit you downe Father : reft you. 
Let's lee thele Pockets } the Letters that he fpeakes of 
May be my Friends : hee's dead ; I am onely forry 
He had no other Deathfman. Let vs fee : 
Leaue gentle waxe, and manners t blame rs not 
To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts. 
Their Papers is more lawfull. 

^ads the Letter, 
T Et our reciproeall vofmes be rememhred, Tom bane mam 
jLjopportunities to cut b'lm off: if four millmant nt^time axi 
place mill be fruitfully offered. There it nothing done. If bet 
retume the Confueror, then am I the Prifoner, amd bm bed.mj 
Gaole^from the loathed marmth mhereof^ deUmr me, andju^ 
ply the place for your Labour. 

rour{Hnfe,fiIm<mldj4^)affeah- 
nate Senumt* Oonerill. 
Oh indingui(h*d fpace of Womans will, 
A plot vpon her vertuous Husbands life. 
And the exchange my Brother : heere, in rhe fands 
Thee He rake vp, the pofte vnfanflified 
Of murtherous Letchers : and in the mature time, 
With this vngracious paper ffarike the fight 
Of the death-pra^'d Duke: for him 'tis well. 
That of thy death, and bufinefle, I can tell. 

Glou, The King is mad : 
How fHflfe is my yilde fenfe 
That I fbuid vp, and haue ingenious feeling 
Of my huge Sorrowes ? Better I were diflnd. 
So fhould my thoughts be feuer'd firom my greefes, 

Drum afarre of. 
And woes, by wrong imaginations loofe 

The 



The Tragedie of I^'ng Lear. 305 


ledge of themfeluet. 


Vpon a whcele of fire, that mine owne teares 


riue me your hand ; 


Do fcardjlike molten Lead. 


aethinket I heare the beaten Drumme. 


Cor. Sir, do you know me ? 


ler. He beftow you with a Friend. Exeunt, 


Lear. You arc a fpirit I know, where did you dye ? 




Cor. Still,ftill,/arrewide. 




Gen, He*s fcarfe awake, 




Let him alone a while. 


Scana Septima. 


Lear.. Where haue I bin f 


Where am I ? Faire day light ? 




I am mighdly abusM; I fhould eu'n dye with pitty 
To fee another thus. I know not wh at to fay : 




Enttr CordeUa^Kettt^andyGtntlman, 


I will not fweare thefe are my hands : let*s fee, 




I iecle this pin pricke, would I were aflur'd 


thou good Kent^ 


Of my condition. 


I liue and worke 


Cor. looke vpon me Sir, 


thy goodncffc ? 


And hold your hand in benedi^lion oVe me. 


ill be too fliort, 


You muft not kneele. 


' meafure fuXt me. 


Lxar, Pray do not mocke me: 


To be acknowledge Madam js ore-pai*d„ 


I am a very foolifti fond old man. 


ports go with the modeft truth, 


Fourefcore and vpward. 


, nor dipt, but fo* 


Not an houre more, nor lefle : 


e better fuited, 


And to deale plainely. 


ides are memories of thofe worfer houret : 


I feare I am not m my perfed mind. 


put them off*. - 


Me thinkes I fhould know you, and know this man. 


Pardon deere Madam, 


Yet I am doubtfuU : For I am mainely ignorant 


knowne Shortens my made intent, 


What place this is:and all the skill I haue 


I make it, that you know me not. 


Remembers not thefe garments : nor I know not 


and I.thinke meet. 


Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me, 


hen be*t fo my good Lord: 


For (as 1 am a man ) I thinke this Lady 


the King f 


To be my childe Q^dena. 


Madam fleepes (till. 


Cor. And fo I am : I am. 


> you kind Gods j 


Lear. Be your teares wet / 


Sreat breach in his abufed Nature, 


Yes frith : 1 pray weepe not, 


d and iarring fenfes, O vrinde vp, 


If you haue poyfon for me, 1 will drinke it : 


ilde^changed Father. 


I know you do not loue me, for your Sifters 


lo pleafe your Maiefty, 


Haue (as I do remember) done me wrong. 


tiay ¥rake the King, he hath flept long ? 


You haue fome canfe, they haue not. 
Cor. No caufe,no cau(e. 


e gouern'd by your knowledge, and proceede 


»f your ownc will : b he array'd ? 


Lear, Am I in France ? 




Kent. In your owne kingdome Sir. 


uter Ltar In a chair e carried by Seruants 


Lear, Do not abufe me. 




Gent, Be comforted good Madam, the great rage 


Madam : in the heauinefle of fleepe. 


You fee is killed in him:defire him to go in. 


tSh garments on htm. 


Trouble him no more till further fetling. 


i Madam when we do awake him, 


Cor, WUt pleafe your Highneffe walkc ? 


his Temperance. 


Lear, You muft beare with me : 


my deere Father, reftanratian hang 


Pray you now forget, and Ibrgiue, 


:ine on my lippes,and let this kiflfe 


I am old and fbolUh. Exeunt 


ofe violent harme8,that my two Sifters 
ly Reuerence made. 






fCind and deere Princefle. 




:ad you not bin their Father, thefe white flakes 
nge pitty of them. Was this a face 
iM*d againft the iarring windes? 


ASius Quintus. Scena ^rima. 




nies dogge, though he had bit me, 
ae ftood that night againft my fire. 






thou £iine ( poore Father) 


Enter wtb Drumrn e and C olour s , Edmund, Regan, 


thee %rith Swineand Rogues forlorne. 


Gentlemen, and Souldiers. 


id mufty ftraw? Alacke, alacke. 




sr that thy life and wits, at once 


'Baft, Know of the Duke if his Uft purpofe hold. 


included all. He wakes,rpeake to him. 


Or whether fince he is aduis*d bv ought 
To change the courfe, he*s full of alteration. 
And felfereprouing, bring his conftant pleaiure. 


4adam do you, *tis fittefli. 


ow does my Royall Lord ? 


your Maiefty ? 


Reg, Our Sifters man is certainely mifcarried. 


ifou do me wrong to take me out o*th*graue. 


Baft, *Tis to be doubted Madam. 


a Soule in blifle,but I am bound 


Reg, Now fweet Lord, 




(C You 
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You know the g oodneffe I intend vpon you : 
Tell me but truly, but then fpeake thjp truth, 
Do you not loue my Sifter? 

^aft. In honour*d Loue. 

I(eg, But haue you neuer found my Brothera way, 
To the fore- fended place? 

Baft, No by mine honour. Madam. 

^eg, I neuer (hall endure her,deere my Lord 
Be n ot ^miliar with her. 

^Baft, Feare not, (he and the Duke her hgiband. 

Enter with Drum and Qolourgf Albany^ Gonerillf Soldtert. 

Alb. Our very louing Sifter, well be-met : 
Sir, this I heard, the King is come tx> his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Forc*d to cry out. 

Regan, Why is this reafond ? 

Gone. Combine together *gainft the Enemie : 
For thefe domefticke and particurlar broiles, 
Are not the queftion heere. 

jilb, Let*s then determine with th^ancient of warre 
On our proceeding. 

%eg. Sifter you*le go with ts ? 

Gon. No. 

^g» *Tis moft conuenient,pray go with vs. 

Gon, Oh ho, I know the Riddle, I will goe. 

Exeunt both the Armies, 

Enter Edgar, 

Edg,lftTc your Grace had ipeech with man fo poore, 
Heare me one word. 

A/b. He ouertake you, fpeake. 

Bdg, Before you fight the Battaile,ope this Letter: 
If you haue Tidory,let the Trumpet found 
For him that brought ittwretched though Ifeeme, 
I can produce a Champion, that will proue 
What is auouched there. If you mifcarry. 
Your bufinefTe of the world hath fo an end, 
And machination ceafes. Fortune loues you. 

•AJb. Stay till I haue read the Letter. 

Edg. 1 was forbid it: 
When time fhall feme, let but she Herald cry, 
And He appeare againe. Exit. 

Alb, Why farethee well, I will o*re-looke thy paper. 

Enter Edmund. 

Baft, The Enemy *s in view, draw vp your powers, 
Heere is the guefTe of their true ftrength and Forces, 
By dilUgent difcouerie, but your haft 
Is now vrg*d on you. 

AJb. We will greet the time. £xit, 

*Ba^, To both thefe Sifters haue I fworne my loue: 
Each lealous of the other, as the fhing 
Are of the Adder. Which of them fhall I take ? 
Both ? One f Or neither ?Ncither can be enioyM 
If both remaine aliue : To take the Widdow, 
Ezafperates, makes mad her Sifter Goneriii^ 
And hardly fhall I carry out my fide. 
Her husband being aliue. Now then, wee*l vfe 
His countenance for the Battaile, which being done. 
Let her who would be rid of him,deuife 
His fpeedy taking off. As for the mercie 
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia^ 
The Battaile done, and they within our power, 



Shall neuer fee his pardon : for my ftate, 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. 



Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 



Alarum within. Enter with Drumme and Celours^Lear^ 
Cordelia^and Souldieri^ouer the Stage^ and Sxeunt, 

Enter Edgar ^ and GUfter. 

Edg, H eere Father, take the fliadow of this Tree 
For your good hoaft : pray that the right may thriue : 
If euer I retume to you againe. 
He bring you comfort. 

Gh, Grace go with you Sir. Exit. 

Alarum and Rureai within, 
Bnter Edgar, 

Egdar, Away old man,giue me thy hand, away : 
King Lear hath loft, he and his Daughter tane, 
Giue me thy hand : Come on. 

Glo. No forther Sir, a man may rot euen heere. 

Edg, What in ill thoughts againe i 
Men muft endure 

Their going hence, euen as their comming hither, 
RipenefTe it all come on. 

Glo, And that*8 true too. Exeuxt. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter in eemquefl with Drum and Colours fSdnamdyLearf 
and Cordilia, as prif oners , Semldiers^ Captaim, 

Baft, Some Officers take them away: good guard, 
Yntili their greater pleafuret firft be knowne 
That are to cenfure them. 

Cor, We are not the firft, 
Who with beft meaning haue incurrM the worft i 
For thee opprefTed King I am caft downe. 
My felfe could elfe out-frowne falfe Fortunes frowne. 
Shall we not fee thefe Daughters, and thefe Sifters? 
Imot, No, no, no, no: come let*s away to prifon. 
We two alone will fing like Birds i*th*Cage / 
When thou doft aske me bleffing. He kneele downe 
And aske of thee forgiuenefTe : So wee^l Hue, 
And pray, and fing,and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies t and heere ( poore Rogues) 
Talke of Court newes,and wee*l talke with them too, 
Who loofes,and who wins; who's in, who*s oat; 
And take vpon*s the myflery of thinga. 
As if we were Gods fpies t And wee*l weare out 
In a walPd prifon, packs and feds of great onca, 
That ebbe and flow by th'Moone* 

Baft, Take them away. 

Lear, Vpon fuch facri'flces my Cordelia^ 
The Gods themfelues throw Incenfe. 
Haue I caught thee? 

He that parts vs, fhall bring a Brand firom Heauen, 
And fire vs hence, like Foxes:wipe thine eyes. 
The good yeares (hall deooure them,fleih and foil. 
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r (hall make vs weepe ? 


'Tis fhe is fub-contra^ed to this Lord, 


ee e*m ftani*d firft : come. Exit, 


And I her husband contradid^ your Banes. 


Come hither Captaiiic,hearke. 


If you will marry, make yourloues to me, 


ou this note, go follow them to prifoo. 


My Lady is befpokc. 


p I haue aduancM thee, if thou do*ft 


Gon. An enterlude. 


inftru^is thee, thou doft make thy way 


Alh, Thou art armed Ghfter, 


le Fortunes x know thou this, that men 


Let the Trmpet found : 


he time is j to be tender minded 


If none appeare to proue vpon thy peribn. 


: become a Sword, thy great imployment 


Thy heynous,manifeft, and many Treafons, 


t beare queftion:either fiiy thou*lt do% 


There is my pledge : He make it on thy heart 


le by other meanes. 


Ere I tafte bread, thou art in nothing lefle 


He do*t my Lord. 


Then I haue heere proclaim*d thee. 


About it,and write happy, when th*liaft done, 


Rtg, Sicke,Oficke. 


[ fay inftantly, and carry it To 

lie fet it downe. ExH Caftaine, 


Gon, If not. He nere truft medicine. 


^Bafi, There's my exchange, what in the world het 




That names me Traitor, villain-like he lies. 


irijh. Ettttr Albany , Gomr'tll^ Rigan, Soldiers. 


Call by the Trumpet: he that dares approach; 


9 




Sir, you haue ihewM to day your valiant ftraine 


My truth and honor firmely. 


rtune led you well : you haue the Captiues 




ere the oppofitet of this dayes ftriie: 


Enter a Herald. 


[aire them of yon To to vfe them, 




hall find their merites, and our iafety 


jilb. AHerald,ho. 


lally determine. 




Sir, I thought it fit. 


All leuied in mv name, haue in my name 
Tooke their dilcharge. 


the old and miferable King to fome retention. 


age had Charmes in it, whofe Title more. 


Regan. My ficknefle growes vpon me. 
j&. She is not well, conuey her to my Tent. 


ke the common bofome on hit fide, 


ne our impreft Launces in our eies 


Come hither Herald, let the Tnimper found. 


do command them. With him I fent the Queen: 


And read out this. A Tumfet fiunds. 


on all the fame, and they are ready 


IkraU reads. 


row, or at fiirther fpace,t'appeare 


If any man of fuaiitie or degree,witbim tbe lifts of the Ar- 
^ ntf^^ill mmntaint vftoti Sdmnnd, fn/ffofed Earie of G/ofter, 


you ihall hold your Sefiion. 


Sir, by your patience. 


that be is a manifold Traitor y let bim apfeare by tbe tbird 


ou but a fubiea of this Warre, 


found of tbe Trumfet : be u bold in bm defence, i Trumpet* 


I Brother. 


Her. Againe. a Trumpet. 


That's as we lift to grace him. 


Htr. Againe. 3 Trumpet. 


Ices our pleafure might haue ban demanded 




had fpoke fo iarre. He led our Powers, 




e Commiffion of my place and pcribn^ 


Enter Edgar armed. 


lich immediade may well ftand vp. 




1 it fclfe your Brother. 


Alb. Aske him his purpofes, why he appeares 


Not fo hot : 


Vpon this Call o*thTrumpet. 


wne grace he doth exalt himfelfe. 


Her. What are you? 


len in your addition. 


Your name, your quality, and why you anfwer 


In my rights. 


Thi3 prefent Summons/ 


nuefted, he compeeret the beft. 


Sdg. Know my name is loft 


That were the moft, if he fhouid husband you. 


By Treafons tooth : bare-gnawne,and Canker-bit, 


lefters do oft proue Prophets. 


Yet am I Noble as the Aduerfary 


Hola,hola, 


I come to cope. 


e that told you fo,look*d but a fquint. 


Ulb. Which is that Aduerfary } 


. Lady I am not well,eire I ihould anfwere 


Edg.'VfhtV^ he that fpeaket for Edmund Earle of Olo- 


full flowing ftomack. Generall, 


^. Himfelfe, what (aift thou to him f ( fter ? 
Edg. Draw thy Sword, 


lou my Souldiers,pnfoners,patrimony> 


of them, of me, the walls is thine: 


That if my fpeech oflfend a Noble heart, 


e the world, that 1 create thee heere 


Thy atmc may do thee lufticc, heere is mine : 


d,and Mafter. 


Behold it is my priuiledge. 


Meane you to enioy him } 


The priuiledge of mine Honours, 


The let alone lies not in your good will. 


My oath, and my profefOon. I proteft, 


Nor in thine Lord. 


Maugre thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence. 


Halfe-blooded felk>w,yet. 


Defpife thy vidor-Swordtand fire new Fortune, 


Let the Drum ftrike,and proue my tide thine. 


Thy valor, and thy heart, thou art a Traitor : 


Suy yet,heare reafon : Edmund^ I arreft thee 


Falfe to thy Gods, thy Brother, and thy Father, 


tall Treafon j and in thy arreft. 


Confpirant 'gainft this high illuftiroas Prince, 


ilded Serpent : for your daime fiure Sifters, 


And from th*extremeft vpward of thy head. 


: in the intereft of my wife. 


To the difcent and duft below thy fbote, 

ffa A 
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A moft Toad-fpotted Traitor. Say thou no. 
This Sword, thii anne,and my beft fpirits are bent 
To proue vpon thy heart, whereto I fpeaJce, 
Thou lycft. 

^Baft. In wifedome I ihould aske thy name, 
But fince thy out-fide looket fo faire and Warlike, 
And that thy tongue(rome (ay) of breeding breatheiy 
What rafe,and nicely I might well delay, 
By rule of Knight-hood, I difdaine and fpume; 
Backe do I tofle thefe Treafons to thy head. 
With the hell-hated Lye, ore-whclme thy heart, 
Which for they yet glance by,and (carely bniife, 
This Sword of mine ihall giue them inftant vray. 
Where they ihall reft for euer. Trumpets fpeake. 

Alb, Saue him,raue him. jiUruuu, Fights, 

Gon, This is pradife Chftery 
By th*law of Warre,thou waft not bound to anfwer 
An vnknowne oppofite:thou art not vanquiihM, 
But cozend,and be guild. 

Alb. Shut your mouth Dame, 
Or with this paper (hall I ftop it : hold Sir, 
Thou worfe then any name, reade thine owne euill : 
No tearing Lady, I perceiue you know it. 

GoH. Say if I do, the I awes are mine not thine, 
Who can araigne me fbr*t? Exii, 

Alb, Moft monftrous t O, know*ft thou this paper? 

'Baft, Aske me not what I know. 

Alb, Go after her,(he*s defperate^goueme her. 

'Baft, What you haue chargM me with, 
That haue I done. 

And more, much more, the dme mW bring it out. 
*Tis paft,and fo am I : But what art thou 
That haft this Fortune on me ? If thou*rt Noble, 
I do forgiue thee. 

Edg, Let's exchange charity: 
I am no lefle in blood then thou art Edmomdf 
If more, the more th*haft wrong*d me. 
My name is Sdgar and thy Fathers Sonne, 
The Gods are iuft,and of our pleafant vices 
Make inftruments to plague vs : 
The darke and vitious place where thee he got, 
Coft him his eyes. 

^ft, Th*haft fpoken right, 'tis true. 
The Wheele u come full circle, I am heere. 

Alb, Me thought thy yery gate did prophefie 
A Royall Nobleneffe : I mtift embrace thee. 
Let forrow fplit my heart, if euer I 
Did hate thee, or thy Father. 

Edg, Worthy Prince I know*t. 

aA, Where haue you hid your felfe ? 
How haue you knowne the miferies of your Father? 

£dg. By nurfing them my Lord. Lift a breefe tale. 
And when *tistold,0 that my heart would burft. 
The bloody proclamation to efcape 
That fbllowM me fo neere,(0 our liues fweetnefle. 
That we the paine of death would hourely dye. 
Rather then die at once) taught me to ihift 
Into a mad-mans rags, faflume a femblance 
That very Dogges difdainM ; and in this habit 
Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings , 
Their precious Stones new loft .'became his guide, 
Led him,begg*d for him,rau*d him from difpaire. 
Neuer(0 6iult )reueard my felfe vnto him, 
Vntill fome halfi; houre paft when I was arm*d. 
Not fure, though hoping of this good fuccelTe, 
I ask*d his blefting,and from firft to laft 



Told him our pilgrimage. But his fliw*d heart 
(Alacke too weake the conftid to fupport) 
Twixt two extremes of pafiion,ioy and greeie, 
Burft fmilingly. 

*Ban, This fpeech of yours hath mou*d me. 
And fhall p«rchance do good, but fpeake you on. 
You looke as you had fomething more to fay. 

Alb. If there be more, more wofull,hold it in. 
For I am almoft ready to diflblue. 
Hearing of this. 

Enitr a GtntlemoM. 

GiM, Helpe,helpe : O helpe. 

Edg, What kinde of helpe? 

Alb, Speake man. 

Edg, What meanes this bloody Knife ? 

Gtfjt. *Tis hot, it fmoakes, it came euen from the heart 
of O (he's dead. 

•Alb. Who dead ? Speake man. 

Gen. Your Lady Sir,your Lady$ and her Sifter 
By her is poyfon'd : ihe confefles it. 

Baft, I was contraded to them both, all three 
Now marry in an infbnt. 

Edg, Here comes Kent. 

Enter Kent. 

Alb. Produce the bodies, be they aliue or dead ; 

Gonerill and Rtgans bodiesbrmibt <mt. 
This Judgement of the Heauens that makes vs trembk. 
Touches vs not with pitty: 0,is this he ? 
The time will not allow the complement 
Which very manners vrges. 

Kent. 1 am come 
To bid my King and Mafter aye good night. 
Ishe not here? 

Alb, Great thing of vs forgot, 
Speake Edmynd,whtrc*9 the King /and where*S( CtrdeB^ 
Seeft thou this obieGt Kent ? 

Kent. Alacke, why thus f 

Baft, Yet Edmund was belou'd t 
The one the other poifon'd for my fake. 
And af^r (lew herielfe.i 

Alb, Euen fo/couer their faces. 

Baft, Ipant for life : fome good I meane to do 
Defpight of mine owne Nature. Quickly fend, 
(Be briefe in it) to*th*Caftle,fbr my Writ 
Is on the life of Lmt, and on Cordelia : 
Nay, fend in time. 

Alb, Run, run, O mn. 

Edg, To who my Lord ? Who ha*s the Office ? 
Send thy token of repreeue. 

^BaB. Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Giue it the Captaine. 

Edg. Haft thee for thy life* 

Baft, He hath Commiffion from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordelia in the prifon, and 
To lay the blame vpon her owne difpaire. 
That (he for-did her feife. 

Alb. The Gods defend her,beare him hence awhik. 



Entor hear rnth Cordelia in bit t 
Lmr.Howle, howle, howle : O your are men of i 
Had I your tongues and eyes, Wd vfe them fo. 
That Heauens vault (bould crack : (he*s gone for em 
I know when one is dead, and when one lluea, 
She*s dead as earth : Lend me a Looking-glafle^ 
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^ breath will mift or ftaine the ftooe^ 


That we prefent vs to him. 


en ihe Hues. 




Is thii the proinis*d end / 


Enter a Mijfenger, 


Or image of that horror. 


Edg, Very bootlefle. 

Mejf, Edmund is dead my Lord. 


Fall and ceafe. 


Thif feather ftirs, Ae liuet: if it be fo, 


jllb. That*B but a trifle heere : 


bance which do*t redeeme all forrowes 


You Lords and Noble Friends, know our intent. 


er I hane felt. 


What comfort to this great decay may come. 


. my good Mafter. 


Shall be appli*d. For ts we will reiigne. 


Prytheeaway. 


During the life of this old Maiefty 


T» Noble Kent your Friend. 


To him our abfolute power, you to your rights. 


A plague vpon you Murderon, Traitors all. 


With boote,and fuch addition as yoiir Honours 


haue fau*d her, now flie*s gone for euer ; 


Hane more then merited. All Friends fhall 


,ar<i!r/ia,ftayaUttle. Ha: 


Tafte the wages of their vertue, and all Foes 


*t thou faift? Her voice was euer foft, 


The cup of their deferuings t O fee, fee. 


ind low, an excellent thing in woman, 
the Slaue that was a hanging thee. 


Lear, And my poore Foole is hangM: no, no, no life? 


Why ftiould a Dog, a Horfe, a Rat haue life. 


Tis true (my Lords )he did. 


And thou no breath at all ? Thou*lt come no more. 


Did I not fellow? 


Neuer, neuer, neuer, neuer, neuer. 


eene the day, with my good biting Faulchion 


Pray you vndo this Button. Thanke you Sir, 


haue made him skip : I am old now, 


Do you fee this/ Looke on her? I^ooke her lips. 


:fe fame croiTes fpoile me. Who are you ? 


Looke there, looke there. He dies. 


'es are not o*th*beft. He tell you ftraight 


Bdg, He feints, my Lord, my Lord. 


If Fortune brag of two, (he lou'd and hated, 


Kent, Breake heart, I prythee breake. 


them we behold. 


Bdg, Looke vp my Lord. 


This is a dull fight, are you not Kemt} 


Kent, Vex not his ghoft, O let him pafle, he hates him. 


The fame : your Seruant JCm/, 


That would vpon the wracke of this tough world 


ii your Seruant Cam i 


Stretch him out longer. 


He*s a good fellow, I can tell you that, 


Edg, He U gon indeed. 


rike and quickly too, he's dead and rotten. 


Kent, The wonder is, he hath endurM fo long. 


No my good Lord, I am the very man. 


He but vfurpt his life. 


He fee that ftraight 


AI6. Beare them feom hence, our prefent bufinefle 


That from vour firft of diflcrence and decay, 
llow*d your fad fteps. 


Is generall woe : Friends of my foule, you twaine. 


Rule in this Realme,and the gor*d ftate fuftaine. 


Your are welcome hither. 


Kent, I haue a ioumey Sir, fhortly to go, 


Nor no man elfe i 


My Mafter calls me, I muft not fay no. 


eerlefle, darke, and deadly. 


Edg, The waight of this fed time we muft obey. 


deft Daughters haue fore-done themfelues, 


Speake what we feele, not what we ought to fay : 


(pcrately are dead 


The oldeft hath borne moft, we that are yong. 


» Ifolthinke. 


Shall neuer fee fo much, nor liue fo long. 


He knowet not what he raies,and vaine b it 


Exeunt wUb a dead March, 
ff3 


FIN 
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The Tragedie of Othello 




THETRAGEDIEOI 

Othello, the Moore of Venice. 



nAStus Primus. Sccena ^rima. 




Enter Rodorigo f^nd Jago. 

Rodorigo. 
Euer tell me, I take it much vnkindly 
That thou {lago) who haft had my purfe. 
As if y ftrings were thine,{houId*ft know of this. 
la. But you*l not heare me. If euer I did dream 
Of fuch a matter, abhor^e me. 

Rodo. Thou told*ft me, 
Thou did*ft hold him in thy hate. 

lago. Defpife me 
If I do not. Three Great-ones of the Cittie, 
(In perfonall fuite to make me bit Lieutenant) 
Oflf-capt to him : and by the £iith of man 
I know my price, I am worth no worfle a places 
But he (as louing his owne pride, and purpofea) 
Euades them, with a bumbaft Circumilance, 
Horribly ftufft with Epithitet of warre, 
Non-fuites my Mediators. For certes, (aies he, 
I haue already chofe my Officer. And what was he ? 
For-footh, a great Arithmadcian, 
One Mtcbaeli Cajfio^ a Florentine ^ 
(A Fellow almoft damn*d in a faire Wife] 
That neuer fet a Squadron in the Field, 
Nor the deuifion of a Battaile knowes 
More then a Spinfter. VnleiTe the Bookilh Theoricke : 
Wherein the Tongued Confuls can propofe 
As Mafterly as he. Meere pratle ^without pradife) 
Is all his Souldierfhip. But he T Sir) had th*ele£Uon; 
And I ( of whom his eies had leene the proofe 
At Rhodes, at Ciprus , and on others grounds 
Chriften'd,and Heathen)muft be be-Ieed,and calm*d 
By Debitor, and Creditor. This Counter-cafter, 
He (in good time ) muft his Lieutenant be, 
And I (blefTe the marke) his Moorefhips Auntient. 

fyd. By heauen, I rather would haue bin his hangman. 



iago. Why, there*s no remedie. 
is the curfle of Seruice; 



Tis 

Preferment goes by Letter, and affe^on, 

And not by old gradation , where each fecond 

Stood Heire to*th*firft. Now Sir, be iudge your felfe. 

Whether I in any iuft terme am Affin*d 

To loue the Moore} 

Rod, I would not follow him then. 

lagp. O Sir content you.* 
I follow him, to feme my tume vpon him. 
We cannot all be Mafters, nor all Mafters 



Cannot be tniely ibllowM. You (hall marke 

Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue^ 

That (doting on his owne obfequipus bondsige) 

Weares out his time, much like his Mafters Afle, 

For nought but Prouender, tc when he's old Caiheer*d. 

Whip me fuch honeft knaues. Others there axe 

Who trym*d in Formes, and vifages of Dutie, 

Keepe yet their hearts attending on themfeluet. 

And throwing but fliowes of Seruice on their Lords 

Doe well thriue by them. 

And when they haue lin*d their Coates 

Doe them (clues Homage. 

Thefe Fellowes haue fome foule, 

And fuch a one do I profefle my felfe. For (Sir) 

It is as fure as you are Rothrigo^ 

Were I the Moore, I would not be Up i 

In follovring him, I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen is my Iudge, not I for loue and dutie. 

But feenoing fo, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outward Adion doth demonftrtte 

The natiue ad, and figure of my heart 

In Complement exteroe, *tis not long after 

But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue 

For Dawes to pecke at ; I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a ^11 Fortune do*s the Thicks-lips owe 
If he can carry*t thus ? 

Jago, Call vp her Father : 
Rowle him, make after him, poyfon his delight, 
Proclaime him in the Streets. Incenfe her kinlmen. 
And though he in a fertile Clymate dwell. 
Plague him with Flies '.though that his loy be loy. 
Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on't, 
As it may loofe fome colour. 

Rodo, Heere u her Fathers houfe. He call aloud. 

lago. Doei with like timerous accent, and dire yell, 
As when (by Night and Negligence) the Fire 
Is fpied in populus Citties. 

Rodo, What hoa : ^abantto^ Siginor Braiantioy hoa. 

lago. Awake: what ho^ ^rahaHth : Theeues, Theeoei 
Looke to your houfe, your daughter, and your Bags, 
Theeues, Theeues. 

Bra, Akoui, What is the reafon of this terrible 
Summons ? What is the matter there ? 

Rodo, Signior is all your Familie within ? 

lago. Are your Doores locked / 

Bra. Why? Wherefore ask you this? 

lagp. Sir, y*are rob*d,fbr fhame put on your Govnci 



the 4Moore of Venice. 
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rt it burft, you baue loft halfe your foule 
'yHoWy very now, an old blacke Ram 
; your white Ewe. Ariie, ariie, 
le fnorting Cittisens vrith the Bell, 
le deuill will make a Grand-fire of you. 

^hatybaue you loft your witt? 
^oft reuerend Signior, do you know my voice? 
4ot I : wliat are you ? 
4y name it Rodorigo. 
The worflTer welcome : 
argM thee not to haunt about my dooreti 
plaineneflie thou haft heard me £iy, 
bter it not for thee. And now in madnelTe 
11 of Supper, and diftempring draugbtet) 
itiout knauerie, doft thou come 
3y quiet. 
ir,Sir,Sir. 

iut thou muft needt be fure, 
t and my place haue in their power 
thia bitter to thee. 
Patience good Sir. 
What teirft thou me of Robbing ? 
enice : my houfe it not a Grange. 
Moft graue ^rubaMtio^ 
and pure foule, I come to you. 
r :you are one of thofe that will not feme God, 
ill bid you. Becaufe we come to do you feruice, 
hinke we are Ruffiant,you'le haue your Daugh- 
d with a Barbary hor(e, you*le haue your Ne- 
eigh to you, you'le haue Courfen for Cozent .* 
lett for Germainet. 
What prophane wretch art thou } 
im one Sir, that comet to tell you, your Daugh* 
e Moore, are making the Beaft with two backt. 
Thou art a Villaine. 
You are a Senator* 

rhit thou ihalt anfwere . I know thee Rodorige. 
Sir, I will anfwere any thing. But I befeech you 
ir pleafure, and moft wife confent, 
f I find it it ) that your faire Daughter^ 
Ide £uen and dull watch o*th*night 
ed with no worfe nor better guard, 
a knaue of common hire, a Gundelier, 
ofle clafpet of a Lafciuiout Moore t 
knowne to you, and your Allowance, 
haue done you bold, and faucie wrongi. 
1 know not thit, my Mannert tell me, 
your wrong rebuke. Do not beleeue 
1 the fence of all Ciuilitie, 
old play and trifie with your Reuerence. 
ighter (if you haue not giuen her leaue) 
iie,hath made a grofle reuolt, 
• Dutie,Beautie,Wit,and Fortunet 
rauagant,and wheeling Stranger, 
ind euery where t ftraight iatiifie your fclfe. 
n her Chamber, or your houfe, 
on me the luftice of the State 
lehiding you. 

Strike on the Tinder, hoa : 
i Taper i call vp all my people, 
dent it not vnlike my dreame, 
'itopprellet me alreadie. 
ly, light. Exit, 

farewell: fi>r I muft leaue you. 
not meete,nor wholcfome to my place 



To be produOed, (at if I ftay, I ihall,) 

Againft the Moore. For I do know the State, 

^How euer thit may gall him with fome checke) 

Cannot with fafede caft-him. For he*t embarkM 

With fuch loud reafon to the Cyprut Warret, 

(Which euen now ftandt in Ad)that for their foulet 

Another of hit Fadome,they haue none. 

To lead their BufinelTe. In which regard. 

Though I do hate him at I do hell apines, 

Yet, for neceffitie of prefent life, 

I muft (how out a Flag, and figne of Loue, 

(Which it indeed but figne )that you fhal furely find him 

Lead to the Sagitary the raifed Search: 

And there will I be with him. So fiuvwell. 6xit. 

Enter ^rahantiotweb Semantt amd Torcbeu 

^ra. It it too true an euill. Gone fhe it, 
And whaft to come of my defpifed time. 
If naught but bittemefle. Now Redori£0, 
Where didft thou fee her ? (Oh vnhappie Girle) 
With the Moore faift thou? (Who would be a Father ? ) 
How didft thou know *twat ihe? (Oh ihe deceanet me 
Paft thought:) what faid fhe to you ? Get moe Tapert : 
Raife all my Kindred. Are they married thinke you f 

Rodo. Truely I thinke they are. 

9rtf. Oh Heauen : how got (he out } 
Oh treafon of the blood. 

Fathert,from hence truft not your Daughtert minds 
By what you fee them ad. It there not Charmet, 
By which the propertie of Youth, and Maidhood 
May be abut*d ? Haue you not read Rodorigo^ 
Of fome fuch thing? 

Rod, Yet Sir : I haue indeed. 

^ra. Call vp my Brother : oh would you had had her. 
Some one way, fome another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod, I thinke I can difcouer him, if you pleafe 
To get good Guard, and go along vrith me. 

Bra, Pray you lead on. At euery houfe He call, 
(I may command at moft)get Weapont (hoa ) 
And raife Ibme fpeciali Officert of might : 
On good RodorigOfl will deferue your painet* Exemit. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Oeb€lIOfIago,j1ttendaHts,whb Torcha, 

la* Though in the trade of Warre I haue flaine men. 
Yet do I hold it very ftufle o*th*confcience 
To do no contriu*d Murder : I lacke Iniquitie 
S ometime to do me feruice. Nine, or ten timet 
I had thought t*haue yerk'd him here vnder the Ribbet. 

OtbeJJo, *Tu better at it ift. 

Jago, H»j but he prated, 
And ipoke fuch fcuruv, and prouoklng termet 
Againft your Honor, that with the little godlinefTe I haue 
I did full hard fbrbeare him. But I pray you Sir, 
Are you fiift married ? Be afTurM of thit, 
That the Magnifico it much belou*d, 
And hath in h'lt effed a voice potentiall 
At double at the Duket : He will diuorce you. 
Or put vpon you, what refbaint or greeuance. 

The 
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The Law (with all hit might, to enforce it on) 
Will giue him Cable. 

Othil. Let him do hit Tpight; 
My Seruices, which I haue done the Signorie 
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. *Tu yet to know, 
Which when I know, that boafting is an Honour, 
I fhall promulgate. I fetch my life and being, 
From Men of Royall Seige. And my demerites 
May fpeake (Ynbonnetted)to as proud a Fortune 
As this that 1 haue reach*d. • For know lago^ 
But that I loue the gentle Dtjdemona, 
I would not my vnhoufed free condition 
Put into Circumrcription,and Confine, 
For the Seas worth. But looke, what Lights come yond? 

Enter CaJJioy vitb Torches, 
lago, Thofe are the raifed Father, and his Friends : 
You were beft go in. 

OtbeU Not I : I muft be found. 
My Parts, my Title, and my perfe^ Soule 
Shall manifeft me rightly. Is it they ? 

lago. By lanui,l thinke no. 

OtkeL The SeruanU of the Dukes? 
And my Lieutenant ? 

The goodnelTe of the Night vpon you (Friends) 
What is the Newes ? 

Cafio, The Duke do*s greet you (Generall ) 
And he requires your hafte, Poft-hafte appearance, 
£nen on the inftant. 

Othello, What is the matter, thinke you ? 

Caffio^ Something from Cyprus, as I may diuine : 
It is a bufinelTe of fome heate. The Gallies 
Haue fent a dozen fequent Meflengers 
This very night, at one anothers heeles ; 
And many of the Confuls,raisM and met. 
Are at the Dukes already. You haue bin hotly call*d for, 
When being not at your Lodging to be founds 
The Senate hath fent about three feuerall Quefts, 
To fearch you out. 

OtheL *Tis well I am found by you : 
I will but fpend a word here in the houfe, 
And goe with you. 

Ojjju. Aunciant,what makes he heere? 

lago. Faith, he to night hath boarded a Land Carra^l, 
If it proue lawfull prize, he*s made for euer. 

Cajfio. I do not vnderftand. 

lago, He*s married. 

Caffio. To who? 

lago. Marry to Come Captaine, will you go? 

Otkel, Haue with you. 

CaJJio, Here comesanother Troope to feeke for you. 

Enter ^rahanthfRodorigOf with Officers ^and Torches, 

lago. It is BrahantiotGtncraW be aduis*d. 
He comet to bad intent. 

Othello. HolU,ftand there. 

Rodo, Signior, it is the Moore. 

^ra, Downc with him, Thecfe. 

lago. You, RodorigOf come Sir, I am for you. 

Orlr. Keepe vp your bright Swords, for the j dew will 
ruft them. Good Signior, you fhallimore command with 
yeares, then with your Weapons. 

^ra. Oh thou fbule Theefe, 
Where haft thou ftowM my Daughter f 
Damn*d at thou art, thou haft enchaunted her 



For He referre me to all things o f fenfe, 
(If (he in Chaines of Magick we re not bound) 
Whether a Maid,fo tender, Faire, and Happie, 
So oppofite to Marriage, that ihe fhun'd 
The wealthy curled Deareling of our Nation, 
Would euer haue (fencurre a generall mocke) 
Run from her Guardageto the footie bofome, 
Of fuch a thing as thou: to feare,not to delight? 
ludge me the world, iftis not grofle in fenfe. 
That thou haft pra6ds*d on her ynth foule Charmes, 
Abus*d her delicate Youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 
That weakens Motion. He haue*t difputed on, 
*Ti8 probable, and palpable to thinking; 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee. 
For an abufer of the World, a pra^ier 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant; 
Lay hold vpon him, if he do refift 
Subdue him, at his periil. 

Othe, Hold your hands 
Both you of my inclining,and the reft. 
Were it my Cue to fight, I (hould haue knowne it 
Without a Prompter. Whether will you that I goe 
To anfwere this vour charge ? 

'Bra, To Prifon,till fit time 
Of Law,and courfe of dire£k Sefiion 
Call thee to anfwer. 

Othe, What if do obey? 
How may the Duke be therewith fatitfi*d, 
Wboie Meflengers are heere about my fide, 
Vpon fome prefent bufineiTe of the State, 
To bring me to him. 

Officer, *Tis true moft worthy Signior, 
The Dukes in Counfell,and your Noble felfc, 
I am fure is fent for. 

Bra. How ? The Duke in Counfell ? 
In this dme of the nights Bring him away; 
Mine*8 notan idle Caufe. The Duke himfelfe, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feele this wrong, as *twere their owne : 
For if fuch A^ons may hauepaflagc free, 
Bond-flauet,and Pagans ihall our Sutefmen be. Exm 



Scana Tertia. 



Enter Du^e^ Senators ^ and Officers, 

^ul^, There*t no compofition InthitNewet, 
That giues them Credite. 

I. Sen, Indeed, they are difproportioned; 
My Letters fay,a Hundred and feuen Galliet. 

Du\e, And mine a Hundred fortie. 

1. Sena. And mine two Hundred : 
But though they iumpe not on a iuft accompt, 
(As in thefe Cafes where the ayme reports, 
*Tit oft with difference)yet do they all confirme 
A Turkifh Fleete,and bearing vp to Cyprut. 

Dul^, Nay,it it poffible enough to iudgement .* 
I do not fo fecure me in the Error, 
But the maine Article I do approue 
In fearefull fenfe. 

Sajlor wthin. What boa, what hoa, what hoa. 
Enter Seylor. 

Officer.^ 



the ^Moore of Venice. 
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. A MeflTen g er from the Gallics. 

Now ? What*! the bufineOe ? 

The Turkifh Preparation makes for Rhodes, 

bid report here to the State, 
Dr AKgelo, 

How fay you by this change ? 
t. This cannot be 
Tay of reafon. *Tis a Pageant 
e Ts in fiilfe gaze, when we confider 
rtancie of Cyprus to the Turke ; 
our felues againe but vndeHbnd , 
it more concemes the Turke then Rhodes, 
be with more facile queftion beare it, 
it ftands not in fuch Warrelike brace, 
{ether lackes th*abilities 

lodes is drei8*d in. If we make thought of this, 
b not thinke the Turke is fo Ynsklllfull, 
r that lateft, which concemes him iirft, 
ng an attempt of eare,and gaine 
;,and wage a danger profitlelTe. 
. Nay, in all confidence he*s not for Rhodes. 
r. Here is more Newes. 

Enter a Mejftnger, 
«. The Otiamites, Reuereird, and Gracious, 
; with due courfe toward the lie of Rhodes, 
ere inioynted them with an after Fleete. 
u I,fo i thought : how many, as you guefle ? 

Of thirde Saile : and now they do re-ftem 
ackwardcourie, bearing with ft-ank appearance 
jrpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Moittarto^ 
litie and moft Valiant Seniitour, 
s free dutie, recommends you thus, 
yes you to beleeue him. 
. Tis certaine then for Cyprus ; 
Luecicost'it not he in Towne ? 
n, He*s now in Florence. 
. Write from vs, 
, Poft, Poft-hafte, difpatch. 
IV. Here comes ^ralatitioy znd the Valiant Moore. 

tier Brabantioy Otbe/lOfCaJ/U^IagOyRodorigo, 
and Officers, 

. Valiant OtbelU^vit muft ftraight employ you, 

the generall Enemy Ottoman, 
t fee you : welcome gentle Signior, 
ft your Counfaile, and your helpe to night. 

So did I yours ; Good your Grace pardon me. 

my place, hor ought I heard of bufinefle 
is*d me from my bed ; nor doth the generall care 
9ld on me. For my perticular griefe 
» flood-gate, and ore-bearing Nature, 

engluts,snd fwallowcs other forrowes, 
isftiilitfelfe. 
•. Why? What's the matter? 

My Daughter : oh my Daughter I 

Dead? 
I, to me. 
bus*d,ftolDe from me,and corrupted 
I, and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks; 
rure, fo prepoftroufly to err*, 
lot deficient, blind, or Ume of fenfe,) 
%h-craft could not. 

'. Who ere he be, that in this fbule proceeding 
ttot begttird your Daughter of her felfe, 



And you of her; the bloodie Booke of Law, 
You fliall your felfe read, in the bitter letter. 
After your owne fenfe t yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. 

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace, 
Here is the man; this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall Mandate, for the State afiaires 
Hath hither brought. 

•All. We are verieforry for*t. 

Dul(e, What in yonr owne part, can you fay to this ? 

'Bra, Nothing, but this is fo. 

Otbe, Moft Potent, Graue, and Reueren*d Signiors, 
My very Noble, and approu*d good Matters; 
That I haue tane away this old mans Daughter, 
It b moft true : true I haue married her; • 

The verie head, and fit>nt of my offending. 
Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I, in my fpeech. 
And little blefs'd with the fof^ phrafe of Peace; 
For fince thefe Armes of mine, had feuen yearespith. 
Till now,fome nine Moones wafted, they haue V8*d 
Their deereft adtion,in the Tented Field : 
And little of this great world can I fpeake. 
More then pertaines to Feats of Broiles,and Battaile, 
And therefore little fhall I grace my caufe. 
In fpeaking for my felfe. Yet, (by your gratious patience) 
I will a round vn-frarnifh*d u Tale deliuer, 
Of my whole courfe of Loue.| 
What Drugges,what Charmes, 
What Coniuration, and what mighty Magicke, 
(For fuch proceeding I am charg*d withal 1) 
I won his Daughter. 

Bra. A Maiden, neuer bold : 
Of Spirit fo ftill,and quiet, that her Motion 
Blufh'd at her felfe, and fhe,in fpight of Nature, 
Of Yeares, of Country, Credite,euery thing 
To fiill in Loue, with what fhe fear*d to looke on; 
It is a iudgement main*d,and moft imperfed^. 
That will confefTe Perfection fo could erre 
Againft all rules of Nature, and muft be driuen 
To find out praAifes of cunning hell 
Why this fhould be. I therefore vouch againe. 
That with fome Mixtures, powrefuU o*re the blood, 
Or with fome Dram,(coniur*d to this efifeCi) 
He wtought yp on her. 
To vouch this, is no proofe. 
Without more wider, and more ouer Teft 
Then thefe thin habits, and poore likely-hoods 
Of modeme feeming, do prefer againfl him. 

Sen. ButOtbe/Uffpezke, 
Did you, by indired,and forced courfes 
Subdue,and poyfon this yong Maides affe^ons ? 
Or came it by requeft,and fuch fiiire quefHon 
As foule, to loule affbrdeth ? 
OtbeL I do befeech you. 
Send for the Lady to the Sagitary. 
And let her fpeake of me before her Father; 
If you do finde me fbule, in herreport, 
The Truft,the Oflice,I do hold of you, 
Not onely take away, but let your Sentence 
Euen fall vpon my life. 

Dufy, Fetch Dejdemona hither. 
Otbe. Aunciiant, condu^ them : 
You beft know the place. 
And tell fhe come, as truely as to heauen, 
I do confefte the vices of my blood. 
So iuftly to your Graue eares,Ile prefent 

How 
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How I did thriue in thii £dre Ladies loae, 
And (he in mine. 

Dukf, Szy \t Oibello. 

Otbe. Her Father louM me, oft inuited me t 
Still queftion'd me the Storie of my life, 
From yeare to yeare : the Battai le, Sieges, Fortune^ 
That I haue paft. 

I ran it through, euen firom my boyiih daiea, 
TothWery moment that he bad me tell it. 
Wherein I fpoke of moft difaftrous chances : 
Of mouing Accidents by Flood and Field, 
Of haire-breadth icapes i*th*imminent deadly breach; 
Of being taken by the Infolent Foe, 
And fold to flauery. Of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my Trauellours hiftorie. 
Wherein of Antars vaft,and Defarts idle, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks, Hills, whofe head touch heauen, 
It was my hint to fpeake. Such was my Procefle, 
And of the Canibals that each others eate. 
The Atitrof^barue, and men whofe heads 
Grew beneath their (houlden. Thefe things to heare. 
Would fDefdemoKa ierioufly incline : 
But ftill the houie AflEures would draw her hence : 
Which euer as (he could with hafte difpatch, 
She*rd come againe, and with a greedie eare 
Deuoure vp my difcourie. Which I obferuing, 
Tooke once a pliant houre,and found good meanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earneft heart, 
That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate,i 
Whereof by parcels flie had fomething heard, 
But not inftindtiuely : I did confent. 
And often did beguile her of her teares, 
When I did fpeake of fbme diftrefTefuU ftroke 
That my youth fuf!er*d : My Storie being done, 
She gaue me for my paines a world of kifles: 
She fwore in faith *twas ftrange : *twas paffing ftrange, 
*Twas pittifull : *twas wondrous pittifull. 
She wi&M (he had not heard it, yet (he wi(h*d 
That Heauen had made her fuch a man. She thank*d me, 
And bad me, if I had a Friend that lou*d her, 
I (hould but teach him how to tell my Story, 
And that would wooe her. Vpon this hint I fpake, 
She louM me for the dangers I had paft. 
And I lou*d her, that (he did pitty them. 
This onely is the wicch'Craft 1 biaae vs*d. 
Here comes the Ladie : Let her wicnefTe it. 

£nier DefJemoiuif lago, Attendants. 

Du\e, I thinke this tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good ^rabantlo^tkkt vp this mangled matter at the befti 
Men do their broken Weapons rather vfe. 
Then their bare hands. 

®rtf. I pray you heare her fpeake ? 
If (he confe(re that (he was halfe the wooer, 
De(budion on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle Mi(h:is, 
Do you perceiue in all this Noble Companie, 
Where moft you owe obedience? 

Dif My Noble Father, 
I do perceiue heere a diuided dutie. 
To you I am bound (or life, and education : 
My life and education both do learne me. 
How to refped you. You are the Lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your Daughter. But heere*s my Husband; 
And fo much dutie,as my Mother (bew*d 



To you, preferring you before her Father t 
So much 1 challenge, that Imay profefle 
Due to the Moore my Lord. 

Bra, God be with you : I haue done . 
Pleafe it vour Grace, on to the State AfEures; 
I had rather to adopt a Child, then get it. 
Come hither Moore; 

I here do giue thee that with all my heart. 
Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee. For your fake (lewell) 
I am glad at foule,! haue no other Child, 
For thy efcape would teach me Tirranie 
To hang clogges on them. I haue done my Lord. 

Dul^. Let me fpeake like your felfe t 
And lay a Sentence, 

Which as a grife,or ftep may helpe thefe Looen. 
When remedies are paft, the griefies are ended 
By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended. 
To moume a Mifcheefe that is paft and goo, 
Is the next way to draw new mifchiefe on. 
What cannot be pre(em*d, when Fortune takes ! 
Patience , her Iniury a mock*ry makes. 
The rob*d that fmiles, fbeales fomething from the Thiefe, 
He robs himfelfe,that fpends a bootelefTe griefe. 

Bra, So let the Tnrke of Cyprus ts beguile. 
We loofe it not (b long as we can (mile : 
He beares the Sentence well, that nothing beares. 
But the free comfort which from thence he heares. 
But he beares both the Sentence, and the (biTow, 
That to pay griefe, muft of poore Patience borrow. 
Thefe Sentences, to Sugar, or to Gall, 
Being ftrong on both fides, are Equinocall. 
But words are words, I neuer yet did heare :| 
That the bruised heart was pierc*d through the cares. 
I humbly befeech you proceed to th* Affaires of State. 

Du\e, The Turke with a moft mighty Prepaiatioa 
makes for Cyprus: Otbelio, the Fortitude of the place ii 
beft knowne to you. And though we haue there a Subfb- 
tute of moft allowed fufficiencie; yet opinion, a norc 
foueraigne Miffaris o( Efteds, throwes a more fa/er 
voice on you : you muft therefore be content to (lubber 
the glo(re of your new Fortunes, with this more fbb- 
borne, and boyftrous expedition. 

Otbe, The Tirant Cuftome,moft Graue Senatois, 
Hath made the flinty and Steele Coach of Warre 
My thrice-driuen bed of Downc. I do agnise 
A Naturall and prompt Alacartie, 
I finde in hardne(re : and do vndertake 
This prefent Warres againft the Ottamites. 
Moft humbly there(bre bending to your State, 
I craue fit difpofition for my Wife, 
Due reference of Place, and Exhibition, 
With fuch Accomodation and befort 
As leuels writh her breeding. 

Dul^. Why at her Fathers? 

Bra, I will not haue it fo* 

Otbe, Nor I. 

Def, Nor would I there recide. 
To put my Father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Moft Grcaious Duke, 
To my vnfolding, lend your profperous eare. 
And let me finde a Charter in your voice 
T*ainft my fimplene(re. 

fDu^e. What would you Defdemona ? 

Def, That I loue the Moore, to liue with him. 
My downe-right violence, and Aorme of Fortuaca. 
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mpet to the world. My heart** fubdu'd 
the venr quality of my Lord; 
\belWt viiage in hit mind, 
his Honours and his valiant parts, 
y ibale and Fortunes confecrace. 
(deere Lords)if I be left behind 
1 of Peace, and he go to the Warre, 
tes for why I loue him, are bereft me : 
1 heanie interim ihall fupport 
leere abfence. Let me go with him. 

Let her haue your voice, 
with me Heauen, I therefore beg it not 
(e the pallate of my Appetite: 
comply with heat the yong affeas 
le/und, and proper fads&^on. 
c ftee, and bounteous to her minde ! 
ianen defend your good fouleSythat yoo thinke 
Msr ferious and great bufinefle fcant 
he is with me. No, when light wing*d Toyes 
ier*d Cw^^jfeele with wanton dulnc^e 
iilatiue,and officM Infbument : 
y Difports corrupt, and taint my bufinefle : 
ifc-wiues make a Skillet oi my Helme, 
indigne,and bafe aduerfities, 
lead againft my Eftimadon. 
'. Be it as you ihall priuately determine , 
or her ftay, or going : th*Affaire cries haft: 
«d muft anfwer it. 
You muft away to night* 

With all my heart. 
'. At nine i*th*morning, here wee*l meete againe. 
leaue fome Officer behind 
Hull our Commiflion bring to you : 
:h things elfe of qualitie and refpe^ 

import you. 

. So pleaie your Grace, my Andent, 
he u of honefty and traft : 
M>nueyance I affigne my wi/e, 
hat elfe Deedfiill,yoar good Grace fiull think 
Gent after me. 
u Let it be fo : 

ight to euery one. And Noble Signior, 
le no delighted Beautie lacke, 
m-in-law is fiirre more Faire then Blacke. 
Adieu braae Moore, vfe Defdemoma well. 

Looke to her (Moore) if thou haft eies to fee: 
I deceiu*d her Father, and may thee. Bxlt, 

. My life vpon her &ith. Honeft lago^ 
tUmona muft I leaue to thee : 
« let thy wife attend on her, 
ng them after in the beft aduantage. 
)efdemoaajl haue but an houre 
c, of wrordly matter, and diredion 
id ^irith thee. We muft obey the the time. Exit, 

logo, 
. What faift thou Noble heart? 

What will I do, think*ft thou ? 

Why go to bed and fleepe. 
, I will incontinently drowne my felfe. 
. If thou do*ft,I ihall neuer loue thee after. Why 
ly Gentleman ? 

It is fillynefle to liue, when to liue is torment : 
ti haue we a pre(cription to dye, when death b 
rfition. 

. Oh villanous : I haue Iook*d vpon the world 
e times feuen yeares,and fince I could diftinguiih 



betwixt a Benefit, and an Ininrie : I neoer found man that 
knew how to loue himfelfe. Ere I would fay, I would 
drowne my felfe for the loue of a Gynney Hen, I would 
change my Humanity with a Baboone. 

Rod. What fhould I do ? I confeiTe it is my fhame 
to be fb fond, but it is not in my vertuf to amend it. 

lago. Vertue? A figge, *tb in our felues that we are 
thus, or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which, 
our Wills are Gardiners. So that if we will plant Net- 
tels, or fowe Lettice x Set Hifope, and weede vp Time: 
Supplie it with one gender of Hearbet,or diftrad it with 
many : either to haue it fterrill with idlenefTe, or manu- 
red vrith Induftry, why the power, and Corrigeable au- 
thoritie of this lies in our Wills. If the braine of our lines 
had not one Scale of Reafbn, to poise another of Senfu- 
alitie, the blood, and bafenefle of our Natures would 
condud vs to moft prepoftrous Condufions. But we 
haue Reafon to coole our raging Motions, our camall 
Stings, or vnbitted Lufts : whereof I take this, that you 
call Loue, to be a Se€t, or Seyen. 

Rod, It cannot be, 

lago. It is meerly a Luftof the blood, and a permiflion 
of the will. Come, be a man : drowne thy felft ? Drown 
Cats, and blind Puppies. I haue proftft me thy Friend, 
and I confefle me knit to thy defeniing, with Cables of 
perdurable toughnefle. I could neuer better fteed thee 
then now. Put Money in thy purfe .* follow thou the 
Warres, defeate thy ^uour, with an vfurp*d Beard. I fay 
put Money in thy purfe. It cannot be long that De/demona 
fhould continue her loue to the Moore. Put Money in 
thy purfe: nor he his to her. It was a violent Commence- 
ment in her, and thou fhalt fee an anfwerable Secjue- 
ftration, put but Money in thy purfe. Thefe Moores 
are changeable in their wils : fill thy purfe with Money. 
The Food that to him now is as luihious as Locufb, 
fhalbe to him fhortly, as bitter as Coloquintida. She 
muft change for youth : when (he is fated with hu body 
{he will find the errors of her choice. Therefore, put Mo- 
ney in thy purfe. If thou wilt needs damne thy felfi^, do 
it a more delicate way then drowning. Make all the Mo- 
ney thou canft : If Sandimonie, and a fraile vow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, and fuper-fubtle Venetian be 
not too hard for my writs, and all the Tribe of hell, thou 
(halt enioy her : therefore make Money : a pox of drow- 
ning thy felfe, it is cleane out of the way. Seeke thou ra- 
ther to be hang*d in Compaffing thy ioy, then to be 
drown*d,and go without her. 

^odo. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes, if I depend on 
the ifliie > 

lago. Thou art fore of me: Go make Money : I haue 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee againe, and againe, I 
hate the Moore. My caufe is hearted; thine hath no leiTe 
reafon. Let vs be coniun^ue in our reuenge, againft 
him. If thou canft Cuckold him, thou doft thy felfe a 
pleafure, me a fport. There are n^any Euents in the 
Wombe of Time, which wilbe deliuered. Trauerfe, go, 
prouide thy Money. We will haue more of this to mor- 
row. Adieu. 

^!^. Where flull we meete i*th*moming ? 

Jago, At my Lodging. 

^od. lie be with thee betimes. 

lago. Go too, farewell. Do you heare Rodorigof 

Rod, He fell all my Land. Exit. 

lap. Thus do I euer make my Foole,my purfe t 
For imine owne gain*d knowledge fhould prophane 
I fl would tim e expend with fuch Snpe, 

But 
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^ut for my Sport, and Profit : I bate the Moore, 

And it is thought abroad, that *tmxt my (beets 

She ha*s done my Office. I know not ift be true. 

But I, for meere fufpition in that kinde. 

Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well. 

The better ihall my purpoie worke on him : 

Caffio*s a proper man : Let me fee now. 

To get his Place, and to plume vp my will 

In double Knauery. How? How? Let*s fee. 

After fome time, to abufe Otbello'% eares. 

That he is too fiuniliar with his Mrife i 

He hath a perfon, and a fmooth difpofe 

To be fufpeded : fram*d to make women h\£t. 

The Moore is of a free, and open Nature, 

That thinkes men honeft, that but feeme to be fo, 

And will as tenderly be lead by^th^Nofe 

As AiTes are x 

I haue*t : it is engendred : Hell, and Night, 

Mufl bring this monf^ous Birth, to the worlds light. 



ASius Secundus. ScenaVrima. 



Enter MoutanOfand tvfo Qentlemen, 

MoH, What from the Cape, can you difceme at Sea? 

I, Gent, Nothing at all, it is a high wrought Flood : 
I cannot *twizt the Heauen, and the Maine, 
Defcry a Saile. 

AUn, Me thinks, the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, 
A fiiller blaft ne*re ibooke our Battlements: 
If it hath ruffiand fo vpon the Sea, 
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties. What fhall we heare of this? 

a A Segregation of the Turkifh Fleet : 
For do but (land vpon the Foaming Shore, 
The chidden Billow feemes to pelt the Clowds, 
The winde-(hak*d-Surge, with high tc monftrous Maine 
Seemes to cafl: water on the burning Beare, 
And quench the Guards of th*euer-fixed Pole: 
I neuer did like moUeftadon view 
On the encha^fed Flood. 

Men, IfthattheTurkKhFleete 
Be not enihelter*d, and embay*d, they are drown*d. 
It is impoffible to beare it out. 

Enter a Gentleman^ 

3 Newes Laddes : our warres are done t 
The defperate Tempefl hath fo bang*d the Turkes, 
That their defignement halts. A Noble (hip of Venice, 
Hath feene a grecuous wracke and fufferance 
On moft part of their Fleet. 

Mom, How? Is this true f 

3 The Ship is heere put in; A VerenneJfa^Micbael Caffio 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moore, Othello^ 
Is come on Shore : the Moore himfelfe at Sea, 
And is in full Commi(fion heere for Cyprus. 

Mon* I am glad on*t : 
Tis a worthy Gouernour. 

3 But this fame Caffio^ though he fpeake of comfort, 
Touching the Turkifh lo(re, yet he lookes fadly. 
And praye the Moore be fafe ; for they were parted 
With fowle and violent Tempeft. 

Mtn, Pray Heauens he be ; 



For I haue (eru*d him, and the man commands 
Like a full Soldier. Let*s to the Sea-fide ( hoa ) 
As well to fee the VefTell that*8 come in. 
As to throw-out our eyes for braue Othello^ 
Euen till we make the Maine, and th'Eriall blew. 
An indiftind regard. 

Gent, Come, let*s do fo ; 
For euery Minute b expedancie 
Of more Arriuancie. 

Enter Cajfio, 

Cajp, Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike Ide, 
That fo approoue the Moore : Oh let the Heaoens 
Giue him defence againft the Elements, 
For I haue loft him on a dangerous Sea. 

Mon. Is he well (hipM ? 

Caffio, His Barke is ftoutly Timber*d,and his Pylot 
Of verie expert, and approuM Allowance j 
Therefore my hope's (not furfetted to death) 
Stand in bold Cure. 

Xfitbin, A Saile, a Saile, a Saile. 

Caffio, What noife ? 

Gent, The Towne is empty; on the brow o'th*Sea 
Stand rankes of People, and they cry,a Saile. 

Caffio, My hopes do (hape him for the Gouemor. 

Gent, They do difcharge their Shot of Comtefie, 
Our Friends, at leaft. 

C^Jfio. I pray you Sir, go forth, 
And giue vs truth who *tis that is arriu*d. 

gent, Khali. Eteit, 

Man* But good Deutenant, is vour Generall wia*i' 

CaJJio, Moft fortunately : he hath atchieu*d a Maid 
That paragons defcription, and Mrilde Fame : 
One that excels the quirkes of Blazoning pens, 
And in th'efifentiall Vefture of Creation, 
Do*s tyre the Ingeniuer. 

Entn Gentleman, 
How now? Who ha*s put in? 

Qent, *Tis one lagOy Auncient to the GeneralL 

CaJJio, Ha*s had moft fauourable, and happie (peed : 
Tempefb themfelues, high Seas, and howling windes, 
The gutter'd-Rockes,and Congregated Sands, 
Traitors enfleep*d, to endogge the guiltlefTe Keele, 
As hauing fence of Beautie, do omit 
Their mortall Natures, letting go fafely by 
The Diuine Dejdemona. 

Mon, What is (he? 

Caffio, She that I fpake ofs 
Our great Captains Captatne, 
Lef^ in the condu£k of the bold lagOf 
Whofe footing heere anticipates our thought!, 
A Senights fpeed. Great loue, OtbelU guard. 
And fwell his Saile with thine owne powrel^U breath, 
That he may blefl*e this Bay with his tall Ship, 
Make loues quicke pants in Dejdemenaes Armes, 
Giue renew*d fire to our extinoed Spirits. 

Enter Dejdemona^ /m, Rodorigo^ande^^miUa. 
Oh behold. 

The Riches of the Ship is come on (hore : 
You men of Cyprus, let her haue your knees. 
Haile to thee Ladie : and the grace of Heauen, 
Before, behinde thee, and on euery hand 
Enwheele thee round. 

DeJ. I tbanke you. Valiant Caffio^ 
What tydings can you tell of my Lord ? 
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He it not yet arriuM, nor know I ought 
: he*s well, and will be fhordy heere. 
Oh, but I feare : 
I you company ? 

I. The great Contention of Sea, and Skies 
>iir fellowfliip. But hearke, a Saile. 
». A Saile, a Saile. 

They glue this greeting to the Cittadell .* 
:ewi/e u a Friend. 
>• See for the Newes : 
Acient, you are welcome. Welcome MIftris : 
ot gaule your patience (good lago) 
extend my Manners. *Tis my breeding, 
aes me this bold (hew of Curtefie. 

Sir, would ibe giue you fomuch of her lippes, 
er tongue flie oft beftowes on me, 
«ild haue enough. 
Alas : ihe ba*8 no fpeech. 
Infaith too much : 
it ftill, when I haue leaue to fleepe. 
lefbre your Lady (hip, I grant, 
B het tongue a little in her hearty 
ides with thinking. 
i7. You haue little caufe to fay fo. 

Come on, come on : you are Pidurea out of 
Bells in your Parlours : Wilde-Cats in your Kit- 
Saints in your Iniuries t Diuels being offended ; 
in your Hufwiferie, and Hufwiues in your 

Oh, fie vpon thee. Slanderer. 

Nay, it is true : or elfe I am a Turke, 
e to play, and go to bed to worke. 
iV. You fhall not write my praife. 

No,let me not. 
U, What would*fl write of me, if thou fhould*fl 
le? 

. Oh, gentle Lady, do not put me too Jt, 
n nothing, if not Criticall. 

Come on, afTay. 
one gone to the Harbour? 

I Madam. 

I am not merxy t.but I do beguile 
ng I am, by feeming otherwife. 
ow would*ft thou praife me ? 

I am about it, but indeed my inuendon comes 
y pate, as Birdlyme do*s from Freeze, it pluckes 
nes and all. But my Mufe labours, and thus fhe 

T*d. 

^f aire J and mfeifairenejfe^and wlt^ 
for vfif the otiier vfetbit. 

Well praisM : 
fhe be Blacke and Witty ? 
. Ifjbt he blac^e^and thereto haue a vit, 
td a vbite, that/bail ber blad^ntffefit, 

Worfc,and worfe. 
iL How if Faire, and Foolifh i 

Sbe neueryet wasfoolijb tbat voi faire ^ 
r berfiUy belpt ber to an beire. 
e. Thefe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fooles 
'th*Alehoufe. What miferable praife hafl thoa 
thafs Foule,and Fooliih. 
. Tbere^t mnefifoule andfoolijb tberettnto^ 
fiaie prani(tf wbicbfairey and wife^ones do, 
i. Oh heauy ignorance : thou praifefl the worfl 
lut what praife could*fl thou beftow on a defer- 
*man indeed ? One, that in the auchorithy of her 



merit, did iufUy put on the vouch of very malice '^ 
felfe. 

^go, Sbe tbat voi euer faire ^ and neutr froudy 
Had Tongue at viU^andyet r»ai never Jond : 
Neuer lacJ^ Goid, and yet went neuer gay , 
Fled from ber wifo y and yet /aid now I may, 
Sbe tbat being angred, ber revenge being nie, 
^Bad ber wrong ft ay ^ and ber di^lea/urejlie : 
Site tbat in wtjedome neuer wfs/ofraile. 
To cbange tbe Cods-bead for tbe Salmons taile i 
Sbe tbat could tbinl^^and neu*r difclofe ber mind. 
See Suitors following f and not loo\e belnndi 
Sbe wot a wigbt, {ifeuerfucb wigbtes were) 

Def, To do what? 

Jagp, To/uc^le Fooles pond cbronicle /mall Beere, 

Defde. Oh mofl lame and impotent conclufion. Do 
not leame of him t^millia, though he be thy husband. 
How fay you {Cajfto) is he not a moft prophane,and li- 
berall Counfailor ? 

CaJJio. He fpeakes home ( Madam ] you may rellifh 
him more in the Souldier, then in the Scholler. 

Jago, He takes her by the palme : I, well faid, whif- 
per. With as little a web as this, will I enfnare as great 
a Fly as Cajpo, I fmile vpon her, do : I will giue thee 
in thine owne Courtfhip. You fay true, 'tis fo indeed. 
If fuch tricks as thefe ftrip you out of your Lieutenan- 
trie, it had beene better you had not kifs*d your three fin- 
gers fo oft, which now againe you are moft apt to play 
the Sir, in. Very good : well kifs*d, and excellent Curt- 
fie : *tis fo indeed. Yet againe, your fin gen to your 
lippes ? Would they were Clufler-pipes for your 
fake. 
The Moore I know his Trumpet. 

CaJJifi, *Tis truely fo. 

Def, Let^s roeete hun, and recieue him. 

CaJl», Loe, where he comes. 

Enter Otbello^and Attendants. 

Otb. 0,my faire Warriour. 

^ef. My deere OtbelU, 

Otbe, It giues me wonder great, as my content 
To fee you heere before me. 
Oh my Soules loy : 

If after euery Tempefl, come fuch Calmes, 
May the windes blow, till they haue waken*d death : 
And let the labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas 
Olym^ high ! and duck againe as low. 
As hell's firom Heauen. If it were now^ to dye, 
*Twere now to be moft happv. For I feare. 
My Soule hath her content lo abfolute. 
That not another comfort like to this, 
Succeedes in vnknowne Fate. 

Def, The Heauens forbid 
But that our Loues 
And Comforts fhonid encreafe 
£uen as our dayes do grow. 

Otbe, Amen to rhat ( fweet Powers) 
I cannot fpeake enough of this content. 
It floppes me heere : it b too much of ioy. 
And this, and this the greateft difcords be 
That ere onr hearts fhall make. 

lago. Oh you are well tun*d now : But He fet downe 
the peggs that make this Muficke, as honeft as I am. 

1 1 Otbe, 
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Otbt^ Come : let vs to the Caftle. 
Newes (Friends) our Warres are done : 
The Turkea arc drown *d. 
How do*8 my old Acquaintance of this Ifle f 
( Hony) you ihall be well defir*d in Cyprus, 
I haue found great loue amongTt them. Oh my Sweet, 
I prattle out of faihion ,and I doate 
In mine owne comforts. I prythee, good laga. 
Go to the Bay, and difimbarke m y Coffers: 
Bring thou the Mafter to the Qttadell , 
He is a good one, and his worthynefle 
Do*8 challenge much refpe^. Come Defdemona^ 
Once more well i^et at Cyprus. 

Exit Othello and Defdmona. 

Jago. Do thou meet me prefendy at the Harbour. 
Come thither, if thou be*ft Valiant, (as they fay bafe men 
being in Loue, haue then a Nobilitie in their Natures, 
more then is natiue to them ) lift-mej the Lieutenant to 
night watches on the Court of Guard. Firft, I muft tell 
thee this : Defdemotiajit diredly in loue with him. 

Rod, With him ? Why, *tis not poflible. 

Ltgo. Lay thy finger thus: and let thy foule be in- 
ftrudied. Marke me with what violence (he firft lou*d 
the Moore, but for bragging, and telling her fiintafticall 
lies. To loue him ftill for prating, let not thy difcreet 
heart thinke it. Her eye muft be fi^d. And what delight 
fiull ihe haue to looke on the diuell ? When the Blood 
is made dull with the A€t of Sport, there ihould be a 
game to enflaroe it, and to giue Satiety a freih appetite. 
Louelinefle in fauour, fimpathy in yeares, Manners, 
and Beauties : all which the Moore is defe^ue in. Now 
for want of thefe re<)uir*d Conueniences, her delicate 
tendernefle wil finde it felfe abus*d, begin to heaue the, 
gorge, difrelliih and abhorre the Moore, very Nature wil 
inftrud her in it, and compell her to fbme iecond choice. 
Now Sir, this granted (as it is a moft pregnant and vn- 
forcM pofition) who ftands fo eminent in the degree of 
this Forune, as Cajio do*s t a knaue very voluble ; no 
fiirther confcionable, then in putting on the meere forme 
of Ciuill,and Humaine (eeming, for the better compafTe 
of his fait, and moft hidden loofe AflTedion ? Why none , 
why none : A flipper, and fubtle knaue, a finder of occa- 
fion : that he*s an eye can ftampe, and counterfeit Ad- 
uantages, though true Aduantage neuer prefent it felfe. 
A diuelifli knaue : befides, the knaue u handfome, young : 
and hath all thofe requifites in him, that fblly and greene 
mindes looke after. A peftilent compkat knaue, and the 
woman hath fbund him already. 

Rodo. I cannot beleeue that in her, (he*8 full of moft 
blefsM condition. 

lago. BlefsM figges-end . The Wine ihe drinket is 
made of grapes. If ifhee had beene bleis*d, ihee would 
neuer haue lou*d the Moore : Blers*d pudding. Didft thou 
not fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? Didft not 
marke that? 

Rod, Yes, that I did : but that was but curtefie. 

lago. Leacherie by this hand : an Index, and obfcure 
prologue to the Hiftory of Luft and fbule Thoughts. 
They met fo neere with their lippes, that their breathes 
embracM together. Villanous thoughts RodorigOf when 
thefe mutabilities fo marihall the way, hard at hand 
comes the Mafter, and maine exercife, th 'incorporate 
conclufion : Pifli. But Sir, be you niFd by me. I haue 
brought you from Venice. Watch you to night : for 
the Command, He lay*t vpon you. CaJ/io knowes you 
not : lie not be fiirre from you. Do you finde fome oc- 



cafion to anger Caffioy either by fpeaking too load, 
tainting his difdpline, or from what other coo 
you pleafe, which the time ihall more fiiaorably n 
nifter. 

Rod. Well. 

Jago» Sir, he*8 rafli, and very fodaine in Choller : a 
happely may ftiike at you, prouoke him that he may : 
euen out of that will I caufe thefe of Cyprus to Muoi 
Whofe qualification ihall come into no true tafte 
gaine, but by the difplanting of Caffh. So ihaU ) 
haue a fhorter ioumey to your defires, by the meane 
(hall then haue to preferre them. And the impedinu 
moft profitably remoued, without the which there w 
noexpe^btion ofour profperttie. 

Hodo. I will do this, if you can bring it to any opp 
tdnity. 

lago. I warrant thee. Meete me by and by at I 
Citudell. I muft fetch his Necefl&ries a Shore. Fa 
well. 

Rodo. Adieu. E* 

lago. That CaJ/io loues her, I do well beleett*t s 
That ihe loues him, *tis apt, and of great Credite. 
The Moore (howbeit that I endure him not) 
Is of a conftant, loning, Noble Nature, 
And I dare thinke, heUe proue to Dtfdemona 
A moft deere husband. Now I do loue her too. 
Not out of abfolttte Luft, (though peraduenture 
I fbnd accompUnt for as great a fin) 
But partely led to dyet my Reuenge, 
For that I do MytCt the luftie Moore 
Hath leap*d into my Seate. The thought whereof. 
Doth (like a poyfonous Minerall) gnaw my Inwardes : 
And nothing can, or ihall content my Soule 
Till I am eeuen*d with him, wife, for wift. 
Or fayling fo, yet that I put the Moore, 
At leaft into a lelouxie fo ibong 
That iudgement cannot cure. Which thing to do, 
If this poore Traih of Venice, whom I trace 
For hb quicke hunting, ftand the putting on, 
He haue our Mkbael Qaffio on the hip, 
Abufe him to the Moore, in the right garbe 
(For I fJcare Cajh with my Night-Cape too) 
Make the Moore thanke me, loue me, and reward me, 
For making him egregioufly an Aflfe, ^ 
And pra^fing vpon hu peace, and quiet, 
Euen to madneflfe. *Tis heere : but yet coniiis*d, 
Knaueries plaine face, is neuer ieene, till vs*d. Ea 
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Enter Otbello'Sf Herald^itb a Proclamation. 

Herald. It is Othello's pleafure, our Noble and Vi 
ant Generall. That vpon certaine tydings now arrk 
importing the meere perdition of the Turkiih Fled 
euery man put himfelfe into Triumph. Some to daon 
fome to make Bonfires, each man, to what Sport a 
Reuels his addition leads him. For befides theie bei 
ficiall Newes, it is the Celebration of his Nuptiall. 
much was his pleafure ihould be proclaimed. All o 
ces are open, & there is full libcrtie of Feafting from t 
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houre of fiae, dll the Bell haue told eleuen. 
le Ifle of Cyprus, and our Noble Generall Otbel' 

Exit. 

wter Othello , De/dtmona , Caffio , and j^tteHdantt. 

Goo^ MMcbaelyloolit you to the guard to night, 
ch our felues that Honourable ftop, 
out-fport difcretion. 
lagOy hath dire^on what to do. 
vitbftanding with my perfonall eye 
3oke to't. 

lagoM moft honeft : 
r, goodnight. To morrow with your earlieft, 
baue fpeech with you. Come my deere Loue, 
chafe made, the fruites are to enlue, 
>fit*s yet to come *tweene me, and you. 
ht. Exit. 

Enter lago. 
Welcome lago : we muft to the Watch. 

Not this houre Lieutenant : *tis not yet ten 
:ke. Our Generall caft vs thus earely for the 
bis Dejdemona : Who, let vs not therefore blame; 

not yet made wanton the night with her : and 
ort for hue, 
She*s a moft exquifite Lady. 

And He warrant her, full of Game. 
Indeed (hes a moft frefli and delicate creature. 

What an eye (he ha's? 
ces it founds a parley to prouocation. 

An inuiting eye : 

me thinkes right modeft« 

And when ihe fpeakes, 

an Alarum to Loue ? 
She is indeed perfedion. 
Well : happinefle to their Sheetes. Come Lieu- 

haue a ftope of Wine, and heere without are a 

Cyprus Gallants, that would ^ine haue a mea- 
he health of blacke Othello. 
Not to night, good lago^ I haue very poore, 
appie Brainet for drinking, 1 could well wi(h 

would inuent fome other Cuftome of enter- 
t. 

Oh, they are our Friends: but one Cup, He 
for yo u. 

. I haue drunke but one Cup to night, and that 
ftily qualified too : and behold what inouation 
s heere. 1 am infortunate in the infirmity, and 

taske my weakenefTe with any more. 

What man ? *Ti8 a night of Reuels, the Gal. 
Sre it. 

Where are they ? 

Heere,at the doore .* I pray you call them In. 
He do*t, but it diflikes me. Exit, 

If I can faften but one Cup vpon him 
lat which he hath drunke to night alreadie, 
as full of Qiuirrell,and offence 
rong Miftrb dogge. 
f ficke Foole Rodorigo^ 
Loue hath tum*d almoft the wrong fide out, 
^amona hath to night CarrowsM. 
is,pottle-deepe;and he*s to watch. 
Ife of Cyprus, Noble fwelling Spirites, 
old their Honours in a wary difltance, 
y Elements of this Warrelike Ifle) %. 
to night f]ufter*d with flowing Cups, 
!y Watch too. 



Now *mongft this Flocke of drunkards 

Am I put to our Cajjjio in fome Adion 

That may oflfend the Ifle. But here they come. 

Enter Cajfio j Montano ^and Gentlemen, 
If Confequence do but approue my dreame. 
My Boate failes freely, both with winde and Streame. 

Caf, Tore heauen,they haue giuen me a rowfe already. 

Mon. Good-faith a litle one : not paft a pint, as I am a 
Souldier. 

lago. Some Wine hoa. 

And let me the CannaJ^in cUn\efelln\e t 

And let me the Canna\in clinh, 

A Soulier s a man : Ob^mans lifers but afpan^ 

tyby then let a Souldier drin^e. 
Some wine Boyes. 

Caf. Tore Heauen : an excellent Song. 

lago. 1 leam*d it in England : where indeedthey are 
moft potent in Potting. Your Dane, your Germaine, 
and your fwag-belly*d Hollander, ^ drinke hoa ) are 
nothing to your Englifh. 

CaJlio, Is your Engliihmen fo exquifite in his drin- 
king? 

lago. Why, he drinkes you with facillitie, your Dane 
dead drunke. He fweates not to ouerthrow your Al- 
maine. He giues your Hollander a vomit, ere the next 
Pottle can be fill'd. 

Caf. To the health of our Generall. 

Man. I am for it Lieutenant : and He do you luftice. 

lago. Oh fweet England. 

King Stephen wad and» a worthy Peere, 

Hi Breeches coft him but a Crawne^ 

He held them Six pence all to deere , 

V^ith that he caVd the Tailor Lowne : 

He vas a vight of high Rencwne^ 

•And thou art but of lofw degree : 

•T« Pride that pulls the Country dovne^ 

And take thy avttd Cloa^e about thee. 
Some Wine hoa. 

Caffio. Why this is a more exquifite Song then the o- 
ther. 

lago. Will you heare*t againe ? 

Caf. No : for I hold him to be vn worthy of his Place, 
that do*s thofe things. Well : heau*ns aboue all : and 
there be foules muft be faued, and there be foules muft 
not be faued. 

lago. It*s true, good Lieutenant. 

Caf. For mine owne part, no oflfence to the Generall, 
nor any man of qualitie : I hope to be faued. 

Jago. And fo do I too Lieutenant. 

CaJ/io. I : (but by your leaue ] not before me. The 
Lieutenant is to be faued before the AncienL Let*8 haue 
no more of this t let*s to our Affaires. Forgiue vs our 
finnes : Gentlemen let*s looke to our bufinefle. Do not 
thinke Gentlemen,! am drunke : this is my Ancient, this 
is my right hand, and this it my left. I am not drunke 
now : I can ftand well enough, and I fpeake well enough. 

Gent. Excellent well. 

Caf, Why very well then : you muft not thinke then, 
that I am drunke. Sxit, 

Monta. To thTJatforme ( Maftert) come, let's fet the 
Watch. 

lago. You fee this Fellow, that is gone before, 
He 's a Souldier, fit to ibnd \x^ Cajar^ 
And giue diredkion. And do but lee his vice, 
*Tis to his vertue,a iuft Equinox, 
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The one as long ai th^other. *Tis pitde of him : 
I fea^e the Cruft Othello putt him in, 
On fome odde time of his infirmitie 
Will fliake this Idand. 

Mont. But is he often thus ? 

lago. *Tit euermcre his prologue to his fleepe, 
He*le watch the Horologe a double Set, 
If Drinke rocke not his Cradle. 

Mont. It were well 
The General! were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
Prizes the vertue that appeares in CaJ/ht 
And lookes not on his euills s is not this true 9 
Enttr Rodori^, 

lago. How now Rodorigo } 
I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mon. And *tis great pitty,that the Noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a Place, as his owne Second 
With one of an ingraft Infirmitie, 
It were an honeft A^on,to lay fo 
To the Moore. 

lago. Not I, for this faire Idand, 
I do loue Cajfio well : and would do much 
To cure him of this euill. But hearke, what noife } 
Enter Caffh furfuing Rodorigo. 

CaJ, Yon Rogue : you Rafcall. 

Man. What's the matter Lieutenant ? 

CaJ. A Knaue teach me my dutie } He beate the 
Knaue into a Twiggen-Bottle. 

Rod. Beate me ? 

CaJ. Doft thou prate, Rogue? 

Aion. Nay, good Lieutenant : 
I pray you Sir, hold your hand. 

Cajio .Let me go(Sir) 
Or lie knocke you oVe the Mazard. 

e^on. Come, come : you*re drunke. 

CaJ/h. Drunke? 

lago. Away I fay : go out and cry a Mutinie. 
Nay good Lieutenant. Alas Gentlemen : 
Helpe hoa. Lieutenant. Sir Afontano : 
Helpe Mafters. Heere's a goodly Watch indeed. 
Who*s that which rings the Bell: Diablo, hoa : 
The Towne will rife. Fie, fie Lieutenant, 
YouMe be afliam*d for euer. 

Enter Otbello^and Attendants. 

Otbe. What is the matter heere? 

Mm. I bleed ftill, I am hurt to th*death. He die». 

Otbe. Hold for your Ihies. 

Iti^.Hold hoa : Lieutemint, Sir ilf»frrtfff9. Gentlemen: 
Hane you forgot all place of fenfe and dude? 
Hold. The Generall fpeaks to you : hold for ihame. 

Otb. Why how now hoa ? From whence arifeth this? 
Are we turn*d Turkes ? and to our felues do that 
Which Heauen hatk forbid the Ottamiltet. 
For Chriftian ihame,pat by this barbarous Brawle: 
He that ftirt next, to came for his owne rage. 
Holds his foule light ; He dies vpon his Modon. 
Silence that dreadfoll Bell, it ftights the Ifle, 
From her propriety. What is the matter, Mafters ? 
Honeft lagOyiizt lookes dead with greening, 
Speake : who began this ? On thy loue I charge thee ? 

lago, I do not know: Friends all, but|now,euen now. 
In Quarter,and in termes like Bride, and Oroome 
Deuefting them for Bed : and then, but now : 
(As if fome Planet had Towitted men) 



Swords out, and dldng one at others breaftes. 
In oppofidon bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any begining to this peeuifli oddes. 
And would, in Adion glorious, I had loft 
Thofe legges, that brought me to a part of it. 

Otbe. How comes \t{Miehaell)yf3i\i are thns forgot 

Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake. 

Otbe. Worthy Montanoy you were wont to be ciulU : 
The grauitie,and ftillnefle of your youth 
The world hath noted. And your name is great 
In mouthes of wifeft Cenfure. What*s the matter 
That vou vnlace your reputation thus, 
And Ipend yo6r rich opinion, for the naoM 
Of a night-brawler ? Giue me anfwer to it. 

Man. Worthy Otbello, I am hurt to danger. 
Your Officer Ai^,can in forme yoo. 
While I fpare fpeech which fomething now oflfimdt ne. 
Of all that I do know, nor know I ought 
By me, that*s faidjordone amilTe this nighty 
Vnleflfe felfo-charide be fomedmes a vice. 
And to defend our felues, it be a finne 
When violence alTailes vs. 

Otbe, Now by Heauen, 
My blood begins my fafer Guides to^rule, 
And paflion(hauing my beft iudgement coiled) 
Aflfaies to leade the way. If I once ftir, 
Or do but lift this Arme, the beft of you 
Shall finke in my rebuke. Giue me to know 
How .this foule Rout began t Who fet it on, 
And he that is approu*d in this oftence. 
Though he had twinn*d with me, both at a birth. 
Shall loofe me. What in a Towne of warre. 
Yet wilde, the peoples hearts brim-ftiU of feare, 
To Manage priuate,and domefticke Qoarrell? 
In night, and on theCourt and Guard of &fode? 
*Ti s monftrous : lago^ who began*t ? 

Man. If pardally Affin*d, or league in office. 
Thou doft deliuer more, or leffe-thcn Truth, 
Thou art no Souldier. 

lago. Touch me not fo necre, 
I had rather haue thn tongue cut from my mouth. 
Then it fhould do offence to Mtcbaell Cajh. 
Yet I perfwade my felfe,to fpeake the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is Generall: 
Montano and my felfo being in fpeech. 
There comes a Fellow, crying out for helpe. 
And Cajh following him with determine Sword 
To execute vpon him. Sir, thn Gendeman, 
Steppes in to Caffio^znA entreats his pauf^: 
My felfo, the crying Fellow did purfue, 
Leaft by hisc lamour (as it fo fell out) 
The Towne might fall in fright. He,(fwift of fbote) 
Out-ran mv purpofe : and I retum*d then rather 
For that I heard the cKnke,and fall of Swords, 
And CaJJh high in oath : Which dll to night 
I nere might fay before. When I came backe 
(For th'is was briefo) I found them clofe together 
At blow,and thruft,euen as againe they were 
When you your felfo did part them. 
More of this matter cannot I report. 
But Men are Men : The beft fomedmet forget. 
Though Cuffio did fome little wrong to him, 
As men in rage fhike thofe that wifh them beft, 
Yet furely Cajjio, I beleeue recciu*d 
From him that fled, fome ftrange Indignide, 
Which padence could not pafTe. 

Othe. 
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I know lago 

ftie,and >oue doth mince this ititttcr, 
: light to CaJfU : Caffh,! loue thee, 
i be Officer of mine. 



Etitgf Dtjdemoug attended, 

ny gentle Loae be not raisM vp : 
thee an example. 
Vbat is the matter (Deere ?) 
All*s well, Sweeting t 
\y to bed. Sir for your hurts, 
vill be your Surgeon. Lead him off: 
e with care about the Towne, 
zz thoie whom this viPd brawle diftraded. 
fdemoMf *tit the Soldiers life, 
heir Balmy flumbers wak*d| with ftrife. Exit, 
tVhat are you hurt Lieutenant ? 
ypaft all Surgery. 
Marry Heauen forbid. 

E<.eputation, Reputation, Reputation: Oh I haue 
Leputation. I haue loft the immortall part of 
nd what remaines is beftialL My RepLtationy 
leputation. 

\s I am an honeft man 1 had thought you had 
>me bodily wound; there is more fence in that 
eputadon. RepuUtion is an idle, and moft falfe 
;oft got without merit, aud loft without de- 
Yoa haue loft no Reputation at allyVnlefle you 
ir felfe fuch a loofer. What man, there are 
es to recouer the Generall againe. You are 
aft in his moode,(a puni/hment more in poli- 
n malice ) euen lo as one would beate his of" 
dogge,ro aftright an Imperious Lyon. Sue to 
e,and he's yours. 

will rather fue to be defpis'd, then to deceiue 
Commander, with fo flight, fo drunken, and fo 
an Officer. Drunke ? And fpeake Parrat? And 
Swagger ? Sweare ? And difcourfe Fuftian 
s owne fliadow / Oh thou invifible fpirit of 
lou haft no name to be knowne by, let vs call 
1. 

iVhat was he that you folio w*d with your 
^hat had he done to you / 
know not. 
j't poffible ? 

remember a m^flfe of things, but nothing di- 
a Quarrell, but nothing wherefore. Ob, that 
d put an Enemie in their nx>uthes, to fteale a- 
Braines f that we ihould with ioy, pleafance, 
applaufe, transforme our felues into Beafls. 
iVhy ? But you are now well enoDgh : hew 
thus recouered? 

hath pleased the diuell drunkennelTe, to giue 
be diuell wrath, one ▼nperfedncfte, Aiewes me 
make me frankly defpile toy Telle, 
^ome, you are too ieuere a Moraller. As the 
Place, & the Condition of this Country ftands 
rtiiy wifh this had not befalne :but fince it is, as 
I it for your owne good. 

will aske him for my Place againe, he ihall tell 
a dnmkard : had I as many mouthes as Hydra^ 
ifwer would ftop them all. To be now a fen- 
by and by a Foole,and prefently a Beaft. Oh 
aery inordinate cup is vnblefs'd, and the Iilgre- 
liueU. 



lago. Come, come : good wine, is a good famill^f 
Creature, if it be wellTs'd :exclaime no more againft i^* 
And good Lieutenant, I thinke, you thinke I lou< 
^ou. 

Cajpo, I haue well approued it. Sir. I drunke? 

lage. You, or any man liuing, may be dninlcc at a 
time man. I tell you what you (hall do rOur G^neraKs 
Wife, is now the GeneraU. I taiay (ay fo, in this refpeft, 
for that he hath deuoted, and giuen vp himfelie to the 
Contemplation, niarke : and deuotement of her parts 
and Graces. Confeflfe your felfii freely to her : Impor- 
tune her helpe to put you in your place againe. She il 
of fo A'ee, fo kinde , fo apt, fo bleifed a difpofition, 
ihe holds it a vice in her goodncflfe, not to do moft 
then ihe is reqnefted. This broken ioynt betweene 
you, and her husband, entreat her to fplinter. And my 
Fortunes againft any lay worth namihg, this cracke of 
your Loue, (hall grow ftonger, then it was before. 

C^JfU, You aduife me well. ^ 

Jago. I proteft in the finceritie of Love, and honeft 
kindneflfe. 

CaJlio, I thinke it freely : and betimes in the ifior- 
ning«I will befeech the vcrtuous Dejdemona to vndertake 
for me : I am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 

lago. You are in the right ; good night Lieutenant, I 
muft to the Watch. 

CaJpo, Good night, honeft lago. 

Exit CaJpo, 

lago. And what*s.he then. 
That faies I play the Villaine? 
When this aduife is free I giue, and honeft, 
Proball to thinking, and indeed the courTe 
To win the Moore againe. 
For *tis moft eafie 
Th*inclyning Dejdemona to fubdue 
In any honeft Suite. She*s framed as fhiitefull 
As the free Elements. And then for her 
To win the Moore, were to rcnownce his BaptifiAe, 
All Seales,and Simbols of redeemed fin: 
His Soule is fo enfettered to her Lou^, 
That file may make, Tnmake, do what Ae lift, 
Euen as her Appetite ftiall play the God, 
With his weake Funfiion. How am I then a Villaine^ 
To Counfell Cajio to this paralell courfe, 
Diredfly to his good ? Diuinitie of hell, 
When dioels will the blackift finnes put on^ 
They do fuggeft at iirft with heauenly ihcwes. 
As I do now. For whiles thil honeft Foole 
Plies Dejdemona i to repaire his Fortune, 
And ihe for him»pleades ftrongly to the Moore, 
He powre diis peflilence into bis eare : 
That ihe repeales him, for her bodies Luft* 
And by how much (he ftriues to do him good. 
She (hall vndo her Credite with the Moore. 
So will I turne her vertoe into pitch, 
And out of her owne goodnefle make the Net, 
That (hall en-mafti them all. 
How now Rodorigo ? 



Enter Rodorigo, 

Rodorigo. 1 do follow heere in the Chace, not 

like a Hound that hunts, but one that iilles Tp the 

Crie. My Money is almoft fpcnt} I haue bin to night 

exceedingly well CudgelPd : And I thinke the iflue 
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will bee, I ihall haue fo much experience for my palnet} 
And fo, with no money at all, and a little more Wit, re^ 
turne againe to Venice. 

Iag9. How poore are they that haue not Patience ? 
What wound did euer heale but by degrees? 
Thou know*ft we worke by Wit, and not by Witchcraft 
And Wit depends on dilatory time : 
Dos't not go well ? Caffio hadi beaten thee, 
And thou by that fmall hurt hath caiheerM CaJdio: 
Though other things grow faire againft the Sun, 
Yet Fruites that bloflbme firft, will firft be ripe : 
Content thy felfc, a- while. Introth 'tis Morning j 
Pleafure, and Adion, make the houres feeme ihort. 
Retire thee, go where thou art Billited : 
Away, I fay, thou ihalt know more heereafter : 
Nay get thee gone. Exit Rodorigo, 
Two things are to be done : 
My Wife muft moue for Cajfio to her Miftris : 
He fet her on my felfe, a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him iumpe, when hejmay Caffio finde 
Soliciting his wife : I,that*s the way : 
Dull not Deuice, by coldneflc,and delay. Exit, 


Procure me fome accefiTe. 

lago. He fend her to you prefently i 
And lie deuife a meane to draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your conuerfe and bofinefle 
May be more fi-ee. J 

Caffio. I humbly thanke you for*t. I neuer knew 
A Florentine more kinde,and honeft.j 
Enter t/£mUia. 

c/£»ii7. Good morrow( good Lieutenant) I am ifl 
For your difpleafure : but all will fure be well. 
The Generall and his wife are talking of it, 
And (he fpeakes for you ftoutly. The Moore replies, 
That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus, 
And great Affinitie : and that in wholfome Wifcdom 
He might not but refufe you. But he prote(h he loues 
And needs no oth^r Suitor, but his likings 
To bring you in againe. 

Caffio. Yet I befeech you. 
If you thinke fit, or that it may be done, 
Giue me aduantage of fome breefe Difcourfe 
With "Defdemon alone. 

t/£mil. Pray you come in : J 
I will beftow you where you (hall haue time 
To fpeake your boforoe freely. 

Caffio. I am much bound to you. 


aActus Tertius. ^cenaVrima. 






Enter CaJ/lo,Mufitians,anJ Oowne. 


Sccena Secunda. 


Caffio. Matters, play heere,I wil content your paines, 
Something that*s briefe: and bid,goodmorrow General. 

C/o. Why Maften,haue your Inftruments bin in Na- 
ples, that they fpeake i'th*Nofe thus ? 

Muf. How Sir? how? 

Clo, Are thefe I pray you, winde Inftruments? 

Muf. I marry are they fir. 

C/0. Oh, thereby hangs a tale. 

Muf. Whereby hangs a tale, fir ? 


Enter Othello^ lago ^ and Gentlemen. 

Otbe* Thefe Letters giue {lago) to the Pylo^ 
And by him do my duties to the Senate : 
That done, I will be walking oh the Workes, 
Repaire there to mee. 

lago. Well, my good Lord, He doo*t. 

Otb. This Fortification (Gentlemen) (hall we fee'i 

Gent. Well waite vpon your Lord(hip. Ex 


Clow. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I 
know. But Mafters, heere*s monev for you : and the Ge- 
nerall fo likes your Mufick, that he defires you for loues 


Sccena Tertia. 


fake to make no more noife with it. 

Mm/. Well Sir, we will not. 

Cio. If you haue any Muficke that may not be heard, 
too*t againe. But (as they fay) to heare Muficke, the Ge- 
nerall do*s not greatly care. 

Muf, We haue none fuch, fir. 

Ciovf, Then put vp your Pipes in your bagge, for He 
away. Go,yanidi into ayre,away. Exit AIu, 

Caffio Doft thou heare me, mine honeft.Friend ? 

Clo. No, I heare not your honcft Friend : 
I heare you. 

Caffio. Prythee keepe vp thy Quillets, ther*s a poore 
peece of Gold for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends 
the Generall be ftirring, tell her, there's one Caffio en- 
treats her a little fiiuour of Speech. Wilt thou do this ? 

Clo. She is ftirring fir : if (he will ftirre hither, I fiuU 
feeme to notifie rnto her. Exit Clo. 

Enter lago. 
In happy time, lago. 

lago. You haue not bin a-bed then ? 

Caffio.^hy no : the day had broke before we parted. 
I haue made bold (lago) to fend in to your wife : 
My fuite to her is, that ihe will to vertuous De/demona 


Enter Defdemona^ Caffio^and cyEmiiia. 

'DeJ. Be thou affur'd (good Caffio) I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

&£m/7. Good Madam do : 
I warrant it greeucs my Husband, 
As if the caufe were his. 

^ej. Oh that's an honeft Fellow, Do not doubt C 
But I will haue my Lord, and you againe 
As fi-iendly as you were. 

Caffio. Bounteous Madam, 
What euer (hall become oi <Mkbail Caffio^ 
He's neuer any thing but your true Seruant. 

DeJ. I know*t : I thanke you: you do looe my L 
You haue knowne him long, and be you well aflur'd 
He (hall in ftrangenefife (land no fiirther o^ 
Then in a politique di(bnce. 

Caffio. I, but Ladv, 
That policie may either laft fo long, 
Or feede vpon fuch nice and waterifh diet, 
Or breede it felfe fo out of Circumfbinces, 
That I being abfent, and my place fupply'd. 
My Generall will forget my Loue,and Service* 

DeJ, Do not doubt that : before e/£milia here. 
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« warrant of thy place. AlTure thee, 
»w a friendship, lie performe it 
ft Article . My Lord ihall neuer reft, 
him tanne, and talke him out of patience \ 
(hall feeme a Schoole, his Boord a Shrift, 
single euery thing he do*8 
^*s fuite : Therefore be merry Caffto^ 
olicitor dull rather dye, 
c thy caufe away . 

Enter Otbello.and lago. 
. Madam, heere comet my Lord. 

Madam, He take my leaue. 
Why (by, and heare me fpeake. 

Madam, not now : I am very ill at eafe, 
mine owne purpofes. 

Well, do your difcretion. Exit CaJfU, 

Hah? I like not that. 

What doft thou (ay ? 
Nothing my Lord ; or if 1 know not what. 

Was not that Caffio parted from my wife } 

Cajpo my Lord / No fure, I cannot thinke it 
would ftnile away fo guilty-like, 
itir comming. 
I do belceue *twas he. 
How now my Lord ? 
n talking with a Suitor heere, 
bat langui/hes in your difpleafure. 
Who M*t you meane ? 

Why your Lieutenant Q^Jfio : Good my Lord, 
; any grace, or power to moue you, 
nt reconciliation uke, 

be not one, that truly loues you, 
» in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
> iudgement in an honeft hce, 
: call him backe. 
Went he hence now ? 
I (both ; fo humbled, 
hath left part of his greefe with mee 
- with him. Good Loue, call him backe. 

Not now (fweet DeJdemoH) fome other time. 
But (hall*t be (hortlv ? 
The fooner (Sweet) for you. 
Shallot be to night, at Supper? 
No, not to nighL 
To morrow Dinner then ? 
I (hall not dine at home : 
the Captaines at the Cittadell. 
Why then to morrow night, on Tuefday mome, 
lay noone, or night ; on Wenfday Morne. 
: name the time, but let it not 
hree dayes, In^ith hee*8 penitent : 
his Tre(pa(re, in our common reafon 
It they (ay the warres muft make example) 
er beft, is not almoft a fault 
e a priuate checke. When (hall he come ? 
Othello, I wonder in my Soule 
u would aske me, that I (hould deny, 
fo mam*ring on ? What ? Michael Caffio^ 
le a woing wirh you ? and fo many a time 
\ haue fpoke of you difpraifingly) 
e prour part, to haue fo much to do 
him in ? Truft me, I could do much. 
Prythee no more : Let him come when he will : 
ay thee nothing. 
Why, this is not a Boone : 



*Tis as I (hould entreate you weare your Gloues, 
Or feede on nouri(hing di(hes, or keepe you warme, 
Or fue to you, to do a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon. Nay, when I haue a fuite 
Wherdn I meane to touch your Loue indeed. 
It (hall be full of poize, and difficult waight. 
And fearefull to be granted. 

Otb, I will deiw thee nothing. 
Whereon, I do befeech thee, grant me this, 
To leaue me but a little to my felfe. 

DeJ. Shall I deny you ? No : farewell my Lord. 

Otb. Farewell my ^ejdemona^ He come to thee flrait. 

'DeJ, e/£milia come ; be as your Fancies teach you : 
What ere you be, I am obedient. Exit/ 

0th. Excellent wretch : Perdition catch my Soule 
But I do loue thee : and when I loue thee not, 
Chaos is come againe. 

lago. My Noble Lord. 

Otb, What doft thou Czyjago} 

lago. Did Michael Caffio 
When he woo*d my Lady, know of your loue ? 

Otb. He did, firom firft to laft : 
Why doft thou aske ? 

lago. But for a fatisfadion of my Thought, 
No further harme. 

Otb. Why of thy thought, /^jo ? 

/tf£o. I did not thinke he had bin acquainted with hir. 

Otb, O yes, and went betweene vs very oft. 

lagp. Indeed? 

Otb, Indeed? I indeed. Dlfcern^ft thou ought in that? 
It he not honeft ? 

lago, Honeft, my Lord ? 

Otb, Honeft^ I, Hone(L 

lago. My Lord« for ought I know. 

Otia. What do*ft thou thinke t 

lago, Thinke, my Lord ? 

0th, Thinke, my Lord ? Alas, thou ecchos^t me \ 
As if there were fome Monfter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be (hewne. Thou doft mean fomthing : 
I heard thee fay euen now, thou lik'ft not that. 
When Cajsio left my wife. What didd'ft not like ? 
And when I told thee, he wasof mv Counfaile, 
Of my whole courfe of wooing ; thou cried *ft, Indeede ? 
And didd*ft contract, and purfe thy brow together. 
As if thoo then hadd*ft (hut vp in thy Braine 
Some horrible Conceite. If thou do*ft loue me. 
Shew me thy thought. 



Jago. My Lord, you know I loue you. 

otk. It " 



thinke thou do^ft 
And for I know thou'rt full of Loue, and Honeftie, 
And weigh*ft thy words before thou giu^ft them breath, 
Therefore thefe ftops of thine, fright me the more : 
For fuch things in a fiilfe difloyall Knaue 
Are trickes of Cuftome : but in a man that*s iuft, 
They*re clofe dilations, working firom the heart. 
That Paftion cannot rule. 

lago. For Michael Cafao^ 
I dare be fworne, I thinke that he is honeft. 

Otb, I thinke fo too. 

lago. Men (hould be what they feeme, 
Or thofe that be not, would they might feeme none. 

Otb. Certaine, men (hould be what they feeme. 

la^. Why then I thinke Cafsio*s an honeft man. 

Otb. Nay, yet there*s more in this ? 
I prythee fpeake to me, as to thy thinkings. 
At thou doft ruminate, and giue thy worft of thoughts 

The 
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The worft of words. 

lago. Good my Lord pardon me. 
Though I am bound to euery Ade of dutic, 
I am not bound Co that : All Siaues are freei 
Vtter my Thoughts? Why fay, they are yildjand falce? 
As where*s that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who ha*s that bread fo pure. 
Wherein uncleanly Apprehenfions 
Keepe Leetes, and Law-dayes, and in Seffions fit 
With meditations lawfull ? 

0th, Thou do*ft confpire againft thy Friend (/^f^) 
If thou but think*ft him wrong*d, and mak*ft his eare 
A ftranger to thy Thoughts. 

lago. I do befcech you. 
Though I perchance am vicious in my gueflfe 
(As I confefle it is my Natures plague 
To fpy into Abufes, and of my iealoufie 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wifedome 
From one, that fo imper&dly conceits. 
Would take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble 
Out of his fcattering, and Tnfure obferuance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good. 
Nor for my Manhood, Honefty, and Wifedome, 
To let you know my thoughts* 

Otb, What doft thou meane ? 

Iag9, Good name in Man, & woman(deere my Lord) 
Is the immediate lewell of their Soules } 
Who fteales my purie, fteales trafli : 
*Tis fomething, nothing ; 

"Twas mine, *tis his, and has bin (laue to thoulands s 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
And makes me poore indeed. 

0th. He know thy Thoughts. 

/tfFO. You cannot, if my heart were in your handy 
Nor mall nor, whiPft *tis in my cuflodie. 

Otb. Ha/ 

lago. Oh, beware my Lord, of iealoufie. 
It b nie gTeene-ey*d Monfter, which doth roocke 
The meate it feeds on. That Cuckold liues in blifiTe, 
Who certaine of his Fate, loues not his wronger : 
But oh, what damned minutes tels he ore. 
Who dotes, yet doubtt : Sufpe^, yet foundly loues ? 

0th, O miferie. 

lago, Poore, and Content, is rich, and rich enosgb. 
But Riches finelefle, n as poore as Winter, 
To him that euer feares he fliall be poore •• 
Good Heauen, the Soules oX all my Tribe defend 
From Iealoufie. 

0th, Why? why b this ? 
Think*ft thou, Tld make a Life of Iealoufie \ 
To follow fiill the changes of the Moon« 
With frefli fufpitions ? No : to be once in doubt. 
Is to be refohi*d : Exchange me for a Goat, 
When I fliall turne the bufinefife of my Soule 
'To fuch exufflicate, and blow*d Snrmifet, 
Matching thy inference, Tis not to make me lealious. 
To fay my wife is faire, feeds well, loues company, 
Is free of Speech, Sings, Playes,and Dances : 
Where Tertue is, thefe are more Tertuous. 
Nor firom mine owne weake merites, will I draw 
The fmalleft feare, or doubt of her reuolt. 
For (he had eyes, and chofe me. No Iag<^ 
lie fee before I doubt \ when I doubt, proue ; 
And on the proofe, there is no more but this. 
Away at once with Lo«ie,or Iealoufie. 



la, I am glad of thu : For now I (hall haue reafon 
To fhew the Loue and Duty that I beare you 
With franker fpirit* Therefore (as I am bound) 
Receiue it from me. I fpeake not yet oi proofe : 
Looke to your wife, obfeme her well with Cajtk^ 
Weare your eyes, thus : not lealious, nor Secure : 
I would not haue your free, and Noble Nature, 
Out oi felfe-Bounty, be abus*d : Looke too^t : 
I know our Country difpofidon well : 
In Venice, they do let Heauen fee the prankes 
They dare not fhew their Husbandi. 
Their beft Confcience, 
Is not to leaue*t vndone, but kept Tnknowne. 

0th, Doft thou fay fo ? 

lago. She did deceiue her Father, marxying you. 
And when flie fcem*d to ihake,and feart your lookes, 
She louM them moft. 

0th. And fo (he did. 

lago. Why go too then : 
Shee that fo young could giue out fuch a Seeming 
To feele her Fathers eyes vp, clofc at Oake, 
He thought *twas Witchcrait 
But I am much too blame : 
I humbly do befeech you of your pardon 
For too much louing you. 

0th. I am bound to thee for euer. 

lago, I fee thu bath a little dafii*d your Spirits t 

0th. Not a iot, not a iot. 

lago, Truft me, I feare it has : 
I hope you will confider what is fpoke 
Comes from your Loue* 
But I do fee y*are moou'd : 
I am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpeech 
To grofler ifTues , nor to larger reach. 
Then to Sufpition. 

0th. I will not. 

lago. Should you do fo(my Lord) 
My fpeech ihould fiill into fuch vildefuccefiTe, 
Which my Thoughts aym*d not. 
Cajjio'% my worthy Friend ) 
My Lord, I feey*are mou*d. 

0th, No, not much mou^d : 
I do not thinke but Defdemona'% honeft. 

lago. Long liue (he fo ; 
And long liue you to thinke (b. 

0th. And yet how Nature erring firom it iclfe. 

lago. I, there's the point : 
As (to be bold with you) - 
Not to affed many proposed Matches 
Of her owne Clime, Complexion, and Degree, 
Whereto we fee in all things, Nature tends : 
Fob, one may fmel in fuch, a will moft ranke, 
Foule difproportions. Thoughts vnnatorall. 
But ( pardon me ) I do not in pofition 
Diftindly fpeake of her, though I miy feare 
Her will, recoyling to her better iudgement. 
May fal to match you with her CouAtry formes. 
And happily repent. 

0th, Fare well, farewell: 
If more thou doft pcrcciue, let me know more : 
Set on thy wife to obferue. 
Leaue me lago, 

lago. My Lord, I take my leaue. 

OtleL Why did I marry? 
This honeft Creature (doubtlefiTe) 
Sees, and knowes more, much more then he toIoUs. 
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lo^. My Lord| I would I might intreat your Honor 
To i^n this thing no farther : Leaue it to time, 
Although *ttt fit that Caffh haue his Place ; 
For fare he filies it Tp with great Ability ; 
Yet if you pleafe, to him oflPa-while; 
You ihall by that percdue him, and his meaoes : 
Note if your Lady ftraine his Entertainment 
With any ftrong, or vehement importunitie, 
Moch will be feene in that : In the meane time, 
Let me be thought too bufie in my feares, 
( As worthy caufe I haue to feare I am^ 
And hold her free, I do befeech your Honor. 

0th, Feare not my gouernment. 

Xo^. I once more take my leaue. Exit, 

Otb. This Fellow's of exceeding henefty. 
And knowes all Quantities with a learn'd Spirit 
Of humane dealings. If I do proue her Haggard, 
Though that her leflTes Mrercjny deere heart-ftrings, 
rid whiftle her off, and let her downe the wtnde 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am blacke. 
And haue not thofe foft parts of Conoerfation 
That Chamberers haue : Or for I am declin*d 
Into the rale of yearet ( yet that's not much) 
Shee's gone . I am abus*d, and my releefe 
Muft be to loath her. Oh Curfe of Marriage ! 
That we can call thefe delicate Creatures ours, 
And not their Appetites ? I had rather be a Toad, 
And line ypon the vapour of a Dungeon, 
Then keepe a corner in the thing 1 loue 
For others vfcs. Yet *tis the plague to Great-ones, 
Prerogatiu*d are they leflTe then the Baie, 
*Tn deftiny vnihunnable, like death : . 
Eoen then, this forked plague is Fated to ts. 
When we do quicken. Looke where flte comet \ 

Sitter Dejdemona ande/Emi/ia, 

If Ae be £i}fe, Heauen mock*d it felfo : 
lie not beleeue*t. 

Def. How now, my deere Otbeih ? 
Your dinner, and the generous iflanders 
By you inuited, do attend your prefence. 

Otb, I am too blame. 

^ef. Why do you fpeake fo fiuntly? 
Are you not well ^ 

Otb, I haue a paine vpon my Forehead, heere. 

Dtf, Why that*s with watching, *twitl away ag»ne. 
Let me but binde it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. 

Otb, Your Napkin is too little : 
Let it alone : Come, He go in with you. Exit, 

'Def. I am very forry that you are not welU 

c/£mii, 1 am glad I haue found this Napkin 9 
This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo*d me to fteale it. But (he fo loues the Token, 
(For he coniur*d her, (he (hould ever keepe it) 
That (he referues it euermore about her, 
T*o kifre,and talke too. He haue the worke lane out, 
And giu*t lago : what ht will do with it 
Heauen knowes, not I : 
J nothing, but to plea(e his Fantafie. 



lago, 
e/fiwi 



Enter lago. 
How now } What do you heere alone ? 
nl. Do not yon chide : I haue a thing (or you. 



Jag9, You haue a thing for me ^ 
It is a common thing— 

t^Emil, Hah? 

lago. To haue a fooli(h wife. 

c^mi/. Oh, is that all ? What will yen giue me now 
For that fame Handkerchiefe. 

lago. What Handkerchiefe * 

e^M//. What Handkerchiefe? 
Why that the Moore firft gaue to De/dmomoy 
That which fo often you did bid me (leale. 

Ligo. Haft ftolne it from her ? 

&&//. No : but ihe let it drop by negligence^ 
And to th*aduantage, 1 being heere, took*t vp : 
Looke, heere *tis. 

lago, A good wench, gioc it me. 

c/&i//. What will you do with*t, that you haoe bene 
fo earncft to haue me filch it ? 

lago. Why, what is that to you ? 

&&//. If it be not for fomc purpofe of import, 
Giu*t me againe. Poore Lady,(hee*l run mad 
When flie (hall lacke it. 

Jago. Be not acknowne on^ i 
I haue yfe for it. Go, leaue me. Sxit ^Smil. 

I will in Cafficft Lodging lottfe this Napkin, 
And let him finde it. Trifles light as ayre. 
Are to the iealious, confirmations ftrong. 
As proofet of holy Writ. This may do foraething; 
The Moore already changes with ny poyfon 1 
Dangerous conceites, are in their Natures poyfons. 
Which at the firil are fcarfe (bund to diibfte : 
But with a little ade vpon the blood, 
Burne like the Mines of Solphure. I did iay fo. 

Enter OtbeUo, 
Looke where be comes : Not Poppy^ nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowfie Syrrups of the world 
Shall euer medicine thee to that fweete fleepe 
Which thou owd'ft ve(terday. 

Otb. Ha, ha, fiiUe to mee ? 

lago. Why how now GeneraU ? No more of that. 

Otb. Auant, be gone : Thou haft fet me on the Rackc: 
I fweare *tis better to be much abut*d, 
Then but to know*t a little. 

lago. How now, my Lord ? 

Otb. What fenfe had I, in her ftolne hourct of Luft ? 
I faw*t not, thought it not : it harm*d not me : 
I flept the next night well, fed well, was firee, antfnoerrie, 
I found not CaJ/io*s ki(res on her Lippcs 1 
He that is robb*d, not wanting what is (bilne. 
Let him not know*t,and he*s not robb*d at alU 

Iago» I am forry to heare this ? 

Otb. I had beene happy, if the generall Campe,f 
Pyoners and all, had ca(bd her fweet Body, 
So I had nothing knowne. Oh now, for eaer 
Farewell the Tranquil 1 minde ; fiirewell Content ; 
Farewell the plumed Troopcs, and the bigge Warrea, 
That makes Ambition, Vertue I Oh fivcwell^ 
Farewell the neighing Steed, and the (brill Tmsnpe, 
The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th^Eaie-piercing Fife, 
The Royall Banner, and all Qualitie, 
Pride, Pompe,and Circumftance of glorious Warre t 
And O you mortaU Engines, wbofe rude thtoatet' 
ThMmmortall loues dread Clamours, counterfot^ 
Farewell : OtbeUo's Occupation's gone. 

lago. Is't poflible,my Lord ? 

Otb. Villaine, be fure thou proue my Loue a Whorq 
Be fure of it : Giue me the Occular proofe. 

Or 
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Or by the worth of mine eternall Soulcy 
Thou had*ft bin better haue bin borne a Dog 
Then anfwer my walc*d wrath. 



lago, li*t come to thii ? 
Otb, 



Make me to fee't: or (at the leaft) fo proue it, 
That the probation beare no Hindge, nor Loope, 
To hang a doubt on : Or woe vpon thy lite. 

lago. My Noble Lord. 

Otb. If thou doft Dander her, and torture me, 
Neuer pray more : Abandon all remorfe 
On Horrors head. Horrors accumulate : 
Do deeds to make Heauen weepe, all Earth amaz*d ^ 
For nothing canft thou to damnation adde, 
Greater then that. 

lago. O Grace ! O Heauen forgiue me ! 
Are you a Man? Haue you a Soule? or Senfe ? 
God buy you : take mine Office. Oh wretched Foole, 
That lou*ft to make thine Honefty ,a Vice ! 
Oh monftrous world! Take note, take note (O World) 
To be direct and honeft, is not fafe. 
I thanke you for this profit, and from hence 
He loue no Friend, fith Loue breeds fuch offence. 

Otb. Nay ftay : thou (hould*ft be honeft. 

lago, I ihould be wife ; foiUioneftie^s a Foole, 
And loofes that it workes for. 

Otb. By the World, 
I thinke my Wife be honeft, and thinke ihe u not : 
I thinke that thou art iuft, and thinke thou art not : 
He haue fome proofe. My name that was as freih 
As fDians Vifage, is now begrimed and blacke 
As mine owne fice. If there be Cords, or Kniues, 
Poyfon,or Fire, or fuffocating ftreames. 
He not indure it. Would I were fatis fied. 

Jago, I fee you are eaten vp with Paffion : 
I do repent me, that I put it to you. 
You would be iatisfied ? 

Otb. Would? Nay, and I wiU. 

lago. And may : but howf How (atisfied, my Lord? 
Would you the fuper-vifion groflely gape on ? 
Behold her top*d ? 

Otb, Death,and damnation. Oh ! 

Jago. It were a tedious difficulty, I thinke. 
To bring them to that Profped : Damne them then. 
If euer mortall eyes do fee them boulfter 
More then their owne. What then ? How then ? 
What ihall I fay? Where's Satisfadion? 
It u impoffible you ihould fee this. 
Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkeyes, 
As fait as Wolues in pride, and Fooles as grofle 
As Ignorance, made drunke« But yet , I £iy. 
If impuudon, and ftrong circumftances. 
Which leade dired^Iy to the doore of Truth, 
Will giue you iatisfadion, you might haue*t. 

Otb. Giue me a liuing reafon ihe*s difloyall. 

lago. I do not like the Office. 
But fith I am entred in this caufe fo farre 
(Prick*d too*t by foolifli Honefty, and Loue) 
I will go on. I lay with CaJ/io lately, 
And being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not fleepe. There are a kinde of men. 
So loofe of Soule, that in their fieepes will mutter 
Their Aflfayres : one of thu kinde is Caffio : 
In fleepe I heard him fay, fweet Dejdemona^ 
Let vs be wary, let ts hide our Loues, 
And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand : 
Cry, oh fweet Creature : then kifife me hard. 



As if he pluckt vp kifles by the rootes, 

That grew vpon my lippes, laid his Leg ore my Thigh, 

And figh,and kifle, and then cry curfed Fate, 

That gaue thee to the Moore. 

Otb. O monftrous ! monftrous ! 

lago. Nay, this was but his Dreame. * 

Otb. But this denoted a fore-gone condufion, 
*Tis a ftirew*d doubt, though it be but a Dreame. 

lagp. And this may helpe to thicken other proofcs, 
That do demonftrate thinly. 

Otb. He teare her all to peeces. 

lago. Nay yet be wife ; yet we fee nothing done. 
She may be honeft yet : Tell me but this, 
Haue you not fometimes feeoe a Handkeixhiefe 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your wiues hand ? 

Otb. I gaue her fuch a one : *twas my firft gift. 

lago, I know not that : but fuch a Handkerchiefe 
(I am fure it was your wiues) did I to day 
See CaJJio wipe his Beard with. 

Otb, If it be that. 

lago. If it be that, or any, it was hers. 
It fpcakes againft her with the other proofs. 

Otbel. O that the Slaue had forty thoufaod liues t 
One is too poore, too weake for my reuenge. 
Now do I fee *tu true. Looke heere Jago^ 
All my fond loue thus do I blow to Heauen. *Tts gone. 
Arife blacke vengeance, from the hollow hell, 
Yeeld vp (O Loue) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate. Swell bofome with thy fraught, 
For *tis of Afpickes tongues. 

lago. Yet be content. 

Otb, Oh blood, blood, blood. 

lago. Patience I fay : your minde may change. 

Otb* tit\xttIago. Like to the Ponticke Sea» 
Whofe Icie Current, and compulfiue courfe, 
Neu'r keepes retyring ebbe, but keepes due on 
To the Propondcke, and the Hellefpont : 
Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall neuV looke backe, neu*r ebbe to humble Loue, 
Till that a capeable, and wide Reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond Marble Heauen, 
In the due reuerence of a Sacred vow, 
I heere engage my words. 

lago. Do not rife yet : 
WitnefTe you euer-burning Lights aboue. 
You Elements, that clip vs round about^ 
WitnefTe that heere lago doth giue vp 
The execudon of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrongM OtbeIlo\ Seruice* Let him command^ 
And to obey ihall be in me nemorfe. 
What bloody bufineflfe euer. 

Otb, I greet thy loue. 
Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance boonteiN% 
And will vpon the inftant put thee too't. 
Within thefe three dayes let me heart thee (ay. 
That CaJfto\ not aliue. 

lago. My Friend is dead : 
*Tls done at your Requeft. 
But let her liue. 

Otb. Damne her lewde Minx : 
O damne her, damne her. 
Come go with me a-oart, I will withdraw 
To fiimiih me with fome fwift meanes of death 
For the fiiire Diuell. 
Now art thou my Lieutenant. 

Jago, I am your owne for euer. Ext^ 

Sam 
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* Enttr DeJdtmoHa^ c/£miRa^and Cltnm^ 

Def. Do you know Sirrah, where Lieutenant Cajpe 
lyes? 

CUm. I dare not (ay he lies any where. 

Def. Why man? 

CU. He's a Soldier, and for me to (ay a Souldier lyes, 
*tis ftabbing. 

Dr/*. Go too : where lodges he? 

Clo, To tell you where he lodges, is to tel you where 
I lye. 

^ef. Can any thing be made of this i 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for mee Co de- 
ttife a lodging, and fay he lies heere, or he lies there, were 
to lye in mine owne throat. 

Dgf, Can you enquire him out ? and be edified by re- 
port? 

Go, I will Catechize the world for him, that is, make 
Queftions, and by them anfwer. 

Def. Seeke him, bidde him come hither : tell him, I 
haue moouM my Lord on his behalfe, and hope all will 
be well. 

Cio. To do this, is within the compafTe of mans Wit, 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. Exit Q^o, 

Def. Where fhould I loofe the Handkerchiefe, e^- 
miliaf 

c/£mih I know not Madam. 

Def Beleeue me, I had rather haue lofl my purfe 
Full of Crusadoes. And but my Noble Moore 
Is true of minde, and made of no fuch bafeneffe. 
As iealious Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill- thinking. 

t/£mi/. Is he not iealious? 

^ef. Who, he? I thinke the Sun where he was borne. 
Drew all fuch humors from him. 

e/£miL Looke where he comes. 
Enter Othello. 

Def I will not leaue him now, till Cajfio be 
Caird to him. How is't with you, my Lord ? 

Otb. Well my good Lady. Oh hardnes to dilTemble! 
How do you, Defdemona ? 

^ef. Well,my good Lord. 

Otb. Giue me your hand. 
This hand is moid, my Lady. 

Def It hath felt no age, nor knowne no forrow. 

Otb, This argues fmitfulneiTe, and liberall heart : 
Hot, hot, and moyft This hand of yours requires 
A fequefter from Liberty : Fafting, and Prayer, 
Much Caftigation, Exercife deuout, 
For heere's a yong, and fweating Diuell heere 
That commonly rebels t *Tis a good band, 
A firanke one. 

Def You may (indeed) fay fo ; 
For *twas that hand that gaue away my heart. 

Otb. A liberall hand . The hearts of old, gaue hands : 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 

^ef I cannot fpeake of this : 
Come, now your promife. 

Otb, What promife, Chucke ? 

Def I haue fent to bid CaJJio come fpeake with you. 

Otb, I haue a fait and forry Rhewme ofliends me : 
I«end me thy Handkerchiefe. 
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Def Heere my Lord, 

Otb, That which I gaue you. 

Def I haue it not about me. 

Otb, Not? 

^ef No indeed, my Lord. 

Otb. That's a fault : That Handkerchiefe 
Did an i£gyptian to my Mother giue : 
She was a Charmer, and could almofl read 
The thoughts of people. She told her, while fhe kept it, 
T would make her Amiable,'and fubdue my Fatl^er 
Intirely to her loue : But if fhe loft it. 
Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits fhould hunt 
After new Fancies. She dying, gaue it me. 
And bid me ( when my Fate would haue me Wiu*d) 
To giue it her. I did lo j and take heede on*t. 
Make it a Darling, like your precious eye : 
To loofe't, or giue*t away, were fuch perdition. 
As nothing elfe could match. 

Def l8*t pofTiblc ? 

Otb. *Tis true : There's Magicke in the web of it t 
A Sybill that had numbred in the world 
The Sun to courfe, two hundred compafTes, 
In her Prophetticke furie f«w*d the Worke : 
The Wormes were hallowed, that did breede the Silke, 
And it was dyde in Mummey, which the Skilful! 
Conferu*d of Maidens hearts. 

Def Indeed ? Is*t true ? 

Otb. Moft Teritable, therefore looke too*t well. 

^ef Then would to Heauen, that I had neuer feene*c?' 

Otb. Ha? wherefore? 

Def Why do you fpeake fo fbrtingly ,and rafli ? 

Otb. Is*t loft? I8*t gon? Speak, is*t out o*thVay ? 

Def Bleffe vs. 

Otb. Say you ? 

Def It is not loft : but what and if it were f 

Otb. Howr 

Def. I fay it is not loft. 

Otb. Fetcht, let me fee't. 

Def. Why fo I can : but I will not now : 
This is a tricke to put me fr6m my fuite. 
Pray you let Caffio be receiuM againe. 

Otb. Fetch me the Handkerchiefe, 
My minde mif-giues. 

Def Come, come : you'l neuer meete a more fuffici- 
ent man. 

Otb. The Handkerchiefe. 

Def. A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your loue $ 
Shar*d dangers with you. 
Otb. The Handkerchiefe. 

^ef Infooth, you are too blame. 

Otb. Away. Exit Otbello. 

c>£mil. h not this man iealious ? 

*Def 1 neu*r faw this before. 
Sure, there's fome wonder in this Handkerchikfe, 
I am moft vnhappy in the lolTe of it. 

c/£mil. *Ti8 not a yeare or two fhewes vs a man : 
They are all but Stomackes, and we all but Food, 
They eate vs hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch vs. 

£nter lago^ and Cajio. 

Looke you, Cajpo and my Husband. 

lago. There is no other way : *ds fhe muft doo*t : 
And loc the happineffe : go, and importune her. 
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Def, How now (good Cajfto) what*s the newes with 
you ? 

Caffio, Madam, my former fuite, I do befeech you, 
That by your vertuous meanes, I may againe 
£xift,and be a member of his loue, 
Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be delayd. 
If my offence, be of fuch mortall kinde. 
That nor my Seruice paft, nor prefent Sorrowes, 
Nor purposed merit in futurity, 
Can ranlome me into his loue againe, 
But to know fo, muft be my benefit: 
So fhall I cloath me in a forced content. 
And (hut my felfe vp in fome other courfe 
To Fortunes Almes. 

'Def. Alas (thrice-gentle CaJJio) 
My Aduocation is not now in Tune ; 
My Lord, is not my Lord j nor ihould I know him. 
Were he in Fauour, as in Humour alter'd. 
So helpe me euery fpirit fan^fied. 
As I haue fpoken for you all my beft. 
And flood within the blanke of his difpleafure 
For my free fpeech. You muft awhile be patient : 
What I can do, I will : and more I will 
Then for my felfe, I dare. Let that fufHce you. 

lago. Is my Lord angry ? 

c>£mil. He went hence but now : 
And certainly in ftrange vnquietnefle. 

lago. Can he be angry ? I haue feene the Cannon 
When it hath blowne his Rankes into the Ayre, 
And like the Diuell from his very Arme 
Puff *t his owne Brother : And is he angry ? 
Something of moment then : I will go meet him. 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. Exit 

Def. 1 prythee do fo. Something fure of State, 
Either from Venice, or fome vnhatchM pradlife 
Made demonfbable heere in Cyprus, to him, 
Hath pud led his cleare Spirit : and in fuch cafes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things. 
Though great ones aire their obie£t. *Tis euen fo. 
For let our finger ake, and it endues 
Our other healthfull members, eyen to a fenfe 
Of paine. Nay, we muft thinke men are not Gods, 
Nor of them looke for fuch obferuancie 
As fits the Bridall. Beihrew me much, e^fjui/ctf, 
I was (vnhandfome Warrior, as I am) 
Arraigning his vnkindneffe with my foule : 
But now I finde, I had fubom*d the Witneffe, 
And he's Indited ^fely. 

c/£miL Pray heauen it bee 
State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 
Nor no lealious Toy, concerning you. 

^rf, Alas the day, I neuer gaue him caufe. 

cy£mil. But lealious foules will not be anfwer'd Co ; 
They are not euer iealious for the caufe. 
But iealious, for they're iealious. It is a Monfter 
Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

Drf, Heauen keepe the Monfter from OtbeI/o*s mind. 

c/£miL Lady, Amen. 

Def. I will go feeke him. Caffio^ walkc heere about : 
If I doe finde him fit. He moue your fuite, 
And feeke to effed it to my vttermoft. Sxie 

Caf I humbly thanke your Ladyihip. 



Bia 



Enter Bianca, 
*Saue you (Friend C^Jio. ) 



What make you from home ? 
How is't with you, my moft &ire bianca ? 
Indeed (fweet Loue) I was comming to your houfe. 

Bian. And I was going to your Lodging, Caffio. 
What? keepe a weeke away ? Seuen dayes, and Nights ? 
Eight fcore eight hourcs ? And Louers abfent howres 
More tedious then the Diall, eight fcore times ? 
Oh weary reck'ning. 

Caffto. Pardon me, bianca : 
I haue this while with leaden thoughts beene preft. 
But I fhall in a more continuate time 
Strike oflfthis fcore of abfence. Sweet Stance 
Take me this worke out. 

Bianca. Oh Caffioj whence came this ? 
This is fome Token from a newer Friend, 
To the felt-Abfence : now I feele a Caufe : 
Is't come to this ? Well, well. 

CaJ/io. Go too, woman : 
Throw your vilde geffes in the Diuels teeth. 
From whence you haue them. You are iealious now. 
That this is from fome Miftris, fome remembrance ; 
No/in good troth bianca. 

'Bian. Why, who's is it ? 

Caffio. I know not neither : 
I found it in my Chamber, 
I like the worke well ; Ere it be demanded 
( As like enough it will ) I would haoe it coppied : 
Take it, and doo't,and leaue me for this time. 

Bian, Leaue you } Wherefore ? 

CaJJio, I do attend heere on the Generall, 
And thinke it no addition, nor my wifh 
To haue him fee me woman'd. 

*Bian. Why, I ptay you ? 

CaJJio, Not that I loue you not. 

Bian, But that you do not loue me. 
I pray you bring me on the way a little. 
And fay, if I ihall fee you foone at night ? 

CaJJio, 'TIS but a little way that I can bring you. 
For I attend heere : But He kc you foone. 

'Bian, *Tis very good : I muft be drcamibnc'd. 
Exaaa omaa. 



A£ius Quartus. ScenaVrima. 



Enter Othello^ and lago, 

Ian, Will you thinke fo? 

Oti>, Thinke fo, lago} 

lago. What, to kiffe in priuate ? 

Otb, An vnauthoriz'd kiffe ? 

lago. Or to be naked with her Friend in bed. 
An houre, or more, not meaning any harme i 

Otb. Naked in bed {lago) and not meane harme ? 
It is hypocrifie againft the Diuell : 
They that meane vertuoufly,and yet do fo. 
The Diuell their vcrtue tempts, and they tempt Hesueo. 

laro. If they do nothing, 'tis a Veniall flip : 
But it I giue my wife a Handkerchiefe. 

Otb. What then? 

lago. Why then *ds hers (my Lord) and being hen, 
She may (I thinke) beftow't on any man. 

Otb. She is Protedrefle of her honor too : 
May ihe giue that ? 



the ^Mooreof Venice. 
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Xdr^. Her honor is an Eflfence that*8 not feene, 
They haue it very oft, that haue it not. 
But for the Handkerchiefe. 

Otbt, By heauen, I would mod gladly haue forgot it: 
Thou (aidft ( oh, it comet ore my memorie, 
At doth the Rauen oVe the infe^ious houfe : 
Boading to all ) he had my Handkerchiefe. 

htgo^ I : what of that ? 

Othe, That*t not fo good now. 

IfTf.What if I had faid, 1 had feene him do you wrong? 
Or heard him fay fas Knaues be fuch abroad, 
Who hauing by their owne importunate fuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of fome Miftris, 
Conuinced or fupplyM them, cannot chufe 
But they muft blab.) 

Otb. Hath he laid any thing > 

lago. He hath (my Lord)but be you well aflur'd, 
No more then he'le vn-fweare. 

Otb. What hath he faid? 

Ian. Why, that he did : I know not what he did. 

Otke. What? What? 

laga. Lye. 

Otb. With her? 

Iffo. With her?On her : what you will. 

Otke, hyt with her ? lye on her ? We fay lye on her, 
when they be-Iye-her. Lye with her : that*8 fiillfome : 
Handkerchiefe : Confefiions : Handkerchiefe. To con- 
fefle, and be hang*d for his labour. Firft, to be hang'd, 
and then to confefle : I tremble at it. Nature would not 
inueft her felfe in fuch fhadowing paflion, without fomc 
Juftru^on. It is not words tha/ fliakes me thus,(pi(h) 
Nofes, Eares, and Lippes : i8*t poflible. ConfelTe ? Hand- 
kerchiefe? O diuell. FalU In a Traunce. 

lago. Worke on, 
My Medicine workes. Thus credulous Fooles are caught, 
And many worthy, and chaft Dames euen thus, 
( AU guildeire)meete reproach : what hoa ? My Lord ? 
MyLord,Ifjy: Othello. 

Enter CaJJio, 



How now O^ffio ? 

Caf. What*8 the matter ? 

lago. My Lord is falne into an Epilepfie, 
Thii IS his fecond Fit : he had one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the Temples. 

Ugo. The Lethargiemuft haue his quyet courfe: 
If not, he foames at mouth : and by and by 
Breakes out to fauage madnefTe. Looke , he ftirres .* 
Do you withdraw your felfe a little while. 
He will recouer fhaight : when he is gone, 
I would on great occaiion, fpeake with you. 
How is it Generall ? Haue you not hurt your head ? 

Otbe. Doft thou mocke me ? 

Jago. I mocke you not, by Heauen: 
Would you would beare your Fortune like a Man. 

Otbe. A Horned man*s a Monfter, and a Beaft. 

lago. Ther*s many a Beaft then in a populous Citty, 
And many a ciuill Monfter. 

Otbe. Did he confelTe it? 

lago. Good Sir, be a man ; 
Thinke euery bearded fellow that's but yoak*d 
May draw with you. There's Millions now aliue. 
That nightly lye in thofe vnproper beds. 
Which they dare fweare peculiar. Your cafe is better . 
Oh, *tis the fpight of hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
To lip a wanton in a fecure Cowch; 
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And to fuppofe her chaft. No, let me know. 
And knowing what I am, I know what ihe ihallbe. 

Otb. Oh, thou art wife : *tis certaine. 

Jago. Stand you a while apart. 
Confine your felfe but in a patient Lift, 
Whirft you were hcere, o*re-whelmed with your griefe 
( A paflion moft refulting fuch a man ) 
Cajpo came hither. I fhifted him away. 
And layd good fcufes vpon your Extafie, 
Bad him anon returne : and heere fpeake with me. 
The which he promisM. Do but encaue your felfe, 
And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes, and notable Scomes 
That dwell in euery Region of his face. 
For I will make him tell the Tale anew; 
Where, how, how ofb,how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is againe to cope your wife. 
I fay, but marke his gefture : marry Patience, 
Or I fhall fay y*are all in all in Spleene, 
And nothing of a man. 

Otbe. Do*ft thou heare,Xar|v, 
I will be found moft cunning m my Patience : 
But(do*ft thou heare)moft bloody. 

lago. That's not amiffe. 
But yet keepe dme in all : will you withdraw ? 
Now will I queftion CaJJio of^ianca^ 
A Hufwife, that by felling her defires 
Buyes her felfe Bread, and Cloath. It is a Creature 
That dotes on CaJ/to^ (as *tis the Strumpets plague 
To be-guile many, and be be-guilM by one) 
He, when he heares of her, cannot reftraine 
From the exceffe of Laughter. Heere he comes. 

Enter Caffio. 

As he fhall (mWt^Otbello fhall go mad : 
And his vnbookifh leloufte muft conferue 
Poore CaJJio^s fmiles , geftures, and light behauiours 
Quite in the wrong. How do you Lieutenant? 

CaJ, The worfer,that you giue me the addition. 
Whole want euen killes me. 

lago. Ply Dejdemona well, and you are fure on't : 
Now, if this Suit lay in 'Bianca^s dowre. 
How quickely fhould you fpeed ? 

Caf, Alas poore Caitiffe. 

Otb. Looke how he laughes already. 

lago. I neuer knew woman loue man fo. 

Qaf. Alas poore Rogue, I thinke indeed fhe loues me. 

Otb. Now he denies it faintly : and laughes it out. 

lagp. Do you heare Caffio ? 

Otb. Now he importunes him 
To tell it o're : go too, well faid, well faid. 

Jago. She giues it out, that you fhall marry her. 
Do you intend it ? 

Caf. Ha,ha>ha. 

Otb. Do ye triumph, Romaine? do you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry. What ? A cuflomer ;prythee beare 
Some Charitie to my wit, do not thinke it 
So Ynwholefome. Ha, ha, ha. 

Otb. So, fo, fo, fo : they laugh , that v^nnes. 

Jago. Why the cry goes, that you marry her. 

Caf. Prythee fay true. 

Jago. I am a very Viliaine elfe. 

Otb. Haue you fcoar*d me ? Well. 

Caf. This is the Monkeys owne giuing out : 
She 18 perfwaded I will marry her 

Out of her owne loue & flattery, not out of my promife. 
V V Otbe. 
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Otb. lago becomes me : now he begins the ftory. 

Caffio. She was heere euen now : flie haunts me in e- 
uery place. I was the other day talking on the Sea- 
banke with certaine Venetians, and thither comes the 
Bauble, and falls me thus about my neck. 

Otb, Ciying oh deere CaJJio^ as it were: his iefture im- 
ports it. 

CaJUio. So hangs, and lolls, and weepes vpon me : 
So fhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 

Otb. Now he tells how (he pluckt him to my Cham- 
ber : oh, I fee that nofe of youn,but not that dogge, I 
(hall throw it to . 

CaJJio, Weli,I muft leaue her companie. 

lago. Before me : looke where (he comes. 

Enter ^ianca, 

Caf, *ns fuch another Fitchewtmarry a perfumM one? 
What do you meane by this haunting of me ? 

Bian, Let the diuell, and his dam haunt you : what 
did you meane by that fame Handkerchiefe, you gaue 
me euen now / I was a fine Foole to take it : I muft uke 
out the worke ^ A likely piece of worke, that you ihould 
finde it in your Chamber,and know not who left it there. 
This is fome Minxes token, & I muft take out the worke? 
There, giue it your Hobbey-horfe, wherefoeuer you had 
it, He take out no worke on*t. 

Caffio, How now, my fweete ^ianea ? 
How now ? How now ? 

Otbe* By Heauen, that (hould be my Handkerchiefe. 

Bian, If you*le come to fupper to night you may, if 
you will not, come when you are next prepared for. Exit 

lago. After her : after her. 

Caf, I muft, ihec*l ravle in the ftreets elfe. 

lago. Will you fup there ? 

C^o, Yes, I intend fo. 

lago. Well, I may chance to fee you : for I would ve- 
ry faine fpeake with you. 

Caf Pry thee come : will you ? 

lago. Go too : fay no more. 

Otb. How (hall I murther him, lago, 

lago. Did you perceiue how he laugh*d at his vice ? 

Otb. Ohy lago. 
!aFO, 

Otb, Was that mine? 

lago, Youn by this hand : and to fee how he prizes 
the £oli(h woman your wife : (he gaue it him,jand he 
hath gitt*n it his whore. 

Otb, I would haue him nine yeeres a killing : 
A fine woman, a faire woman, a fweete woman? 

lago. Nay , you muft forget that. 

Otbelio, I, let her rot and periih, and be damned to 
night , for (he (hall not Hue. No, my heart is turn*d to 
ftone : I ftrike it, and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world 
hath not a fweeter Creature : (he might lye by an £ro- 
perours fide, and command him Taskes. 

lago. Nay, that's not your way. 

Otbe, Hang her, I do but (ay what (he is : fo delicate 
with her Needle ; an admirable Mufidan. Oh (he will 
fing the SauageneflTe out of a Beare : of fo high and plen- 
teous wit, and inuention f 

lago. She's the worfe for all this. 

Otbe, Oh, a thoufand, a thou(and times : 
And then of fo gentle a condition ? 

lago. I too gentle. 

Otbe. Nay that's certaine : 
But yet the pitty of it, lago : oh lago^ the piety of it 



lago. 

lago. If you are fo fond ouer her iniquitie : giue 
pattent to ofifend, for if it touch not you, it comes n 
no body. 

Otb. I will chop her into MefiTes : Cuckold me t 

iagp. Oh, *tis foule in her. 

Otb. With mine Officer? 

lazo. That's fouler. 

Otbe. Get me fome poyfon,X0gv, this night. lie 
expo(bilate with her ; leaft her body and beautie Tnp 
uide my mind againe : this night lago. 

lago. Do it not with poyfon, (fa-angle her in her I 
Euen the bed (he hath contaminated. 

Otb. Good,good: 
The luftice of it pleafes : very good. 

lago. And ft>r G>^0,let me be his ▼ndertaker : 
You (hall heare more by midnight. 

Enter LodouicOfDefdemona.and Attendants. 

Otbe. Excellent good : What Trumpet is that (ao 

laTO. I warrant fomething from Venice, 
'Tb LodouicOf this, comes from the Duke. 
See, your wife's with him. 

Lodo, Saue you worthy GeneralL 

Otbe. With all my heart Sir. 

Lo^.The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet ] 

Otbe. I kifTe the In(bument of their pleafures. 

^ef. And what's the newes, good cozen Lodtmco ? 

lago. I am very glad to (ee you Signior: 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thanke you : how do's Lieutenant Caffio ? 

lago, Liues Sir, 

DeJ. Cozen, there's falne betweene him, & my L 
An vnkind breach : but you (hall make all welL 

Otbe. Are you fure of that ? 

"Def, My Lord? 

Otbe. This faile you not to do, as you will 

Lod. He did not call : he's bufie in the paper. 
Is there deuifion 'twixt my Lord, and CaJJio ? 

DeJ, A moft vnhappy one : I would do much 
T*attone|them, for the loue I beare to Cajpo. 

Otb, Fire, and brime(fa>ne. 

DeJ. My Lord, 

Otb. Are you wife ? 

DeJ. What is he angrie ? 

Lod. May be thLetter mou'd him. 
For as I thinke, they do command him home. 
Deputing Cafsio in his Gouernment. 

DeJ. Truft me, I am glad on't. 

Otbe. Indeed? 

^ej. My Lord? 

Otbe. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. Why, fweete Otbelio} 

Otbe, Diuell. 

^ej. I haue not deferu'd this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be beleeu'd in Vefl 
Though I (hould fweare I faw't. *Ti8 very much, 
Make her amends : (he weepes, 

Otbe. Oh diuell, diuell: 
If that the Earth could teeme with womans tearcs. 
Each drop (he fUls, would proue a Crocodile : 
Out of my fight. 

fDeJ. I Willi not (hy to o(fend you. 

Lod, Truely obedient Lady : 
I do bcfeech your Lord(hip call her backe. 
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Miftris. 
Mjr Lord. 

What would you with her, Sir? 
Who I, my Lord^ 

I, you did wifli,that I would make her torne: 
an tume^and turne : and yet go on 
ne againe. And ihe can weepe,Sir,weepe. 
*s obedient : as you fay obedient, 
edient : proceed you in your teares. 
ling this Sir, (oh well-painted paffion) 
mmanded home : get you away : 
for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate, 
II returne to Venice. Hence, auaunt : 
ill haue my Place. And Sir, to night 
reat, that we may fup together, 
welcome Sir to Cyprus. 

and Monkeys. • Exit, 

Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
in all fufficient? Is this the Nature 
Palfion could not (hake ? Whofe folid Tertue 
t of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
either graze, nor pierce ? 
He is much chang*d. 

Are his wits fafe ? Is he not light of Braine ? 
He*s that he is : I may not breath my cenfure. 
e might be: if what he might, he is not, 
to heauen he were* 
What? Strike his wife? 
Taith that was not fo well : yet would I knew 
oke would proue the worfl. 
Is it his Yfe ? 

the Letters,worke vpon his blood, 
w create his fault? 
Alas, alas: 

: honeftie in me to fpeake 

haue feene,and knowne. You (hall obferue him, 
I owne courfes will deonte him fo, 
may faue my fpeech : do but go after 
irke how he continues. 
1 am forry that I am deceiuM in him. Exeunt, 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Otbelloy and t^milia* 

You haue feene nothing then f 
/. Nor euer heard : nor euer did fufped. 

Yes, you haue feene Gi^,and (he together. 
. But then I iaw no harme : and then I heard, 
liable that breath made vp betweene them. 

What? Did they neuer whifper? 
/. Neuer my Lord. 

Nor fend you out o*th*way ? 
7. Neuer. 

To fetch her Fan, her Gloues, her Mask, nor no- 
7. Neuer my Lord, (thing ? 

, That's fh-ange. 

7. 1 durfl(my Lord)to wager, fhe u honed: 
Nme my Soule at (lake : If you thinke other, 
B your thought. It doth abufe your bofome; 
rretch haue put this in your head , 
auen requit it with the Serpents curfe. 



For if fhe be not honeft,chafte,and true. 

There's no man happy. The pureft of their Wiues 

Is foule as Slander. 

Otbe, Bid her come hither : go. Exit t/£miiia. 

She (aies enough : yet fhe*s a fimple Baud 
That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtile Whore : 
A ClofTet Lockeand Key of Villanous Secrets, 
And yet fhe*le kneele,and pray : I haue feene her do*t. 

Enter Defdemtma^and c/£mUia. 

Def, My Lord,what is your will f 

Otbe, Pray you Chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your plcafure ? 

Otb, Let me fee your eyes : looke in my face. 

Def. What horrible Fancie*s this ? 

Otbe, Some of your Function Miftris : 
Leaue Procreants alone,and ihn t the dooret 
Cough,or cry hem; if any bodycome : 
Your Myftery,your Myftery : May difyztch,Exit e^£m/. 

fDef, Vpon my knee, what doth your fpeech import? 
I ynderftand a Fury in your words. 

Otbe, Why ? What art thou ? 

Def, Your wife my Lord : your true and loyall wife. 

Otbello, Come fweare it ; damne thy felfe, leaft 
being like one of Heauen, the diuells themiclues fhould 
feare to ceaze thee. Therefore be double damn*d : fweare 
thou art honeft 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Otbe.Heiuen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 

^ef. To whom my Lord ? 
With whom ? How am I falfe ? 

Otbe, Ah Df/2/nMeff,away,away,away. 

Def. Alas the heauy day : why do you weepe ? 
Am I the motiue of thefe teares my Lord ? 
If happely you my Father do fiifpe^, 
An Inftrument of this your calling backe. 
Lay not your blame on me : if you haue loft him, 
I haue loft him too* 

Otbe, Had it pleased Heauen, 
To try me with Affiidion,had they rain*d 
All kind of Sores, and Shames on my bare-head: 
Steep'd me in pouertie to the very lippes, 
Giuen to Captiuitie, me, and my Ytmoft hopes, 
I fhould haue found in fome place of my Soule 
A drop of patience. But alas, to make me 
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne, 
To point his (low, and mouing finger at. 
Yet could I beare that too, well, very well : 
But there where I haue garnerd vp my heart. 
Where either I muft liue,or beare no life. 
The Fountaine from the which my currant runnes. 
Or elfi: dries vp : to be difcarded thence. 
Or keepe it as a Cefterne,fbr fbule Toades 
To knot and gender in. Turne thy complnion there : 
Patience, thou young and Rofe-lip'd Chenibin, 
I heere looke grim as hell. 

Def. 1 hope my Noble Lord efteemes me honeft. 
Otbe. Oh I, as Sommer Flyes are in the Shambles, 
That quicken euen with blowing. Oh thou weed : 
Who art fo louely faire,and fmeirft fo fweete. 
That the Senfe akes at thee, 
Would thou had*ft neuer bin borne. 

Def. Alas, what ignorant fin haue I committed ? 

Otbe.Wu this faire Paper ? This moft goodly Booke 
Made to write Whore vpon ? What commited, 
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Committed? oh, thou publicke Commoner, 
I (hould make very Forges of my cbeekes, 
That would to Cynders burne vp Modeftie, 
Did I but fpeake thy deedes. What commited } 
Heauen ftoppes the Nofe at it, and the Moone winks : 
The baudy winde that kiflfes all it meeres, 
It hufliM within the hollow Myne of Earth 
And will not hear*t. What commited i 

Def. By Heauen you do me wrong. 

Otbe. Are not you a Strumpet ? 

fDef. No, aB I am a Chriftian. 
If to preferue this veflisll for my Lord, 
From any other foule vnlawflill touch 
Be not to be a Strumpet,! am none. 

Otbe. What,notaWhore? 

Def. No, as I ihall be fau^d. 

Otbe. Is*t poflible ? 

Def, Oh Heauen forgiue vs. 

Otbe. I cry you mercy then . 
I tooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Otbello. You Miftris, 

Enter c/£milia. 
That haue the office oppofite to Saint Peter, 
And keepes the gate of hell. You, you : I you. 
We haue done our courfe : there's money for your paines: 
I pray you turne the key, and keepe our counlaile. Exit, 

e>£mil. Alas, what do*s this GenHeman conceiue ? 
How do you Madam ? how do you my good Lady ? 

Def. Faith, halfe a fleepe. 

e/Emi. Good Madam, 
What's the matter with my Lord ? 

Def. With who ? 

e^Emii, Why, with my Lord, Madam? 

Def Who is thy Lord ? 

c/fim/. He that is yours, fweet Lady. 

Def I haue none : do not talke to me,e/£M//rtf, 
I cannot weepe : nor anfweres haue I none, 
Bnt what ihould go by water. Prythee to night, 
Lay on my bed, my wedding flieetes, remember, 
And call thy husband hither. 

c/£mil, Heere*s a change indeed. Exit, 

Def. *Tis meete I ihould be V8*d fo : very meete. 
How haue I bin behau*d,that he might (licke 
The fmairft opinion on my leaft mifvfe ? 

£nter lagOjand oEmilia. 

lago. What is your pleafure Madam? 
How is't with you ? 

Def I cannot tell : thofe that do teach yong Babes 
Do it with gentle meanes, and eafie taskes. 
He might haue chid me fo : for in good faith 
I am a Child to chiding. 

lago. What is the matter Lady ? 

ey£mii. A]2s{Ia^o)my Lord hath fo bewhor'd her, 
Throwne fuch dilpight,and heauy termes vpon her 
That true hearts cannot beare it. 

Def, Am I that name, /tf|fo? 

lago. What name,(faire Lady?) 

Def Such as flie faid my Lord did fay I was. 

oEmii, He call'd her whore : a Begger in his drinke : 
Could not haue laid fuch termes vpon his Cailet. 

lago. Why did he fo ? 

Def. I do not know : I am fure I am none fuch. 

lago. Do not weepe, do not weepe : alas the day. 

e/tmil. Hath fhe forfooke fo many Noble Matches ? 
Her Father? And her Country ? And her Friends f 



To be caird Whore ? Would it not make one weepe? 

Def. It is my wretched Fortune. 

lago. Beihrew him for*t : 
How comes this Tricke vpon him ? 

Def Nay, Heauen doth know. 

o£mi. I will be hang'd,if fome eternal! Vlllaine, 
Some buGe and infinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening Slaue,to get fome Office, 
Haue not deuis'd this Slander : I will be hang*d elfe. 

lago. Fie, there is no fuch man : it is impoffible. 

Def If any fuch there be, Heauen pardon him. 

c/£mil. A halter pardon him : 
A nd hell gnaw his bones. 
Why ihould he call her Whore f 
Who keepes her companie ? 
What Place? What Time ^ 
What Forme ? What liklyhood ? 
The Moore's abus'd by fome mofl villanous Knaue, 
Some bafe notorious Knaue, fome fcuruy Fellow. 
Oh Heauens, that fuch companions thpu*d'fl vnfold. 
And put in euery honed hand a whip 
To lafh the Rafcalls naked through the world, 
Euen firom the Eaft to th'Weft. 

Jago. Speake within doore. 

t/Emil. Oh fie vpon them: fome fuch Squire he 
That turn*d your wit, the feamy-fide without. 
And made you to fufpe£t me with the Moore. 

lago* You are a Foolc : go too. 

^ef Alas lagp^ 
What fhall I do to win my Lord againe ? 
Good Friend, go to him : for by this light of Heauen, 
I know not how I loft him. Heere I kneele : 
If ere my will did trefpalTe 'gainft his Loue, 
Either in difcourfe of thought,or a&uall deed, 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Eares, or any Sence 
Delighted them : or any other Forme, 
Or that I do not yet, and euer did, 
And euer will, (though he do fhake me off 
To beggerly diuorcement ) Loue him deerely. 
Comfort forfwcare me. Vnkindneffe may do much. 
And his vnkindnefTe may defeat my life, 
But neuer taynt my Loue. I cannot fay Whore, 
It do's abhorre me now I fpeake the word. 
To do the A€t,that might the addition eame. 
Not the worlds MafTe of vanitie could make me. 

lago. I pray you be content : 'tis but his humour: 
The bufinefTe of the State do's him offence. 

Def. If 'twere no other. 

lago. It is but fo, I warrant, 
Hearke how thefe Inftruments fummon to fupper ; 
The MefTengers of Venice ffaies the meate. 
Go in,and weepe not: all things fhall be well. 

Exeunt Defdemona and £/£■ 

Enter Rodorigo. 
How now %odorigo? 

Rod. I do not finde 
That thou deal'ft iuftly with me. 

lago. What in the contrarie ? 

Rodori. Euery day thou dafts me with fome dc 
lagOf and rather, as it fe'emes to me now, keep*f(^ 
me all conueniencie, then fupplieft me with the leafl 
uantage of hope : I will indeed no longer endure it, 
am I yet perfwaded to put vp in peace, what alreat 
haue foolifhly fuffred. 

lago. WUl you heare me Rodorigo ? 

1^ 
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haue heard too much ; and your words and 

!S are no kin together. 

•u charge me moft vniuftly. 

ith naught but truth : I haue wafted my 

my meanes. The I ewels you haue had from 

sr Dejdemona^ would halfe haue corrupted a 

ou haue told me ihe hath receiu*d them, 

me expedlations and comforts of fodaine 
icquaintance, but I finde none, 
rll, go too : very well. 

y well , go too : I cannot go. too, ( man ) nor 
well. Nay I think it is fcuruy : and begin to 
fe fopt in it. 
ry well. 

ell you, *tis not very well t I will make my 
e to Dejdemona, If ihe will returne me my 
11 giue ouer my Suit, and repent my vnlaw- 
on. If not, aflure your felfe, I will feeke 
f you. 

1 haue faid now. 

and laid nothing but what I proteft intend- 
ig. 

hy, now I fee there*8 mettle in thee : and 
this inftant do build on thee a better o- 

euer before : giue me thy hand Rodorigo. 
taken againft me a moft iuft excepti- 

I proteft I haue dealt moft directly in thy 

lath not appeer*d. 

grant indeed it hath not appeer*d : and 
on is not without wit and iudgement. 
«, if thou haft that in thee indeed, which 
Iter reafon to beleeue now then euer ( I 
pofe, Courage, and Valour ) this night 
thou rhe next night following enioy not 
take me from' this world with Treache- 
fe Engines for my life. 
11: what is it ? Is it within, reafon and com- 

, there is efpeciall Commiftion come from 
rpute CaJ/io in Othello's place, 
jiat true/ Why then Othello znd Dejdemona 
le to Venice, 

1 no : he goes into Mauritania and taketh 
him the fiire ^efdemona^ vnlefTe his a- 
Ingred heere by Ibme accident. Where- 
in be fo determinate, as the remouing of 

V do you meane remouing him ? 

ly, by making him vncapable of Othello*s 

king out his braines. 

1 that you would haue me to do. 

if you dare do your felfe a profit, and a 
tips to night with a Harlotry : and thither 

him. He knowes not yet of his Honourable 
you win watch his going thence ( which 
)n to fall out betweene twelue and one) 
ke him at your pleafure, I will be neere 
four Attempt, and he ihall fall betweene 
ftand not amaz*d at it, but go along with 
ihew you fuch a neceilitie in his death, that 
inke your felfe bound to put it on him. It 

fupper time : and the night growes to waft. 



ill heare further reafon for this, 
d you ihalbe fatisfi'd. 



Exeunt, 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Othello^ Lcdouico, Defdemona^ cy£miliay 
and tAtenJants^ 
Lod, I do befeech you Sir, trouble your felfe no further. 
0th, Oh pardon me : *twill do me good to walke. 
Lodoui. Madam, good night : I humbly thanke your 
Ladyfliip. 

Def. Your Honour a moft welcome. 

0th. Will you walke Sir ? Oh Dejdemona, 
'Def, My Lord. 

Othello. Get you to bed on th*inftant, I will be re- 
turned forthwith : difmifle your Attendant there : look*t 
be done. Exit . 

DeJ. I will my Lord. 
e/£m. How goes it now? He lookes gentler then he did. 

DeJ. He faies he will returne incontinent, 
And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me to difmifle you, 

t/£mt, DifmiiTe me f 

DeJ, It was his bidding : therefore good t/£milia^ 
Giue me my nightly wearing, and adieu. 
We muft not now difpleafe him. 

cy£mil, I, would you had neuer feene him. 

DeJ. So would not I : my loue doth fo approue him. 
That euen his ftubborneiTe, his checks, his frownes, 
(Pry thee vn-pin me) haue grace and ^uour. 
t/£mi. I haucilaid thofe Sheetes you bad me on the bed. 
^^. Airs one: good Father, how fooliih are our minds? 
If I do die before, prythce ihrowM me 
In one of thefe fame Sheetes. 

e/£mil. Come, come : you talke. 

DeJ, My Mother had a Maid calPd ^arharie, 
She was in loue : and he ihe louM prouM mad. 
And did fbrfake her. She had a Song of Willough, 
An old thing *twas : but it ezprefsM her Fortune, 
And ihe dy*d finging it. That Song to night, 
Will not go from my mind : I haue much to do. 
But to go hang my head all at one iide 
And flng it like poore ^rabane: prythee difpatch. 

e/£mi. Shall I go fetch your Night-gowne ? 

DeJ. No, vn-pin me here. 
This Lodouico is a proper man. 

e/£mil, A very handfome man. 

Def. He fpeakes well. 

c/£mU, I know a Lady in Venice would haue walked 
barefoot to Paleftine for a touch of his nether lip. 

DeJ. T7>e poore Soulejatjingmg^ hy a Sicamour tree, 
Sng all a green e \fillough : 
Her hand on her hojome her head on her fyee^ 

Sng Hniiottgh,miiottgh,frtiiough. 

Thefre/b Streames ran by her ^ and murmured her moanes 

Sing VTillough^ &c. 

Herjalt teares fell from her ^and Joftned tbejhnes^ 

Sng Villoughf &c, ^Lay by thefe ; 

fniloug-hf H^illough. (Prythee high thee : he'le come anon) 

Sng all a greene fVtllough muft be my Garland, 

Let no body blame hlm^is Jcornt I approue, 

(Nay that's not next. Harke, who is*t that knocks ? 

e/£mil, It*s the vdnd. 

'Def. Icaltd my Loue falje Loue : but r^hat Jald he then ? 
Sng fVillough,&c. 
If 1 court mo Vfomen,you^le couch with mo men, 
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^o get thee gone, good night : mine eyes do itch : 
Doth that boade weeping ? 

c/£milf *TU neyther heere, nor there* 

Def, I haue heard it faid To. O thefe Men, thefe men ! 
Do*(l thou in confcience thinke(tell me e^milia) 
That there be women do abufe their husbands 
In fuch grofle kinde ? 

e/£miL There be fome fuch, no queftion. 

Def. Would*ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world ? 

e/£miL Why, would not you ? 

'Def. No, by this Heauenly light. 

c/£mil. Nor I neither, by this Heauenly light: 
I might doo*t as well i*th*darke. 

fDef, Would'ft thou do fuch a deed for al the world ? 

t/£mil. The world*s a huge thing: 
It is a great price, for a fmall vice. 

Def. Introth, I thinke thou would*ft not. 

oEmil. Introth I thinke 1 (hould, and vndoo't when 
I had done. Marry, I would not doe fuch a thing M a 
ioynt Ring, nor for meafures of Lawne,nor for Gownes, 
Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole world : why, who would not make her hus- 
banda Cuckold, to make him a Monarcbf I ihoald ven- 
ture Purgatory for*t. 

*Def Befhrew me, if I would do fuch a wrong 
For the whole world. 

t/EmU. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i*th 'world ; 
and hauing the world for your labour, *tis a wrong in 
your owne world, and you might quickly make it right, 

Def. 1 do not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

e/fin/V. Yes, a dozen : and as many to*th* vantage, as 
would fh>re the world they plaid for. 
But 1 do thinke it is their Husbands faults 
If Wiues do fall : (Say, that they flacke their duties. 
And powre our Treafures into forraigne laps; 
Or elfe breake out in peeuiih lealoufies. 
Throwing reftraint vpon vs : Or (ay they fh-ike vs, 
Or fcant our former hauing in defpight) 
Why we haae galles : and though we haue fome Grace, 
Yet haue we fome Reuenge. Let Husbands know. 
Their wiues haue fenfe like them : They fee, and fmell. 
And haue their Palats both for fweet.and fowre. 
As Husbands haue. What is it that they do. 
When they change vs for othen.' Is it Sport? 
I thinke it is : and doth Affection breed it ? 
I thinke it doth. Is*t Frailty that thuserres? 
It is fo too. And haue not we AfTedlions? 
Defires for Sport? and Frailty, as men haue^ 
Then let them vfe vs well : elfe let them know. 
The iiles we do, their illes infhud vs fo. 

*Def, Good night, good night : 
Heauen me fuch vfes fend. 
Not to picke bad, firom bad ; but by bad, mend. Exeimt 



ASlus Quintus. Scena Vrima. 



Enter lago^and Rodor'igo. 
Ian. Heere, fbnd behinde this Barke, 
Straignt will he come : 

Weare thy good Rapier bare, and put it home : 
Quicke,quicke, feare nothing; He be at thy Elbow, 
It makes vs, or it marres vs, thinke on that, 
And fixe moft firme thy Refolution. 



Rod. Be neere at hand, I may mifcarry in*t.: 

lago. Heere, at thy hand : Be bold, U uke thy £ 

Rod. I haue no great deuotion to the deed. 
And yet he hath giuen mt fadsfying Reafoni : 
*Ti8 but a man gone. Forth my Sword : he dies, 

lago.l haue rub*d this yong Quat almoft to the U 
And he growes angry. Now, whether he kill Cafio, 
Or Cafpo him, or each do kill the other, 
Euery way<^akes my gaine. Liue Rodorigo^ 
He calles me to a refUtudon large 
Of Gold ,and lewels, that I bob'd firom him. 
As Guifts to Defdemona. 
It mufl not be : If Caffio do remaine. 
He hath a dayly beauty in his life. 
That makes me vgly : and befides, the Moore 
May vnfold me to him : there ftand I in much perill : 
No, he muft dye. But fo, I heard him comming. 
Enter Caffio. 

%od. I know his gate, *tis he : Yillaine thou dyd 

Caf. That thruft had beene mine enemy indeed, 
But that my Coate is better then thou know*ft : 
I will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. Oh, I am flaine. 

Cafjio. I am maym*d for euer ; 
Helpe hoa : Murther, murther. 
Enter Othello. 

Otb. The voyce of Caffiof Isgo keepct his word. 

Rod. O Yillaine that I am. 

Otb. It is euen Co. 

Caf. Oh helpe hoa : Light, a Surgeon. 

Otb, *Tis he : O braue lago, honed, and ivft. 
That hafl fuch Noble fenfe of thy Friends wrong. 
Thou teachefl me. Minion, your deere lyes dead. 
And your vnbieft Fate highes : Strumpet I come : 
For of my heart, thofe Charmes thine Eyes, are h^ 
Thy Bed luft-ftain*d, (hail with Lu(b blood bee fpo< 
Exit OtbeUo, 
Enter Lodouko and Gratiano. 

Caf. What hoa? no Watch? No pafTage ? 
Murther, Murther. 

Gra, *Tis fome mi(chance,the voyce is very dlref) 

Caf. Oh helpe. 

Lodo. Hearke. 

Rod. Oh wretched Yillaine. 

Lod. Two or three groane. *Tis heauy night ; 
Thefe may be counterfeits : Let*s think*t vnfafe 
To come into the cry, without more helpe. 

Rod, Nobody come : then (hall 1 bleed to death. 
Enter lago, 

Lod. Hearke. 

Qra. Here*s one comes in his Ihirt, with Light, 
Weapons. 

lago. Who's there f 
Who s noyfe is this that cries on murther? 

Lodo. We do not know. 

lago^ Do not you heare a cry ? 

Caf, Heere, heere : for heauen fake helpe me. 

Ligo. What's the matter ? 

Gra. This is OtbeIU*t Ancient, as I take it. 

Lodo. The fame indeede, a very valiant Fellow. 

Ligo. What are you heere, that cry fo greeuodly? 

Cajf, lago} Oh 1 am fpoyl'd, vndone by YUbines: 
Giue me fome helpe. 

lago. O mee. Lieutenant ! 
What Yllbines haue done this ? 

Caf, I thinke that one of them it heereabout, 
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And cannot make away. 

Itrp). Oh treacherous Villaines : 
What are yoo there ? Come in, and giue feme helpe. 

Rod. O helpe me there. 

Cajpo, That*s one of them. 

Xar^. Oh murderous Slaue t O Villaine I 

Md. O damnM lago \ O inhumane Dogge ! 

Iflr^o. Kill men i*tn'darke ? 
Where be thefe bloody Theeue s ? 
How filent U thisTowne ? Hoa, murther, murther. 
What may you be? Are you of good, or euUl ? 

JLm/. As you fliall proue vsypraiTc vs. 

Itfo, Signior Lodouico ? 

Led. He Sir. 

lago, I cry you mercy : here*s CaJpo hurt by ViUainei. 

Gra. Cajfio? 

Iag9. How i8*t Brother ? 

Caf. My Legge is cut in two. 

Iago> Marry heauen forbid : 
Light Gentlemen, He binde it with my (hirt. 
Enter *Bianea. 

Tian., What is the matter hoa? Who ls*t that cry'd } 

lago. Who is*t that cry'd ? 

Bian. Oh my deere Ca//Uf 
My fweet CaJ/io : Oh CaJfio^CaffioyCaJ^. 

lago, O notable Strumpet. Caffioy may you fufped 
Who they ihould be, that haue thus mangled yoo i 

Caf. No. 

Gra, 1 am forry to finde you thus ; 
I haue beene to feeke you. 

Jago, Lend me a^ Garter. So: Oh for a Cbaire 

To beare bim eafily hence. 

9/tfir. Alashe&ints. Oh CaffiotCaJftOfCagio, 

lago. Gentlemen all, I do fufpea this Irafli 
To be a party in this Iniurie. 
Padence awhile, good CaJJjo, Come, come ; 
Lend me a Light : know we this face, or no ? 
Alas my Friend, and my deere Countryman 
Rodorigof No : Yes fure : Ves, *tis Rodorlgo. 

Gra, What, of Venice? 

lago, £uen he Sir : Did you know him ? 

Qra, Know him? I. 

lago, Signior Gratiano fiery your gentle pardon : 
Thefe bloody accidents mud excufe my Manners, 
That fo negled^ed you. 

Gra, I am glad to fee you. 

Iago» How do you Caffio ? Oh, a Chaire,a Chaire. 

Gra. Rodorigo} 

lago. He, he, *tis he : 
Oh that's well faid, the Chaire. 
Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
Wt fetch the Generall's Surgeon. For you Mi (Iris, 
Saue you your labour. He that lies flaine heere ( Caffio ) 
Was my deere friend. What nulice was between you i 
Caf. None in the world : nor do I know the man ? 

Jago, What? looke you pale? Oh beare him o'th'Ayre. 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miftris ? 
Do you perceiue the gaftneiTe of her eye / 
Nay, if you ftare, we ihall heare more anon. 
Behold her well : I pray you looke vpon her : 
Do yoo fee Gentlemen ? Nay, guiltinefTe will fpeake 
Though tongues were out of vfe. 

t^m'd, Alas, what is the matter ? 
What is the matter. Husband ? 

lago. Cajfio hath heere bin fet on in the darke 
By Ibdorigo^ and Fellowes that ate fcapM : 



He*s almoft flaine, and \odorigo quite dead» 

c^£mil, Alas good Gentleman : alas good Q^fsh. 

lago. This is the fruits of whoring. Prythe c/£mUiay 
Go know of CaJ/io where he fupt to night. 
What, do you /hake at that ? 

Bian, He fupt at my hou{e,but I therefore fhake not. 

/tf^o. O did he fo ? I charge you go with me. 

c/£mil. Oh fie vpon thee Strumpet. 

^ian, I am no Strumpet, but of life as hooeft. 
As you that thus abufe me. 

c/£mil. As 1? Fie vpon thee. 

lago. Kinde Gentlemen : 
Let's go fee poore CaJpo dreft. 
Come Miftris, you muft tel's another Tale. 
c/Emiiiaf run you to the Cittadell, 
And tell my Lord and Lady,what hath happ'd : 
Will you go on afore ? This is the night 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quight. Bxtunt 



Sccena Secunda. 



Enter Othello ^ and Dejdemona in ber hed. 

Otb, It is the Caufe, it is the Caufe (my Soule) 
Let me not name it to you, ybu chafte Starrn, 
It is the Caufe. Vet He not fhed her blood. 
Nor fcane that whiter skin of hers, then Snow, 
And fmooth as Monumentall Alablafier : 
Yet fhe muft dye, elfe fhee'l betray more men : 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light : 
If I quench thee, thou flaming Minifler, 
I can againe thy former light reflore, 
Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunning'ft Patteriie of excelling Nature, 
I know not where is that Prometbaan heate 
That can thy Light re-Lume. 
When I haue pluck'd thy Rofe, 
I cannot giue it vitall growth againe. 
It needs muft wither, lie fmell thee on the Tree. 
Oh Balmy breath, that doft almofl perfwade 
luflice to breake her Sword. One more, one more : 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 
And loue thee after. One more, and that's the laft. 
So fweet, was ne're fo fatall. I muft weepe. 
But they are cruell Teares : This forrow's hcauenly. 
It ftrikes, where it doth loue. She wakes* 

DeJ. y/ho\ there / OtieJloi 

Otbel, IDefdemona. 

fDe/, Will you come to bed, my Lord? 

Otb, Haue you pray'd to night, fDeJden$on ? 



Def. I my Lord. 
Otb, l(y " 



you bethinke your felfe of any Crime 
Vnreconcil'd as yet to Heauen, and Grace, 
Solicite for it ftraight. 

Def, Alacke, my Lord, 
What may you meane by that ? 

Otb. Well, do it, and be breefe, I will walke by i 
I would not kill thy vnprepared Spirit, 
No, Heauens fore-fend) I would not kill thy Soule. 

Def, Talke you of killing ? 

Otb, I, I do. 

Def, Then Heauen haue mercy on mee. 



Otb. 
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Oth, Amen, with all my heart. 

Dtf. If you fay, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth, Humh. 

^ef. And yet I feare you : for youVe £itall then 
When your eyes rowlc fo. 
Why I ihould feare, I know not. 
Since guiltinefle I know not : But yet I feele I feare. 

Otb, Thinke on thy finneB. 

DeJ, They are Loues I beare to you. 

Otb, I, and for that thou dy*ft. 

/)(/. That death's vnnaturall, that kils for louing. 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your nether-lip? 
Some bloody pai^on (hakes your very Frame: 
Thefe are portents: but yet 1 hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 

Otb. Peace, and be ftill. 

Def. I will fo : Whafs the matter ? 

Otb, That Handkerchief 
Which I fo lou*d,and gaue thee, thou gau'ft to Caffio, 

^ef. No by my Life, and Soule : fend for the man, 
And aske him. 

Otb, Sweet Soule, take heed, take heed of Periury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def, I, but not yet to dye. 

Otb, Prefently. 
Therefore confefTe thee freely of thy finne j 
For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot remoue,nor choake the ftrong Conception 
That I do grone withall. 'rtiou art to dye. 

Dtf, O Heauen haue mercy on me. 

Otb, I fay. Amen. 

Def, And haue you mercy too. I neuer did 
Offend you in my life : neuer lou*d Caf/iof 
But with fuch generall warrande of Heauen, 
As I might loue. I neuer gaue him Token. 

Otb, By Heauen 1 faw my Handkerchiefe in*8 hand. 

periur*d woman, thou do*fl fh>ne my heart. 
And makes me call, what I intend to do, 

A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice. 

1 faw the Handkerchiefe. 

Def He found it then : 
I neuer pue it him : Send, for him hither : 
Let him confefTe a truth. 

Otb, He hath confeft. 

Dtf What, my Lord ? 

Otb. That he hath vs*d thee. 

Def How? unlawfully f 

Otb, I. 

Def He will not fay fo. 

Otb, No : his mouth is ftopp*d : 
Honeft lago hath *tane order for*t. 

fDef, Oh, my feare interprets. What is he dead ? 

Otb, Had all his haires bin Hues, my great Reuenge 
Had ftomacke for them all. 

Def Alas, he is betray'd, and I vndone. 

Or^.Out Strumpet : weep*ft thou for him to my face? 

Def O baniih me, my Lord, but kill me not. 

Otb, Downe Strumpet. 

Def, Kill me to morrow, let me liue to night. 

Otb, Nay, if you ftriue. 

Dtf But halfe an houre. 

Otb, Being done, there is no pawfe. 

fDtf, But while I fay one prayer. 

Otb, It is too late. Smotben ber^ 

t/£milia at tbe doore, 

^y£mll. My Lord, my Lord? What hoa ?| 



My Lord, my Lord. 

Otb .What noife is this ? Not dead? not yet quite deai 
I that am cruell, am yet mercifoU, 
I would not haue thee linger in thy paine ? 
So, fo. 

c/£mil,mtbin. What hoa? my Lord, my Lord ? 

Otb. Who*s there ? 

e/£m//. Oh good my Lord, I would fpeake la woi 
with you. 

Otb, Yes : *Tisz^£milJa : by and by. Shee's dead. 
*Tis like ihe comes to fpeake of C^Jfio*% death : 
The noife was high. Hah, no more moouing ? 
Still as the Graue. Shall ihe come in? Wer't good ? 
I thinke fhe ftirres againe No, what's beft to do? 
If fhe come in, fhee'l fure fpeake to my wife : 
My wife, my wife : what wife ? I haue no wile. 
Oh infupporuble ! Oh heauy houre ! 
Me thinkes, it fhould be now a huge Eclipfel 
Of Sunne, and Moone ; and that th'aflrighted Globe 
Did yawne at Alteration. 

e/£m/7. I do befeech you 
That I may fpeake with you. Oh good my Lord. 

Otb, I had forgot thee : oh come in c^mlia. 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw. 
Where art thou? What's the matter with thee now ? 
Enter oEmitta, 

c/£mil. Oh my good Lord, yonders fbule Murthe 
done. 

Otb, What? now? 

c/£mil. But now, my Lord. 

Otb. It is the very error of the Moone, 
She comes more neerer Earth then fhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 

c^EmU. C^fjioy my Lord, hath kill'd 
A young Venetian, call'd Rodorigo. 

Otb, HoJorigo kiird? and Caffio kilPd? 

c/Emil, No, Caffio is not kill'd. 

Otb, Not Caffio kiird/ Then Murther*s out of tone, 
And fweet Reuenge growcs harfh. 

Def, O fiilfely, falfely murder'd. 

t^m'tl, Alas ! what cry is that f 

Otb. That? What? 

oEmil, Out, and alas, that was my Ladies voice. 
Helpe, helpe hoa, helpe. Oh Ladie fpeake againe, 
Sweet Defdtmona, oh fweet Miftris, fpeake. 

Def. A guiltlefTe death, I dye. 

e/£m/7. Oh who hath done this deed ? 

Def No body : I my felfe, ^rewell : 
Commend me to my kinde Lord : oh farewell. 

Otb. Why, how fhould fhe be murdred ? 

e/£mil, Alas : who knowes ? 

Otb. You heare her fay her felfe, it was not I. 

c/dEm/V. She faid fo t I muft needs report the troth. 

Otb, She's like a Liar gone to burning hell, 
'Twas I that kilPd her. 

t/£mil. Oh the more Angell fhe, and you the bbci* 
er Diuell.i 

Otb, She tum'd to folly : and fhe was a whore. 

c/£mil. Thou do'fl bely her, and thou art a dioelL 

Otb, She was ^Ife as water. 

oEita'l, Thou art rafh as fire, to fay 
That (he was ^Ife. Oh fhe was heauenly tnse. 

Otb, Caffio did top her : Ask thy husband elfe. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell: 
But that I did proceed vpon iufl grounds { 

To this extremity. Thy Husband knew it all. 
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ti7. My Husband ? 


EmiL Villany, villany, villany : 


Thy Husband. 


I thinke vpon't, I thinke : 1 fmel't : O Villany : 


//. That flic was ^Ife to Wedlocke ? 


I thought fo then : He kill my felfe for greefe. 


I, with Cajjjio : had ihe bin true, 


O villany! villany! 


aen would make me fuch another world. 


Jago, What, are you mad ? 


entyre and perfedl ChryfoUte, 


I charge you get you home. 


t haue fold her for it. 


EmiL Good Gentlemen, let me haue Icaue to fpeake : 


i/. My Husband? 


Tis proper I obey him j but not now : 


I, *twat he that told me on her firft, 


Perchance Jago^ I will ne're go home. 


neft man he is, and hates the (lime 


0/b. Oh, oh, oh. 


tickes on filthy deeds. 


Smil, Nay, lay thee downe,and roare t 


viV. My Husband? 


For thou haft killM the fweeteft innocent, 


. What needs this itterance. Woman ? 


That ere did lift vp eye. 


hy Husband. 


Otb, Oh ihe was fbwle / 


mV. Oh Miftris, 


I f carfe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 


r hath made mockca with looc : 


Whofe breath (indeed) thefe hands haue newly ftopp*d : 


isband fay ihe was fiilfe ? 


I know this a^e ihewes horrible and grim. 


. He, Woman ; 


Gra. Poorc fDffdetmm : 


ly Husband : Do*ft Tnderftand the word ? 


I am glad thy Fatner*s dead. 


lend, thy Husband } honeft, honeft lago. 


Thy Match was mortall to him : and pure greefe 


nil. If be fay fo, may his pernicious Soule 


Shore his old thred in twaine. Did he liue now. 


ife a graine a day : he lyes to*th*heart, 


This fight would make him do a defperate turne i 


It too fond of her moft filthy Bargaine. 


Yea, curfe his better Angell from his fide. 


.Hah? 


And fall to Reprobance. 


■i/. Do thy woift : 


Otb. Tis pittifiili : but yet lago knowea 


cede of thine is no more worthy Heauen, 


That ihe with CaJ/io^ hath the A€t of ihame, 


:hou was*t worthy her. 


A thouiand times committed. Caffio confeft it. 


Peace, you were beft. 


And ihe did gratifie his amorous workes 


nil. Thou hail not halfe that powre to do me harm, 


With that Recognizance and pledge of Loue 


sue to be hurt. Oh Gull, oh dolt. 


Which 1 firft gaue her : I iaw it in his hand : 


orant as durt : thou haft done a deed 


It was a Handkerchiefe, an Antique Token 


not for thy Sword) He make thee known. 


My Father gaue my Mother. 


h I loft twenty liues. Helpe, helpe, hoa, helpe : 


Emil, Oh Heauen I oh heauenly Powres ! 


[oore hath kilPd my Miilris. Murther, morther. 


Jago. Come, hold your peace. 




Emtl. *Twill out, 'twill out. I peace ? 


Emttr Moutsno, Gratiano^ and logo. 


No, I will fpeake as liberall as the North ; 




Let Heauen, and Men, and Diuels, let them all. 


1. What is the matter ? How now Generall ? 


All, all, crie ihame againft me, yet He fpeake. 


r/7. Oh, are you comc^ lago : you haue done well, 
nen muft lay their Murthers on your necke. 


lago. Be wife, and get you home. 


Emil. I will not. 


. What is the matter ? 


Gra. Fye, your Sword vpon a Woman. 


nil. Difproue this Villaine, if thou bee'ft a man : 


Emil. Oh thou dull Moore, 


es, thoo told*ft him that his wife was ^Ife : 


That Handkerchiefe thou fpeak'ft of 


r thou did*ft not : thouVt not fuch a Villain. 


I found by Fortune, and did giue my Husband : 


^ for my heart is full. 


For often, with a folemne earneilnene. 


). I told him what I thought, 


(More then indeed belonged to fuch a Trific) 


•Id no more 


He begg*d of me, to fteale't. 


vhat he found himfelfe-was apt, and true. 


lago. Villanous Whore. 


vf/. But did you euer tell him. 


Emil, She giue it Caffio} No, alas I found it, 


«fiUfe? 


And I did giu't my Husband. 


. I did. 


lago. Filth, thou lyeft. 


»/. You told a Lye. an odious damned Lye t 


Smil, By Heauen I do not, I do not Gentlemen : 


ny Soule, a Lye j a wicked Lye. 


Oh murderous Coxcombe, what ihould fuch a Foole 


life with ai>? 


Do with fo good a wife ? 


a fay with Cajlo ? 


Otb* Are there no ftones in Heauen, 


). With Ctf^, Miftris? 


But what ferues for the Thunder ? 


, charme your tongue. 


Precious Villaine. 


'I, I will not charme my Tongue j 


Gra, The woman falles: 


ound to fpeake. 


Sure he hath killM his Wife. 


iftris heere lyes murthered in her bed. 


Emil. I, I : oh lay me by my Miftris fide. 


Oh Heauens, forefend. 


Gra. Hee's gone, but his wife's kill'd. 


7. And your reports haue fet the Murder on. 


Mon, *Tis a notorious Villain : take you this weapon 


tllo. Nay ftare not Maften, 


Which I haue recouer'd from the Moore : 


je indeede. 


Come guard the doore without, let him not pafife, 


r. Tis a ftrange Truth. 


But kill him rather. He after that fame villaine. 


9fit. O monftrous A^e. 


For *tis a damned Slaue. Exit, 

Otb, 
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Orb. I am not valiant neither ; 
But cuery Punie whipfter gets my Sword, 
But why (hould Honor out'liue Honefty ? 
Let it go all. 

c/EmiL What did thy Song boad Lady ? 
Hearke, canft thou heare me? I will play the Swan, 
.And dye in Muficke t fTtllougb, Willougb^ Willougb. 
Moore, (he was chafte : She louM thee, cruell Moore, 
So come my Soule to blifTe, as I fpeake true : 
So fpeaking as I thinke, alas, I dye. 

Otb, 1 haue another weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice brookes temper : 
Oh heere it is : Vnkle I muft come forth. 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coft thee deere ; 
Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fufFer. 

Otb, Looke in ypon me then, and fpeake with me. 
Or naked as I am I will afTault thee. 

gra. What is the matter? 

Otbel, Behold, I haue a weapon : 
A better neuer did it felfe (uftaine 
Vpon a Soldiers Thigh. I haue feene the day. 
That with this little Arme, and this good Sword, 
I haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your ftop. But (oh vaine boaft) 
Who can controU his Fate ? *Tis not fo now. 
Be not aftraid, though you do fee me weapon *d : 
Heere is my iournies end, heere is my butt 
And verie Sea-marke of my vtmoft Saile. 
Do you go backe difmaid? Tis a loft feare: 
Man but a Ruih againft Otbelio^t breft. 
And he retires. Where ihould Otbel/o go f 
Now : how doft thou looke now? Oh iIl-Starr*d wench, 
Pale as thy Smocke : when we ihall meete at compt. 
This looke of thine Mall hurle my Soule from Heauen^ 
And Fiends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girle ? 
£uen like thy Chaftity. O curfed, curfed Slaue | 
Whip me ye Diuels, 

From the pofleffion of this Heauenly fight t 
Blow me about in windes, roaft me in Sulphure, 
Wafh me in fteepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. 
Oh Dejdemon ! dead Dtjdmon : dead. Oh, oh ! 

Enter Lodouieo^ Oaffio^ Montano^ and Iag»^ 
vitb Officers. 

Lod, Where is this rafti, and moft vnfortunate man ? 

Otb. That's he that was OtbelU : heere I am. 

Lod. Where is that Viper ? 
Bring the Villaine forth. 

Otb. I look down towards his feet ; but that*s a Fable, 
If that thou bee*ft a Diuell, I cannot kill thee. 

Lod. Wrench his Sword from him. 

lago. I bleed Sir, but not kill'd. 

Otkel. I am not forry neither, Il'd haue thee line t 
For in my fenfe, 'tis happinefTe to die. 

Lod. Oh thou Otbelloj that was once fo good, 
Falne in the pradife of a curfed Slaue, 
What ihall be (aide to thee. 

0:b. Why any thing : 
An honourable Murderer, if you will : 
For nought I did in hate, but all in Honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his Villany : 
Did you and he confent in Caffio^% death. 

Otb. I. 

CaJ. Deere General!, I neuer gaue you caufe. 
Otb. I do beleeue it, and I aske your pardon : 
Will you, I pray, demand that demy-Diuell, 



Why he hath thus enfnarM my Soule and Body . 

/tf^. Demand me nothing: what yon know, jou knov: 
From this time forth, I neuer will ipeake word. 

Lad. WhaL> not to pray ? 

Qra. Torments will ope your lips* 

Otb. Well, thou doft beft. 

Lod. Sir, 
You (hall vnderftand what hath be&lne, 
(Which, as I thinke, you know not) heere is a Letter 
Found in the pocket of the flaine Rodorigo^ 
And heere another, the one of them importa 
The death of Caffio, to be vndertooke 
By Rodorigo. 

Otb. O Villaine! 

Caffio. Moft Heatheniih, and moft grofle. 

Lod. Now, heere's another difcontentcd paper 
Found in his pocket too : and this it feemes 
Rodorigo meant t*haue fent this damned Tillainc : 
But that ( belike) L^o in the interim 
Came in, and fatisfiM him. 

Otb. Oh thou pernitlous Caidfle ; 
How came you {Caffio) by that Handkerchiefe 
That was my wines ? 

Caffio. I found it in my Chamber : 
And he himfelfe confeft it but euen now, 
That there he dropt it for a fpeciall purpofe. 
Which wrought to his defire. 
Otbel. O Foole, foole, foole ! 

Caffio. There is befides, in Rodorigo^ t Letter, 
How he vpbraides lago^ that he made him 
Braue me vpon the Watch : whereon it came 
That I was caft : and euen but now he fpake 
( After long feeming dead ) lago hurt him, 
lago fet him on. 

Lod, You muft fbrfake this roome, and go with vs : 
Your Power, and your Command is taken off. 
And Caffio rules in Cyprus. For this Slaue, 
If there be any cunning Crueltie, 
That can torment him much, and hold him long. 
It fhall be his. You fhall dofe Prifoner reft. 
Till that the Nature of your ^ult be knownc 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring away. 

Otbt Soft you ; a word or two before yoa goe : 
I haue done the Sute fome feniice, and they kiiow*t: 
No more of that. I pray yon in your Letters, 
When you ihall theie vnluckie deeds relate, 
Speake of me, as I am. Nothine extenuate. 
Nor fet downe ought in malicd? 
Then muft you fpeake , 
Of one that lou*d not wifely, but too well : 
Of one, not eafily lealious, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the eztreame : Of one, whofe hand 
(Like the bafe ludean) threw a Pearle away 
Richer then all his Tribe : Of one, whofe fubdu'd Eyes, 
Albeit vn-vfed to the melting moode. 
Drops teares as faft as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinable gumme. Set you downe this: 
And fay befides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and traducM the State, 
I tooke by th*throat the circumcifed Dogge, 
And fmoate him, thus. 

IM. Oh bloody period. 

Gra. All that is fpoke, is marr*d. 

Otb. I kift thee, ere I kill'd thee : No way but this 
Killing my felfe, to dye vpon a kiiTe. ^ 
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f. This did I feare, but thought he had oo weapon : 

e was great of heart. 

i. Oh Sparton Dogge s 

fell then Anguifli, Hunger, or the Sea i 

t on the Tragicke Loading of this bed : 

b thy worke : 

)bie^ poyfons Sight, 



Let it be hid. GratJattOykeept the houfe, 

And (eize vpon the Fortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceede on you. To you. Lord Gouemor, 

Remaines tb eCenfure of this helli^ villaine : 

The Time, the Place, the Torture, oh inforce it : 

My felfe will (Iraight aboord, and to the State, 

This heauie Ad, with heauie heart relate. Exeunt ^ 



FINIS. 



The Names of the Adtors. 






) 



KThdlo, tie Mocre. 
Brabantio, Father to Defdemena. 
Caflio, an Honourable Lieutenant, 
a Villaine, 

>rigo, a guild Gentleman* 
of Venice. 



Senators. 

Montano, Gouemour of Cyprus. 

Gentlemen of Cyprus. 

Lodouico,tf/r</ Gratiano, tioo Noble Venetians. 

Baylors. 

Cloane. 

Defdemona, mfe to Othello. 
Emilia, fVife to lago. 
Bianca, a Curtezan, 
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THE T R A G E D IE O] 

Anthonie, and Cleopatra. 



iiAdlus Primus. Sccena Vrima. 




Enter fDemetriud and Pbllo. 

Pbilo. 
Ay, but this dotage of our Generals 
I Ore-flowes the meafure : thofe his goodly eyes 
That o*re the Files and Mufters of the Warre, 
Haue glowM like plated Mars: 
Now bend, now tume 
The Office and Deuotion of their view 
Vpon a Fawny Front. His Captaines heart. 
Which in the fcuffles of great Fights hath burft 
The Buckles on his breft, reneages all temper, 
And is become the Bellowes and the Fan 
To coole a Cypfies Luft. 

Flourijb. Enter Anthony^ Cleopatra ber Ladles ^ the 
Traine^wtb Eunuchs fanning ber, 
Looke where they come : 
Take but good note, and you ihall fee in him 
(The triple Pillar of the world) transform 'd 
Into a Strumpets Foole. Behold and fee* 

Cleo, If it be Loue indeed, tell me how much. 

^r.There*s beggery in the loue that can be reckoned 

Cleo, He fet a bourne how farre to be belou*d. 

jint. Then muft thou needes finde out new Heauen, 
new Earth. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

Mef, Newes( my good Lord )firom Rome. 

jfnt. Grates me, the fumme. 

Cleo, Nay heare them jintbonv, 
Fuluia perchance is angry : Or who knowes. 
If the fcarfe-bearded Otfar haue not fent 
His powrefuU Mandate to you.Do this, or this; 
Take in that Kingdome, and Infranchife that : 
Perform*t, or elfe we damne thee. 

jint. How, my Loue? 

Cleo, Perchance? Nay, and moft like : 
You muft not ftay heere longer, your difmiflion 
Is come from Cffar, therefore heare it Anthony, 
Where's Fuluiat Proceflc? {Oejars I would fay) both ? 
Call in the MefTengen : As I am Egypts Queene, 
Thou blu(heft Anthony^ and that blood of thine 
Is C^Jars homager : elfe fo thy cheeke payes fhame. 
When ihrill-tonguM Fuluia fcolds. The Meflfengers. 

Ant, Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Of the raingM Empire fall : Heere is my fpace, 
Kingdomes are cUy t Our dungie earth alike 



Feeds Beaft as Man ; the NoblenefTe of life 
Is to do thus : when fuch a mutuall paire, 
And fuch a twaine can doo*t, in which I binde 
One paine of puniihment, the world to weete 
We ftand vp PeerelefTe. 

Cleo, Excellent falfliood : 
Why did he marry Fuluia, and not loue her? 
He leeme the Foole I am not. Anthony will be himi 

Ant, But ftirr'd by Cleopatra, 
Now for the loue of Loue,and her foft houres, 
Let*8 not confound the time with Conference harih; 
There's not a minute of our liues Ihould ftretch 
Without fbme pleafure now. What fport to night ? 

Cleo, Heare the AmbafTadors. 

Ant, Fye wrangling Queene : 
Whom euery thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
To weepe : who euery paffion fully ftriues 
To make it felfe (in Thee)faire, and admir*d. 
No MefTenger but thine, and all alone, to night 
Wee'l wander through the flreets,and note 
The qualities of people. Come my Queene, 
Laft night you did defire it. Speake not to vs. 

Exeunt with the Tn 

Dem. Is Otjar with Antboniut prisM fo flight ? 

Philo, Sir Ibmetimes when he is not Anthony^ 
He comes too (hort of that great Property 
Which ftill fliould go with •Anthony, 

Dem. 1 am full forry, that hee approues the comi 
Lyar,who thus fpeakes of him at Rome ; but I will I 
of better deeds to morrow. Reft you happy. Si 

Enter Enobarlnu^ Lamprim^a Southfayer^ RMnnnu^ Im 
tUf Cbarmian^ Iratf Mardian the Eunuch, 
and Alexae, 

Char, L. Alexae^ fweet Alexatf mo^ any thing jlii 
almoft moft abfolute Alexasy where's the SoothI 
that you praisM fo to'th'Queene ? Oh that I knewe 
Husband, which you fay, muft change his Homes ' 
Garlands. 

Sooth fayer. 

Your will ? 

Is this the Man ? Is*t you fir that know thi> 

In Natures infinite booke of Secrecie, a lir 



Alex. 
Sooth. 
Char, 
Sooth, 
can read. 
Alex. 
Enob. 



Shew him your hand. 
Bring in the Banket quickly : Wine enoagl 
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CUopatra^i health to drinke. 

Char, Good fir, giue me good Fortune. 

Sootb, I make not, but forefee. 

Cbar, Pray then, forefee me one. | 

Sootb, Yoa fluU be yet farre fairer then you are. 

Cbar, He meanes in fleih. 

Irai» No, you ihail paint when you are old. 

Cbar. Wrinkles forbid. 

•Alex, Vex not his preicience, be attentiue. 

Cbar. Huih. 

Sootb. You (hall be more belouing, then beloued. 

Cbar. I had rather heate my Liuer with drinking. 

jilix. Nay, heare him. 

Cbar. Good now fome excellent Fortune : Let mee 
be married to three Kings in a forenoone, and Widdow 
them all : Let me haue a Childe at fifty, to whom Htrode 



of lewry may do Homage. Finde me to marrie me with 
Offaiam Q^far, and companion me with my Miflris. 

Sootb. You (hall out-liue the Lady whom you feme. 

Cbar. Oh excellent, I loue long life better then Figs. 

Sootb. You haue feene and proued a fiurer former for- 
tune, then that which is to approach. 

Cbar, Then belike my Children fhall haue no names: 
Prythec how many Boyes and Wenches mufl I haue. 

Seotb. If euery of your wifhes had a wombe, te fore- 
tell eoery wifh, a Million. 

Cbar. Out Foole, I fbrgiue thee for a Witch. 

jllex. You thinke none but your fheets are priuie to 
your wifhes. 

Cbar, Nay come, tell Iras hers. 

ji/ex. Wee*l know all our Fortunes. 

Etiob. Mine, and mofl of our Fortunes to night, fhall 
be dninke to bed. 

Jrat. There*s a Palme prcfages Chaflity, if nothing els. 

Cbar, E*ne as the o*re- flowing Nylus prefageth Fa- 
mine. 

Iras, Go you wilde Bedfellow, you cannot Soothfay. 

Cbar, Nay, if an oyly Palme bee not a fniitfull Prog- 
noflication, I cannot fcratch mine eare. Pry thee tel her 
but a worky day Fortune. 

Sootb, Your Fortunes are alike, 

Iras. But how, but how, giue me particulars. 

Soitb, I haue faid. 

Iras. Am 1 not an inch of Fortune better then fhe? 

Cbar. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better 
then I : where would you choofe it. 

Iras. Not in my Husbands nofe. 

Cbar. Our worfer thoughts Heauens mend. 

AUxas, Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 
mary a woman that cannot go, fweet Ifis^ 1 befeech thee, 
and let her dye too,' and giue him a worfe,and let worfe 
follow worfe, till the worft of all follow him laughing to 
his graue, fif^-fold a Cuckold. Good Ifis heare me this 
Prayer, though thou denie me a matter of more waight : 
good IJu I befeech thee. 

Irai, Amen,deere GoddefTe, heare that prayer of the 
people. For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a handfbme 
man loofe-WiuM, fo it is a deadlv forrow, to beholde a 
fbule Knaue vncuckolded : Therefore deere Ifit keep de- 
ctrumy and Fortune him accordingly. 

Cbar, Amen. 

Alex. Lo now, ifit lay in their hands to make mee a 
^ Cuckold, they would make themfelues Whores, but 
they*ld doo*t. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Eaob. «Hufh, heere comes Aiitbony, 
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Cbar. Not he, the Queene. 

Cleo, Saue you, my Lord. 

Enob. No Lady. 

Cleo, Was he not heere ? 

Cbar. No Madam. 

Qeo, He was difposM to mirth, but on the fodaine 
A Romane thought hath flrooke him. 
Enobarbus ? 

Bnob. Madam. * 

Cleo.Seeke him, and bring him hithen wher*s Alexias ? 

Alex. Heere at your feruice. 
My Lord approaches. 

Enter Anthony^ wtb a eMeJfenger, 

Cleo, We will not looke vpon him : 
Go with vs. Exeunt, 

Mejfen. Fuluia thy Wife, 
Firf^ came into the Field. 

Ant. Again fl my Brother LueUu ? 

MeJTen, I ; but foone that Warre had end, 
And the times fbte 

Made friends of them, ioynting their force *gainil Qefar^ 
Whofe better ifTue in the warre from Italy, 
Vpon the firfl encounter draue them. 

Ant, Well, what worfl. 

Mej: The Nature of bad newes infeds the Teller. 

Ant, When it concern es the Foole or Coward : On. 
Things that are pafl,are done, with me. *Tis thus. 
Who tels me true, though in his Tale lye death, 
I heare him as he flatter*d. 

Afef. Labienus ( this is fiiflfe-newes) 
Hath with his Parthian Force 
Extended Afia : from Euphrates his conquering 
Banner fhooke, from Syria to Lydia, 
And to Ionia, wliirft 

Ant, Antbony thou would*f^ fay. 

AfeJ, Oh my Lord. 

Ant, Speake to me home. 
Mince not the generall tongue, name 
Cleopatra as fhe is caird in Rome : 
Raile thou in Fuluia's phrafe, and taunt my &ults 
With fuch full Licenle, as both Truth and Malice 
Haue power to Ttter. Oh then we bring forth weeds. 
When our quicke windes lye flill, and our Hies told vs 
Is as our earing : fare thee well awhile. 

Me/. At your Noble pleafure. Exit Mejfmger, 

Enter another MeJ/enger, 

Ant, From Scieion how the newes ? Speake there. 

I . Mif. The man from Seicion, 
Is there luch an one ? 

^.Mt/ He fbyes vpon your yrill. 

•Ant. Let him appeare : 
Thefe fhong Egyptian Fetters I mufl breake. 
Or loofe my felfe in dotage. 

Enter anotber ^^ejfenger wtb a Letter. 

What are you ? 

l.vMef, Fuluia thy wife is dead. 

Ant. Where dyed fhe. 

MeJ. In Scieion, her length of ficknefTe^ 
With what elfe more ferious, 
Importeth thee to know, this beares. 

Antbo. Forbeare me 
There*8 a great Spirit gone, thus did I defire it t 
What our contempts doth often hurle firom vs, 
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We wiih it ours againe. The prefent pleafure. 

By reaolution lowring, does become 

The oppofite of it felfe : ihe's good being gon, 

The hand could plucke her bacice, that ibou*d her on. 

I muft from this enchanting Queene breake off, 

Ten thouiand harmes, more then the illes I know 

My idlenefle doth hatch. 

Enter Snoharhtu, 
How now Enobhrbui, 

Em, What*8 your pleafure, Sir ? 

^tb. I muft with hafte from hence. 

Emo, Why then we kill all our Women. We fee how 
mortal] an ynkindnefTe is to them, if they fuflfer our de^ 
parture death's the word. 

Ant. I muft be gone. 

Eno, Vnder a compelling an occafion, let women die. 
It were pitty to caft them away for nothing, though be- 
tweene them and a great caufe^ they ihould be cfteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra catching but the leaft noyfe of this, 
dies inftantly : I haue feene her dye twenty times vppon 
^re poorer moment : I do think there h mettle in death, 
which commits fome louing ade vpon her, Ihe hath fucb 
a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning paft mans thought. 

Eno, Alacke Sir no, her paffioni are made of nothing 
but the fioeft part of pure Loue. We cannot cal her winds 
and waters, fighes and teares: They are greater ftormes 
and Tempefts then Almanackes can report. This cannot 
be cunning in her ; if it be, (he makes a ihowre of Raine 
as well as loue. 

j4nt. Would I had neuer feene her. 

Eno, Oh fir, you had then left vnfeene a wonderful! 
peece of worke, which not to haue beene bleft withall, 
would haue difcredited your Traoaile. 

Ant. Fu/uia is dead. 

Eno, Sir. 

Ant, Fu/uia is dead. 

Eno, Fuluia ? 

Ant, Dead. 

Eno, Why fir, giue the Gods a thankefuU Sacrifice : 
when it pleafeth their Deities to uke the wife of a man 
from him, it (hewes to man the Tailors of the earth: com- 
forting therein, that when olde Robes areiworne out, 
there are members to make new. If there were no more 
Women but Fuluia, then had you indeede a cut, and the 
cafe to be lamented: This greefe is ctown*d with Confo- 
ladon, your old Smocke brings foorth a new Petticoate, 
and indeed the teares line in an Onion, that fliould water 
this forrow. 

Ant. The bufinefle fiie hath broached in the Sute, 
Cannot endure my abfence. 

Eno, And the bufineife you haue broach'd heere can- 
not be without you, efpecially that of CUopatra\ which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant. No more light Anfweres : 
Let our Officers 

Haue notice what we purpofe. I (hall breake 
The caufe of our Expedience to the Queene, 
And get her loue to part. For not alone 
The death of Fuluia^ with more yrgent touches 
Do ftrongly fpeake to vs : but the Letters too 
Of many our contriuing Friends in Rome, 
Petition vs at home. Stxtut Pompom 
Haue giuen the dare to Otjar^ and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our flippery people, 
Whofe Loue is neuer link*d to the deferuer. 



Till his deferts are paft, begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his Dignities 
Vpon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power* 
Higher then both in Blood and Life,fbndi vp 
For the roaine Souldier. Whofe quality going on, 
The fides o*th*world may danger. Muck is breedings 
Which like the Courfers heire, hath yet but life. 
And not a Serpents poyfon. Say our pleafure. 
To fuch whofe places vnder vs, require 
Our quicke remoue from hence. 
Enob, I fhall doo*t. 

Enter Cleopatra, Cbarmian, AUxat^and Irat. 

Cleo. Where is he? 

Char. I did not fee him fince. 

Cleo, See where he is, 
Whofe with him, what he does : 
I did not fend you. If you finde him fad. 
Say I am dauncing : if in Myrth, report 
That I am fodaine ficke. Quicke, and retnme. 

Qbar. Madam, me thinkes if you did loue him de 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like from him. 

C7eo. What fhould I do, I do not ? 

C6.In each thing giue him way,crofire him in notb 

Geo, Thou teacheft like a foole:the way to lofe 1 

Cbar, Tempt him not fo too farrc. I wifh fbrbea 
In time we hate that which we often feare* 

Enter Anthony. 
But heere comes Anthony, 

Cleo, I am ficke^and fallen. 

An. I am forry to giue breathing to my purpofe. 

Cleo. Helpe me away deere Charmem^l ihall fidl, 
It cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature 
Will not fuftaine it. 

Ant, Now my deereft Queene. 

Cleo. Pray you ftand farmer from mee. 

Ant. What's the nutter? 

Clfo.l know by that fame eye ther*8 (bme good a 
What fayes the married woman you may goe ? 
Would fhe had neuer giuen you leaue to come. 
Let her not fay *tis I that keepe you heere, 
I haue no power vpon you : Hers you are. 

Ant, The Gods beft know. 

Geo, Oh neuer was there Queene 
So mightily betrayed : yet at the fitft 
I faw the Treafons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra. 

Geo. Why fhould I thinke you can be mine, & t 
(Though you in fwearing (hake the Throaned Gods) 
Who haue beene filfe to Fuluia ? 
Riotous madneffe. 

To be entangled with thofe mouth*made vowea, 
Which breake themfelues in fwearing. 

Ant. Moft fweet Queene. 

Geo, Nay pray you feeke no colour for your going, 
But bid £irewell, and goe : 
When you fued ftaying. 

Then was the time for words : No going then. 
Eternity was in our Lippes, and Eyes, 
BUfTe in our browes bent : none our parts fo poore. 
But was a race of Heauen. They are fo ftill. 
Or thou the greateft Souldier of the world. 
Art turned the greateft Lyar. 

Afit, How now Lady ? , 
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>. I would I had thy inches, thou ihould^ft know 

were a heart in Egypt. 
r. Heare me Queene : 
rong neceiiity oi Time, commands 
rruicles a-while : but my full heart 
nes in vfe with you. Our Italy, 

o*re with ciuill Swords; Sextus Pompeiui 
I his approaches to the Port of Rome, 
tf of two Domefticke powers, 
fcrupulous fa^ion : The hated growne to ftrength 
:wly growne to Loue : The condemned Pemptjy 
n his Fathers Honor, creepes apace 
le hearts of ruch,as haue not thriued 
the prefent ftate^whofe Numbers threaten, 
uietneflTe growne ficke of reft, would purge 
r defperate change : My more particular, 
hat which moft with you ihould fkfe my going, 
nas death. 

Though age from folly could not giue me freedom 
t from childKhneflfe. Can Fuluia dye? 
r. She*s dead my Queene. 

heere, and at thy Soueraigne leyfure read 
rarboyles (he awak*d : at the laft,beft, 
ien,and where fhee died. 
u O moft falfe Loue ! 
! be the Sacred Violle's thou ihould'ft fill 
forrowflill water ? Now I fee, I fee, 
^ulas death, how mine receiu*d ihall be. 
/. (>iarrell no more, but bee prepared to know 
jrpoies I beare : which are, or ceafe, 
I Aall giue th*aduice. By the fire 
{uickens Nylus fiime, I go from hence 
ouldier, Seruant, making Peace or Warre, 
m affe^ 

>. Cut my Lace, Cbarmian come, 
:it be, lam quickly ill, and well, 
tbony loues. 

r. My precious Queene forbeare, 
iue true euidence to his Loue, which ftands 
incurable Triall. 
0. So Fulwa told me. 
bee turne afide,and weepe for her, 
bid adiew to me, and fay the teares 
I to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
rellent difirembling,and let it looke 
lexfeSi Honor. 

r. You'l heat my blood no more? 
9. You can do better yet : but this is meetly. 
/. Now by Sword. 
9. And Target. Still he mends* 
lis is not the beft. Looke pry thee Cbarmian^ 
:his Herculean Roman do*2 become 
arriage of his chafe. 
/. He leaue you Lady. 
0. Courteous Lord> one word : 
)u and I muft part, but that*s not it : 
m. and I haue lou*d, but there's not it : 
you know well, fomething it is I would : 
ly Obliuion is a very Anthony^ 

am all forgotten. 
rr. But that your Royalty. 
Idlenefte your fubie^, I ihould take you 
llenerTe it felfe. 
9. *Tis fweating Labour, 
are fuch IdlenefTe fo neere the heart 
is^rrtf this. But Sir,forgiue me. 



Since my becommings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your Honor calles you hence. 
Therefore be deafe to my vnpittied Folly, 
And all the Gods go with you. Vpon your Sword 
Sit Lawrell victory, and fmooth fuccefle 
Be ftrew'd before your feete.i 

Ant, Let vs go. 
Come : Our feparation fo abides and flies. 
That thou reciding heere, goes yet with mee j 
And I hence fieeting, heere reroaine with thee. 
Away. Exeunt. 

Enter OUaum reading a Letter, Lepldm, 
and their Traine, 

Qef, You may fee Lefidta^ztid henceforth know. 
It is not Cajan Naturall vice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the newes : He fi/hes, drinkes, and waAes 
The Lampes of night in reuell : Is not more manlike 
Then Cleopatra ; nor the Queene of Ptoiomy 
More Womanly then he. Hardly gaue audience 
Or vouchfafe to thinke he had Partners. You 
Shall finde there a man, who is th*abftra£U of -all faults. 
That all men follow. 

Lej>. 1 muft not thinke 
There are, euils enow to darken all his goodnefTe: 
His faults in him, feeme as the Spots of Heauen, 
More fierie by nights BlacknefTe } Hereditarie, 
Rather then purchafte : what he cannot change. 
Then what he choofes. 

CWl You are too indulgent. Let*s graunt it is not 
Amiffe to tumble on the bed of Ptoiomy^ 
To giue a Kingdome for a Mirth, to fit 
And keepethe turne of Tipling with a Slaue, 
To reele the flreets at noone, and ftand the Buffet 
With knaues that fmels of fweate : Say this becoms him 
(As his compofure muft be rare indeed. 
Whom thefe things cannot blemifh) yet muft t^inthony 
No way ezcufe his foyles, when we do beare 
So great waight in his lightneflTe. If he fiird 
His vacancie with his VoluptuoufneflTe, 
Full furfets, and the drinefTe of his bones, 
Call on him for*t. But to confound fuch time. 
That drummes him from his fport, and fpeakes as lowd 
As his owne State, and ours, *tis to be chid : 
As we rate Boyes, who being mature in knowledge, 
Pawne their experience to their prefent pleafure, 
And fo rebell to iudgement. 

Enter a Meffinger, 

Let. Heere*s more newes. 

Alef, Thy biddings haue beene done, & euerie houre 
Moft Noble Qefar^ (halt thou haue report 
How *tis abroad. Tomfey is ftrong at Sea, 
And it appeares,he is belouM of thofe 
That only haue feard Cafar : to the Ports 
The difcontents repaire, and mens reports 
Giue him much wrongM. 

Cai. I fliould haue knowne no lefle. 
It hath bin taught vs from the primall ftate 
That he which is was wifht, vntill he were: 
And the ebb*d man, 
Ne*re lou*d, till ne're worth loue. 
Comes fear*d, by being lack'd. This common bodie. 
Like to a Vagabond Flagge vpon the Streame, 
Goes too, and backe, lacking the varrying tyde 
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To rot it felfc with motion. 

MeJ, Otfar I bring thee word, 
Menacrates and Menas famous Pyrates 
Makes the Sea feme them, which they eare and wound 
With keeles of euery kinde. Many hot inrodes 
They make in Italy, the Borders Maritime 
Lacke blood to thinke on*t, and fluih youth reuolt, 
No Vcffell can peepe forth : but 'tis as foone 
Taken as fecne : for Pompeyes name ftrikes more 
Then could his Warre refifted. 

Cafar. Anthony^ 
Leaue thy lafciuious Vaifailes. When thou once 
Was beaten from cMedenay where thou flew'ft 
HirfittS, and Paufa Confuls, at thy heele 
Did Famine follow, whom thou foughfft again ft, 
(Though daintily brought yp) with patience more 
Then Sauages could fuffer. Thou did'ft drinke 
The dale of Horfes, and the gilded Puddle 
Which Beafts would cough at. Thy pallat the did daine 
The rougheft Berry, on the rudeft Hedge. 
Yea, like the Stagge,when Snow the Pafture flieets. 
The barkes of Trees thou brows'd. On the Alpes, 
It is reported thou did*ft eate (hange fleih, 
Which fome did dye to looke on : And all this 
( It wounds thine Honor that I fpeake it now) 
Was borne fo like a Soldiour, that thy cheeke 
So much as lank*d not. 

Lef, *Tis pitty of him. 

Caf. Let his ihames quickely 
Driue him to Rome, *tis time we twaine 
Did (hew our felues i^thTield, and to that end 
AiTemble me immediate counfell, fompey 
Thriues in our Idleneffe. 

Ltp, To morrow Cafar^ 
1 ihall be furni(ht to informe you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can be able 
To front this prefent time. 

Ca/.Til which encounter, it is my bufines too.Farwell. 

L/^.Farwell my Lord, what you flial know mean time 
. Of ftirres abroad, I (hall befeech you Sir 
To let me be partaker. 

Cafar, Doubt not ftr, I knew it for my Bond. Exeunt 
Enter Qleopatra^ Charmian, Jras^tT Mardian, 

Geo, Cbarmian. 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha, ha, giue me to drinke Mandregoru, 

Char. Why Madam > 

Cleo^ That I might fleepe out this great gap of time : 
My Anthony is away. 

Char, You thinke of him too much. 

Clio. O *ds Treafon. 

Char, Madam, I tmft not fo. 

Geo, Thou, Eunuch eM'ardian} 

Mat, What's your Highnefle pleafure ? 

Cleo, Not now to heare thee fing. I take no pleafure 
In ought an Eunuch ha*s : Tis well for thee, 
That being ynfeminar'd, thy freer thoughts 
May not flye forth of Egypt. Haft thou AfFeflions ? 

Mar, Yes gracious Madam. 

Cleo, Indeed? 

Mar. Not in deed Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what in deede is honeft to be done : 
Yet haue I fierce Afredtions,and thinke 
What Venus did with Mars. 

Oeo, Oh Cbarmion : 
Where think'ft thou he is now? Stands he, or (its he? 



Or does he walke? Or is he on his Horfe ? 

Oh happy horfe to beare the weight of Anthony ! 

Do brauely Horfe, for wot'ft thou whom thou mooa'fi, 

The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arme 

And Burganet of men. Hee*8 fpeaking now. 

Or murmuring, where's my Serpent of old Nyle, 

(For fo he cals me:) Now I fccde my felfc 

With moft delicious poyfon. Thinke on me 

That am with Phoebus amorous pinches blacke. 

And wrinkled deepe in time. Broad-fronted C«r/2rr, 

When thou was*t heere aboue the ground, I was 

A morfell for a Monarke : and great Pompey 

Would ftand and make his eyes grow in my brow. 

There would he anchor his Afped,and 6yt 

With looking on his life. 

Enter Alex m from Cafar, 

Alex. Soucraigne of Egypt, haile. 

Cleo. How much vnlike art thou Marine Anthony^ 
Yet comming from him, that great Medicine hath 
With his Tina gilded thee. 
How goes it with my braue Mar\f Anthonie ? 

Alex. Laft thing he did (deere Qu ene) 
He kift the laft of many doubled kiffes 
This Orient Pearle. His fpeech ftickes in my heart* 

Qleo, Mine eare muft plucke it thence. 

Alex. Good Friend, quoth he : 
Say the firme Roman to great Egypt fends 
This treafure of an Oyfter : at whofe foote 
To mend the petty prefent, I will peece 
Her opulent Throne, with Kingdomes. All the Eaft, 
(Say thou) fhall call her Miftris. So he nodded, 
And ibberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steede, 
Who neighed fo hye, that what I would haue (poke, 
Was beaftly dumbe by him. 

Cleo, What was he fad, or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o*th*yeare, between y eztremo 
Of hot and cold, he was nor fad nor merrie. 

Cleo. Oh well diuided difpofition: Note him, 
Note him good Charmian, *ta the man ; but note him. 
He was not fad, for he would fhine on thofe 
That make their lookes by his. He was not merrie, 
Which feem*d to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his ioy, but betweene both. 
Oh heauenly mingle ! Bee*ft thou fad, or merrie. 
The violence of either thee becomes. 
So do*s it no mans elfe. Met*ft thou iny Pofts ? 

Alex, 1 Madam, twenty feuerall MefTengers. 
Why do you fend fo thicke? 

Cleo. Who*8 borne that day, when I forget to kai 
to Anthonie^ fhall dye a Begger. Inke and paper dor- 
mian. Welcome my good Alexat, Did I CharmuM, ^ 
uer loue C^far fo ? 

Char, Oh that braue Cafar\ 

Geo, Be choakM with fuch another Emphafis, 
Say the braue Anthony. 

Char, The valiant Oefar, 

Geo, By I/r, I will giue thee bloody teeth. 
If thou with Qefar Parago nagaine : 
My man of men. 

Char. By your moft gracious pardon, 
I fing but after you. 

Geo, My Sallad dayes, 
When I was greene in iudgement, cold in blood, 
To fay, as I faide then. But come, away, 
Get roe Inke and Paper, 
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laue euery day a feuerall greeting, or lie Tnpeo> 
: • Exeunt 

nter Pompey^ Metiecrates, and Minas^in 

warlii^e manner. 
[f the great Gods be iuft,chey ihall affift 
Is of iufteft men. 

Know worthy Pompeyf that what they do de- 
not deny. 

Whiles we are Tutors to their Throne, decayes 
; we fue for. 

. We ignorant of our felues, 
xn our owne hannes,which the wife Powres 
for our good : fo finde we profit 
g of our Prayers. 
I ihall do well .* 

>le loue me, and the Sea is mine ; 
TS are Creflent, and my Auguring hope 
vill come to'th'full. Afari(e Anthony 
fits at dinner, and will make 
a without doores. Cajar gets money where 
I hearts : Lefidns Hatters both, 
is flatterM : but he neither loues, 
:r cares for him. 

CaJar and Lepidui are in the field, 
jr ftrength they carry. 
Where haue you this? *Ti8 falfe. 
From Siluimf Sir. 

[e dreames : I know they are in Rome together 
for Anthony : but all the charmes of Loue, 
uzfra foften thy wand lip, 
hcraft ioyne with Beauty, Luft with both, 
be Libertine in a field of Feads, 
18 Braine filming. J^picurean Cookes, 
with doylefle fawce his Appetite, 
:pe and feeding may prorogue his Honour^ 
a Lethied dulneflc— — 
Enter yarrlm, 
ft Varrm ? 

This is moft certaine, that I (hall deliuer : 
Anthony is euery houre in Rome 
. Since he went from Egypt, *tis 
for farther Trauaile. 
I could haue giuen lefle matter 
eare. Menas, I did not thinke 
^rous Surfetter would haue donn*d his Helme 

a petty Warre : His Souldierihip 
the other twaine : But let vs reare 
ler our Opinion, that our ftirring 
a the lap of Egypts Widdow, plucke 
re Luft- wearied Anthony, 

I cannot hope, 

d Anthony (hall well greet together ; 
e that's dead , did trefpafTes to Cajar^ 
her wan*d ypon him, although 1 thinke 
i*d by Anthony. 
I know not Menai^ 
Per Enmities may giue way to greater, 
lot that we (bnd vp againft them all : 
egnant they (hould fquare between themfelues, 

haue entertained caufe enough 

their fwords : but how the feare of vs 
aent their diuifions, and binde vp 
y difierence, we yet not know : 
our Gods will haue*t ; it onely ibnds 
s vpon,to vfe our ftrongeft hands 
fatoM. SxeuMt. 



Enter Enobarbtu and Letldm, 

Lep. Good Enoharbui^ 'tis a worthy deed. 
And (hall become you well, to intreat your Captaine 
To foft and gentle fpeech. 

Enob. I (hall intreat him 
To anfwer like himfelfe : if Cafar moue him. 
Let Anthony looke ouer Cajars head. 
And fpeake as lowd as Mars. By lupiter. 
Were 1 the wearer of Anthonio*s Beard, 
I would not (haue*t to day. 

Lep, *Tis not a time for priuate ftomacking. 

Eno. Euery time femes for the matter that is then 
borne in't* 

Lep. But fmall to greater matters muft giue way. 

Eno. Not if the fmall come firft. 

Let. Your fpeech is pafiion : but pray you ftirre 
No Embers vp. Heere comes the Noble Anthony. 
Enter Anthony and yentidim. 

Bno. And yonder CJtJar. 

Enter Cajar ^ Mecenoi^ and Agr'tppa. 

Ant. If we compofe well heere, to Parthia : 
Hearke Ventidm. 

Cajar. I do not know Mecenatf aske Agr'tppa. 

Lep. Noble Friends : 
That which combined vs was moft great,and let not 
A leaner a^ion rend vs. What's amiiTe, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our triuiall difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Then Noble Partners, 
The rather for I earneftly befeech, 
Touch you the fowreft points with fweeteft tearmes, 
Nor curftnefie grow to'th'matter. 

%Ant. *Tis fpoken well : 
Were we before our Armies, and to fight, 
I (hould do thus . Flonrifo. 

Caj. Welcome to Rome. 

Ant. Thanke you. 

Gr/. Sit. 

Ant^ Sit fir. 

CaJ. Nay then. 

Ant. I learne, you take things ill, which are not fo: 
Or being, concerne you not. 

CaJ. 1 muft be laught at, if or for nothing, or a little, 1 
Should fay my felfe oftended, and with you 
Chiefely i'th' world. More laught at, that I (hould 
Once name you derogately : when to found your name 
It not concerned me. 

Ant. My being in Egypt Cr/tfr, what was't to you? 

Caj. No more then my reciding heere at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt : yet if you there 
Did pradiife on my State, your being in Egypt 
Might be my queftion. 

ZAnt. How intend you, praAis'd ? 

Caf. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By wnat did heere befall me. Your Wifi* and Brother 
Made warres vpon me, and their conte(htion 
Was Theame for you, you were the word of warre. 

Anx.^QM do mifbke your bufines, my Brother neuer 
Did vrge me in his A^ : I did inquire it. 
And haue my Learning from fome true reports 
That drew their fwords with you, did he not rather 
Difcredit my authority with yours. 
And make the warres alike againft my (h>macke, 
Hauing alike your caufe. Of this, my Letters 
Before did (atisfie you. If youM patch a quarrell. 
As matter whole you haue to make it with, 
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It muft not be with this. 

CaJ. You praife your felfe, by laying defe£b oi lodge- 
ment to me : but you patcht vp your czcufes. 

Anth, Not fo^not fo : 
I know you could not lacke, I am certaine on*t, 
Very neceility of this thought, that I 
Your Partner in the caufe *gain(l which he fought, 
Could not with gracefull eyes attend thofe Warres 
Which fronted mine owne peace. As for my wife, 
I would you had her fpirit/m fuch another, 
The third oth*world is yours , which with a Snaffle, 
You may pace eafie,but not fuch a wife. 

EnoSar. Would we had all fuch wiues, that the men 
might go to Warres with the women. 

Aittb. So much vncurbable,her Garboiles (C«f/ar) 
Made out of her impatience : which not wanted 
Shrodenefle of policie to : I greeuing grant, 
Did you too much difquiet,for that youfmuft, 
But fay I could not helpe it. 

Cafar, I wrote to you, when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket vp my Letters : and with taunts 
Did gibe my Mifiue out of audience. 

jint. Sir, he fell vpon me, ere admitted, then ; 
Three Kings I had newly feafted,and did want 
Of what 1 was i*th*moming:but next day 
I told him of my felfe, which was as much 
As to haue askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrife : if we contend 
Out of our queftion wipe him. 

C^ejar, You haue broken the Article of your oath, 
which you /hall neuer haue tongue to charge me with. 

Lef^. Soft Ct/ar, 

Ant, No Lepidui , let him fpeake. 
The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 
Suppofing that I lackt it : but on Cajar^ 
The Article of my oath. 

C^Jar, To lend me Armes, and aide when I required 
them, the which you both denied. 

Anth, Negledted rather: 
And then when poyfoned houres had bound me vp 
From mine owne knowledge, as neerely as I may. 
He play the penitent to you. But mine honefty, 
Shall not make poore my greameiTe^nor my power 
Worke without it. Truth is, that Fuluia^ 
To haue me out Qi £gypt,made Warres heere. 
For which my felfe, the ignorant motiue,do 
So farre aske pardon, as befits mine Honour 
To ftoope in luch a cafe. 
. Let, *Tis Noble fpoken. 

Meet. If it might pleafe you, to enforce no further 
Tlie griefes betweene ye; to forget them quite. 
Were to remember : that the prefent neede, 
Speakes to attone you. 

Ltp, Worthily fpoken Meeenas, 

Enobar. Or if you borrow one anothers Loue for the 
inftant, you may when you heare no more words of 
Pompn returne it againe : you ihall haue time to wrangle 
in, when you haue nothing elfe to do. 

Anth, Thou art a Souldier,onely fpeake no more. 

Erioh. That trueth (hould be filent, I had almofl for- 
got. 

Anth. You wrong this prefence, therefore fpeake no 
more. 

Enob. Go too then : your Confiderate ftone. 

Otjar, I do not much diflike the matter, but 
The manner of hu fpeech : fbr*t cannot be. 



We ihall remaine in Aiendlhip,our conditions 

So difFring in their a6b. Yet if I knew. 

What Hoope ihould hold vs ftaunch from edge to ed 

Ath*world : I would perfue it. 

Agri, Giue me leaue Cajar, 

Cafar. Speake Agrif^, 

Agri. Thou haft a Sifter by the Mothers fide,admij 
Off aula r Great ^sMarl^ Anthony is now a widdower. 

Cr^r.Say not,fay Agriffa-, \f CUafattr heard yo«i,yo 
proofe were well deferued of raflmeiTe . 

Antb. I am not marryed Cajar x let roe heere Agrif^ 
further fpeake. 

^ri. To hold you in perpetuall ami tie. 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an vn-flipping knot, take AMtbcmy^ 
Offauia to his wife : whofe beauty claimes 
No worfe a husband then the beft of men : wbofe 
Vertue , and whofe generall graces, fpeake 
That which none elfe can vtter. By this marriage. 
All little leloufies which now feeme great. 
And all great feares, which now import their dangers. 
Would then be nothing. Truth*s would be tales. 
Where now halfe tales be truth's : her loue to both. 
Would each to other, and all loues to both 
Draw afbr her. Pardon what I haue fpoke, 
For *ti8 a ftudied not a prefent thought, 
By duty ruminated. 

Antb. Will Cafar fpeake ? 

Cafar. Not till he heares how Anthony is toocht. 
With what is fpoke already. 

Antb. What power is in Agriffa^ 
If I would fay Agrippa^ht it io. 
To make this good ? 

Mar. The power of O/zr, 
And his power, vnto Offauia. 

Antb, May I neuer 

S?o this good purpofe,that fo fairely (hewes) 
reame of impediment t let me haue thy hand 
Further this z6t of Grace : and firom this houre. 
The heart of Brothers gouerne in our Loues, 
And fway our great Defignes. 

Cafar. There's my hand: 
A Sifter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did euer loue fo deerely. Let her liue 
To ioyne our kingdome8,and our hearts, and neoer 
Flie off our Loues againe. 

Lepi. Happily , Amen . 

Ant, 1 did not think to draw my Sword 'gainft Pen^ 
For he hath laid fhange courtefies, and great 
Of late vpon me. I muft thanke him onely, 
Leaft my remembrance, fufier ill report : 
At heele of thar,defie him. 

Ltpi. Time cals vpon*s. 
Of vs muft Pompey prefently be fought, 
Or elfe he feekes out vs. 

Antb. Where lies he ? 

OtJar, About the Mount-Mefena. 

Antb, What is his ftrength by land ? 

Otfar. Great, and encreafing : 
But by Sea he is an abfolute Mafkr. 

Antb. So is the Fame, 
Would we had fpoke together. Haft we for it. 
Yet ere we put our felues in Armes, difpatch we 
The bufineiTe we haue talkt of. 

Ctjar. With moft gladneftfe. 
And do inuite you to my Sifters view, 
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- ftraight He lead you. 
Let vs Lepidui not lacke your companie. 
Noble Anthony^ not fickenefle ihould detaine 

Fhurifi>, Exit omnet. 
Manet Enobarbiu^ Agrifpa^Mtcenai, 
Welcome from -^gypt Sir. 

Flalfc the heart of Cajaty worthy Meanat. My 

le Friend Agrippa, 
Good Enobarlnts. 
We haue caufe to be glad, that matters are fo 

efted ! you (laid well by*t in Egypt. 
I Sir, we did fleepe day out of countenaunce : 

! the night light with drinking. 
Eight Wilde- Boaret rofted whole at a break- 
but twelue perfons there. Is this true ? 

his was but as a Flye by an Eagle; we had much 

•nftrous matter of Feaft, which worthily defer- 

g- 

as. She*8 a moft triumphant Lady, if report be 
her. 

When ihe firft met Mar\e Anthony^ flie purft 
art vpon the Riucr of Sidnis. 
There flie appear*d indeed : or my reporter de- 
i for her. 
I will tell you, 

;e ihe fat in, like a burniflit Throne 
the water : the Poope was beaten Gold, 
e Sailes :and fo perfumed that 
ides were Loue-ficke. 
m the Owers were Siluer, 
> the tune of Flutes kept ftroke,and made 
T which they beate,to follow /after; 
nis of their ftrokes. For her owne perfon, 
i all difcriptionyihe did lye 
luillion, cloth of Gold, of Tifliie, 
jring that Venns, where we fee 
ic out-worke Nature. On each fide her, 
tty Dimpled Boyes,like fmiling Cupids, 
ers coulour'd Fannes whofe winde did fecme, 
the delicate cheekes which they did coole, 
t they vndid did. 
• Oh rare for Anthony, 
Ker Gentlewoman, like the Nereides, 
Mer-maides tended her i*th*eyes, 
e their bends adornings. At the Helme. 
g Mer-maide fteeres : The Silken Tackle, 
:h the touches of thofe Flower-foft hands, 
;ly frame the office. From the Barge 
inuifible perfume hits the fenfe 
liacent Wharfes. The Cirty caft 
le out vpon her : and Anthony 
1 i*th 'Market-place, did fit alone, 
to'th*ayre : which but for vacancie, 
to gaze on CUopater too, 
e a gap in Nature. 

Rare Egiptian. 
i^pon her landing, Anthony fent to her, 
er to Supper : ihe replyed, 
be better, he became her gueft: 
le entreated, our Courteous Anthony ^ 
ere the word of no woman hard /peake, 
ber*d ten times oVe,goes to the Feaft ; 
lis ordinary, paies his heart, 
his eyes eate onely. 
Royall Wench : 



She made great Cafar lay his Sword to bed, 
He ploughed her, and ihe cropt. 

Eno, I faw her once 
Hop forty Paces through the publicke ftreete. 
And hauing loft her breath, ihe fpoke,and panted. 
That ihe did make derea,perfiraion. 
And breathlefife powre breath forth. 

Meet. Now Anthony yTtiM^ leaue her vtterly, 

Eno» Neuer he will not ; 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuftome ilalc 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetites thev feede, but ihe makes hungry, 
Where moft ihe fatisfies. For vildeft things 
Become themfelues in her, that the holy Priefts 
BleiTe her, when ihe is Riggiih. 

Mece If Beauty, Wifedome, Modefty,can fett Ic 
The heart of Anthony xO^ama is 
A bleiTed Lottery to him. 

Agrit. Let vs go. Good Enoharbui^ make your felfe 
my gueft, whilft you abide heere. 

Sno, Humbly Sir I thanke you. Exeunt 

Enter Anthony, Cafar, OSiama betmeene them, 

Anth, The world, and my great office, will 
Sometimes deuide me firom your bofome. 

OSla, All which time, before the Gods my knee ihall 
bowe my ptayers to them for you. 

Anth. Goodnight Sir. My Offauia 
Read not my blemiihes in the worlds report : 
I haue not kept my fquare, but that to come 
Shall all be done byth*Rule : good night deere Lady : 
Good night Sir. 

Cafar. Goodnight. Exit, 

Enter Sootbfaier, 

Anth, Now firrah : you do wiih your felfe in Egypt ? 

Sooth, Would I had neuer come from thence, nor you 
thither. 

Ant, If vou can, your reafon ? 

Sooth.l fee it in my motion :haue it not in my tongue. 
But yet hie you to Egypt againe. 

Antho, Say to me, whofe Fortunes ihall rife higher 
Cafars or mine ? 

&o/.C>/2irx.Therefore(oh Anthotn)Cby not by his fide 
Thy Daemon that thy fpirit which keepes thee, is 
Noble, Couragious, high vnmatchable. 
Where Ot/ars b not. But neere him, thy Angell 
Becomes a feare : as being o*re-powr*d, therefore 
Make fptce enough betweene you. 

Anth, Speake this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee no more buts when to thee, 
If thou doft play with him at any game. 
Thou art fure to loofe : And of that Naturall lucke. 
He beats thee *gainft the oddes. Thy Lufter thickens. 
When he ihines by : I fay againe, thy fpirit 
Is all afifraid to gouerne thee neere him : 
But he alway *tis Noble. 
Anth, Get thee gone : 
Say to Ventigiui I would fpeake with him. Exit, 

He ihall to Parthia, be it Art or hap. 
He hath fpoken true. The very Dice obey him. 
And in our fports my better cunning faints, 
Vnder his chance, if we draw lots he fpeeds. 
His Cocks do winne the Battaile, itill of mine. 
When it is all to naught : and bis Quailes euer 
Beate mine(in hoopt) at odd*s. I will to Egypte: 

And 
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And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
rth*£aft my pleafure lies. Oh come Ventigm, 

Enter Fentigm, 
Yoa muft to Parthia, your Commiifions ready : 
Follow me, and reciue^t. Exeunt 

Enter Lepidui^ Mecenas and jigrippa, 

Lepidiu, Trouble your felues no further : pray you 
haften your Generals after. 

Agr, StXT^Marl^ Antbony^mW e*ne but kifl*e OSiauia^ 
and weele follow. 

Lepi. Till I (hall fee you in your Souldiers drefle. 
Which will become you both t Farewell. 

tMece, Vft (hall : as I conceiue the iourney, be at 
Mount before you Lefuhu, 

Left. Your way is ihorter, my purpofes do draw me 
much about, you*le win two dayes vpon me. 

^Botb, Sir good fucceife. 

Left, Farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter CUopater^Cbarm'tan^IraSjand Alexas. 

Cleo. Giue me fome Muficke:Muficke, moody foode 
of V8 that trade in Loue. 

Omnes, The Muficke, hoa. 

Enter Mardian the Eunuch* 

Cleo, Let it alone, let*s to Billards : come Cbarmian. 

Char. My arme is fore,beft play with Mardian, 

Cleopa, As well a woman with an Eunuch plaide, as 
with a woman. Come you*le play with me Sir? 

MardL As well as I can Madam . 

Oeo, And when good will is (hewed, 
Though*t come to ihort 
The A^or may pleade pardon. He none now, 
Giue me mine Angle, weele to*th*Riuer there 
My Muficke playing farre off, 1 will betray 
Tawny fine fiihes,my bended hooke (hall pierce 
Their flimy iawes : and as I draw them vp. 
He think e them euery one an Anthony^ 
And fay, ah ha;y*are caught. 

Char, *Twa8 merry when you wagerM on your Ang- 
ling, when your diuer did hang a fait fi/h on his hooke 
which he with feruencie drew vp. 

Cleo, That time? Oh times : 
I laught him out of patience : and that night 
I laught him into patience, and nextmorne. 
Ere the ninth houre,I drunke him to his bed ; 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whilft 
I wore his Sword Phillippan. Oh from Italie, 

Enter a Mejfenger, 
Ramme thou thy fruitefull tidings m mine earcs. 
That long time haue bin barren. 

cMeJ, Madam, Madam. 

Cleo. Anthonyo*$ dead, 
If thou fay fo VUlaine, thou kiPft thy Miftris : 
But Mfell and free,if thou fo yeild him. 
There is Gold, and heere 
My bleweft values to kifle : a hand that Kings 
Haue lipt,and trembled kifling. 

Mef, Firft Madam, he is well. 

Cleo. Why there's moreGoId. 
But firrah marke,we vfe 
To (ay, the dead are well : bring it to that. 
The Gold I giue thee, will I melt and powr 
Downe thy ill vttering throate. 

Mef, Good Madam heare me. 



Cleo. Well, go too I will : 
But there's no goodnefle in thy face if An thorny 
Be free and healthfulljfo tart a fauour 
To trumpet fuch good tidings. I f not well. 
Thou ihouldft come like a Furie crowo*d with Snake 
Not like a formall man. 

Mef. Wilt pleafe you heare me? 

Cleo. I haue a mind to ftrike thee ere thou ipeak' 
Yet if thou fay Anthony Hues, 'tis well. 
Or firiends with Cafar^or not Capdue to him, 
lie fet thee in a ihower of Gold,and haile 
Rich Pearles vpon thee. 

cMef. Madam, he's well. 

aeo. Well faid. 

Mef. And Friends with Cafar, 

Cleo. Th'art an honeft man. 

Alef. Cafar^znd he, are greater Friends then euer, 

Cleo. Make thee a Fortune fi'om me. 

Mef But yet Madam. 

Cleo. I do not like but yet, it does alay 
The good precedence, fie vpon but yet. 
Bur yet is as a laylor to bring foorth 
Some monftrous Malefa^or. Prythee Friend, 
Powre out the packe of matter to mine care , 
The good and bad together : he's friends vnth Cafary 
In ftate of heal th thou faift,and thou faift, firee, 

Mef. Free Madam, no : I made no fuch report. 
He's bound vnto Offauia. 

Cleo. For what good turne ? 

Mtf For the beft turne i'th'bed. 

Cleo. I am pale Charmian. 

Mef, Madam, he's married to Offatda, 

Cleo. The moft infed^ous Peililence vpon thee. 
Stril^es him dtntme, 

cMef. Good Madam parience. 

Cleo. What fay you ? Srn^a 

Hence horrible Villaine,or He fpurne thine eyes 
Like balls before me : He vnhaire thy head. 

She bales bhn vp and dam 
Thou (halt be whipt with Wyer, and ftcw'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 

J^f Gratious Madam, 
I that do bring the newes, made not the match. 

Qeo, Say 'tis not fo, a Prouince I will giue thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud : the blow thou had'ft 
Shall make thy peace, for mouing me to rage. 
And I will boot thee with what guift befide 
Thy modeftie can begge. 

e^ef He's married Madam. 

Qeo. Rogue, thou haft liu'd too long. Dram a i 

Mef. Nay then He runne: 
What meane you Madam, I haue made no ^ult . ^ 

Cbar.Good Madam keepe your felfe within your i 
The man is innocent, 

Cleo. Some Innocents fcape not the thunderbolt: 
Melt Egypt into Nyle : and kindly creatures 
Turne all to Serpents. Call the flaue againe. 
Though I am mad, I will not byte him :Call? 

Char, He is afeard to come. 
Cleo, 1 will not hurt him, 
Thefe hands do lacke Nobility, that they ftrike 
A meaner then my felfe : fince I my felfe 
Haue giuen my felfe the caufe. Come hither Sir. 

Enter the Alejfenger againe. 
Though it be honeft, it is neuer good 
To bring bad newes ; giue to a gratious Meifage 
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of tongues, but let ill tydings tell 


Tofcourge th' ingratitude, that defpightfull Rome 


uc8,whcn they be felt. 


Caft on my Noble Father. 


I haue done my duty. 


Cafar. Take your time. 


[s he married ? 


Ant. Thou can'ft not feare vs Pompey with thy failes. 


hate thee worfer then I do, 


Wecle fpeake with thee at Sea. At hind thou know'ft 


gaine fay yes. 


How much we do o*re-count thee. 


He*8 married Madam. 


Pom. At Land indeed 


The Gods confound thet, 


Thou doft orecount me of my Fatherrs houfe : 


u hold there fti 11? 


But fince the Cuckoo buildes not for himfelfe, 


Should I lye Madame ? 


Remaine in't as thou maift. 


Dh, I would thou didft: 


Lef>i. Be pleas'd to tell vs, 
(For this is from the prefent how you take) 


my Egypt were fubmerg'd and made 


ne for fcal'd Snakes. Go get thee hence, 


The ofters we haue fent you. 


lou Narcijfm in thy face to me. 


Gr/ar. There's the point. 


mld*ft appcere moft vgly:He is married ? 


Ant. Which do not be entreated too. 


I craue your HighnefTe pardon . 


But waigh what it is worth imbracM 


He is married ? 


Cafar. And what may follow to try a larger Fortune. 


Fake no offence, that I would not offend you, 


Pom. You haue made me offer 


i(h me for what you make me do 


Of Cicelie, Sardinia: and I muft 


nuch vnequall,he*s married to O^auia, 


Rid all the Sea of Pirats. Then, to fend 


Dh that his fault ihould make a knaue of the6. 


Meafures of Wheate to Rome : this greed vpon. 


not what thwart fure of Get thee hence. 


To part with vnhackt edges, and beare backe 


rchandize which thou haft brought from Rome 


Our Targes vndmtcd. 


00 deere for me: 


Omnet. That's our offer. 


' vpon thy hand,and be vndone by em. 


Pom . Know then I came before you heere, 


. Good your HighnelTe patience. 


A man prepar*d 


In prayfing Antbonyyl haue difpraisM Ojar, 


To take this offer. But Mar(e Anthony, 


. Many times Madam. 


Put me to fome impatience : though I loofe 


I am paid for*t now : lead me from hence. 


The praife of it by telling. You muft know 


h IrtUyCharmian : *tis no matter. 


When Qefar and your Brother were at blowes, 


c Fellow, good Alexod bid him 


Your Mother came to Cicelie, and did finde 


he feature of OSauta : her yeares. 


Her welcome Friendly. 


ination,Iet him not leaue out 


Ant. I haue heard it Pompey, 
And am well ftudied for a liberall thanks, 


>ur of her haire. Bring me word quickly. 


for euer go, let him not QharmuM^ 


Which I do owe you. 


he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 


Pom. Let me haue your hand : 


er wayes a Mars. Bid you Altxas 


I did not thinke Sir, to haue met you heere, 


e word,how ull fhe is : pitty me Cbarmian, 


Ant, The beds i'th*Eaft are foft,and thanks to you. 


kot fpeake to me. Lead me to my Chamber. 


That calM me timelier then my purpofe hither : 


Exeunt, 


For I haue gained by*t. 


Enter Pompey yat one doore •with Drum and Trum- 


Cgfar, Since I faw you laft,ther*8 a change vpon you. 


anetber Qtfar , Lepidm , Anthony , Snoharhui , Me- 


Pom. Well, I know not. 


Agrippa^Mmtu vitb Souldiers Marching, 
Your Hoftages I haue, fo haue you mine : 


What counts harfli Fotune caft's vpon my face, 


But in my bofome (hall (he neuer come. 


ihall talke before we fight. 


To make my heart her vaflaile. 


. Moft meete that firft we come to words, 


Lep. Well met heere. 


refbre haue we 


Pom. I hope fo Zrfr^/Wctf , thus we are agreed : 


tten purpofes before vs fent, 


I craue our compofion may be written 


f thou haft confideredylet vs know. 


And feard betweene V3, 


tye vp thy difcontented Sword, 


Cajar, That's the next to do. 


ry backe to Cicelie much tall youth, 


Pom. Weele feaft each other, ere we part, and lett*8 


e muft pcrifli heere. 


Draw lots who fhall begin. 


To you all three. 


Ant. That will I Pompey. 


lators alone of this great world, 


Pompey. No Anthony uke the lot : but firft or laft. 


adtors for the Gods. I do not know, 


your fine Egyptian cookerie fhall haue the fiime, I haue 


>re my Father fhould reuengers want, 


heard that IuUm Cafar, ^tw ht with feafting there. 


a Sonne and Friends, fince lulim C^Jar^ 


Anth. You haue heard much. 


Phillippi the good ^rutm ghofted, 


Pom. I haue faire meaning Sir. 


iw you labouring for him. What was't 


Ant. And faire words to them. 


>u*d pale CaJpM to confpire ? And what 


Pom, Then fo much haue I heard. 


{-honored , honeft, Romaine 'Brutus, 


And I haue heard Appolodorm carried 


e arm*d reft. Courtiers of beautious freedome, 


Eno. No more that : he did fo. 


ch the Capitollfbut that they would 


Pom. What I pray you/ 


e man but a man, and that his it 


Eno , A certaine Qi^eene to Cafar In a Matris. 
Pom. I know thee now, how far'ft thou Souldier ? 


ide me rigge my Nauie. At whofe burthen. 


;er*d Ocean fome8,with which I meant 


Eno, Well, and well am like to do, for I perceiue 

Four^ 
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Foure Feafts are toward. 

Tom* Let me (hake thy hand, 
I neuer hated thee : I haue feene thee fight, 
When I haue enuied thy behauiour. 

Enab, Sir, I neuer louM you much, but I ha*prabM ye, 
When you haue well deferuM ten times as much, 
As I haue faid you did. 

Pom. Inioy thy plain neiTe, 
It nothing ill becomes thee : 
Aboord my Gaily, I inuite you all. 
Will you leade Lords ? 

Ml, Shew*s the way, fir. 

Font. Come. Exeutit, Manet Snob ,& Men as 

Aien, Thy Father Pompey would neVe haue made this 
Treaty. You, and 1 haue knowne fir. 

Enob, At Sea, I thinke. 

eMen. We haue Sir. 

Snob. You haue done well by water. 

Mtn» And you by Land. 

Enob, I will praife any man that will praife me, thogh 
it cannot be denied what I haue done by Land. 

e^rif. Nor what I haue done by water. 

Enob. Yes fome-thing you can deny for your owne 
fafety : you haue bin a great Thcefe by Sea. 

Men. And you by Land. 

Enob, There I deny my Land feruice : but giue mee 
your hand MenaSy if our eyes had authority, heere they 
might take two Theeues killing. 

Men. All mens faces are true, whatfomere their hands 
are. 

Enob. But there is neuer a fayre Woman, ha*s a true 
Face. 

Alen, No flander, they fteale hearts. 

Enob, We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am forry it is turned to a Drink- 
ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 

Enob. If he do, fure he cannot weep't backe againe. 

ePHen, Y'haue faid Sir, we lookM not for Marine An- 
tbony heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Enob. Cajari Sifter is callM Oeiauia, 

Men, True Sir, (he was the wife of Caius Marcellta, 

Enob, But (he is now the wife oi Mar cm Anthonm, 
' Men, Pray*ye fir. 

Snob. 'Tis true. 

Men. Then is Cajar and he, for euer knit together. 

Enob. If I were bound to Diuine of this vnity, I wold 
not Prophefie fo. 

Men. I thinke the policy of that purpofe, made more 
in the Marriage, then the loue of the parties. 

Enob, I thinke fo too. But you (hall finde the band 
that feemes to tye their friendfhip together, will bee the 
very (Irangler of their Amity : OElauia is of a holy, cold, 
and ftill conuerfation. 

Men, Who would not haue his wife fo ? 

Eno. Not he that himfelfe is not fo : which is Mar\e 
Antbonv : he will to his Egyptian difii againe : then fiiall 
the fighes of O^auia blow the fire vp in Cajar^ and (as I 
faid before) that which is the ftrength of their Amity, 
fhall proue the immediate Author of their variance. An- 
thony will vfe his affedtion where it is. Hee married but 
his occafion heere. 

Men, And thus it may be. Come Sir, will you aboord? 
I haue a health for you. 

Snob, I (hall take it fir : we haue vs*d our Throats in 
Egypt. 

Men, Come, let's away. Exeunt, 



MuRcl^ playes. 
Enter tvro or three Seruants wth a Banl^et, 

1 Heere they'l be man : fome o*th*their Plants j 
rooted already, the leaft winde i*th*world wil blow 
downe. 

2 Lepidiu is high Conlord. 

1 They haue made him drinke Almes drinke. 

2 As they pinch one another by the difpofition, 
cries out, no more; reconciles them to his entreatie, 
himfirlfe to*th'drinke. 

1 But it raifes the greatet warre betweene him < 
difcredon. 

2 Why this it is to haue a name in great mens 
lowfiiip : I had as liue haue a Reede that mdll doe n 
feruice, as a Partizan I could not heaue. 

I To be call'd into a huge Sphere, and not to be 
to moue in*t, are the holes where eyes ihould bee, « 
pittifuUy diiafier the cheekes. 

A Sennet founded. 
Enter Cafar , Anthony j Pompey ^ Lepidm , Agrippa , A& 
EnobarbuSf Menei^vritb other Captaines, 

Ant, Thus do they Sir : they take the flow o*th' 
By certaine fcales i'th*Pyramid : they know 
By*th'height, the lownefife, or the meane : If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus fwels, 
The more it promiles : as it ebbes, the Seedfman 
Vpon the flime and Ooze fcatters his graine, 
And fiiortlv comes to Harueft. 

Lep, Y*haue ftrange Serpents there ? 

Anth, I Lepidm, 

Lep, Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your 
by the operation of your Sun : fo is your Crocodile. 

Ant, They are fo. 

Pom, Sit, and fome Wine : A health to Lepidm, 

Lep, I am not fo well as I fhould be : 
But lie ne*re out. 

Enob. Not till you haue flept : I fiare me you*l I 
till then. 

Lep. Nay certainly, I haue heard the Ptolmki 1 
mifis are very goodly things : without contradidi 
haue heard that 

Menai, Pompey ^z. word. 

Pomp. Say in mine eare,what is*t. 

Men, Forfake thy feate I do befeech thee Captabi 
And heare me fpeake a word. 

Pom. Forbeare me till anon. fFhiJ^ers int 

This Wine for Lepidm, 

Lep, What manner o*thing is your Crocodile ? 

Ant . It is fiiapM fir like it felfe, and it is as broad 
hath bredth ; It is iuft fo high as it is, and mooues i 
owne organs. It liues by that which nouriihetb it 
the Elements once out of it, it Tranfmigrates. 

Lep, What colour is it of? 

Ant, Of it owne colour too. 

Lep* *Tis a ftrange Serpent. 

Ant, Tis fo, and the teares of it are wet. 
CaJ, Will this defcription fadsfie him ? 
Ant. With the Health that Pompey giues him, d 
is a very Epicure. 

Pomp. Go hang fir, hang : tell me of that f Awa 
Do as I bid you. Where*s this Cup I calPd fi>r ? 
Men, If for the fake of Merit thou wilt heare m' 
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n thy ftoole. 

I thinke th*art mad : the matter ? 
r. I haue euer held my cap off to thy Fortunes. 

Thou haft feru'd me with much ^ith : what*8 
ly } Be iolly Lords. 
. Thefe Quicke-fands Lepidw, 
ffythem for you finke. 

Wilt thou be Lord of all the world ? 

What faift thou } 

Wilt thou be Lord oi the whole world ? 
irice. 

How ihould that be i 
r. But entertaine it, and though thou thinke me 
am the man will giue thee all the world. 

Haft thou drunke well, 
r. No Pompey^ I haue kept me from the cup, 
t if thou dar'ft be, the earthly loue : 
e the Ocean pales, or akie inclippes, 
if thou wilt ha't. 

Shew me which way ? 

Thefe three World-fliarers, thefe Competitors 
hy veftfell. Let me cut the Cable, 
en we are put off, fall to their throates : 
e is thine. 

Ah, this thou fhouldft haue done, 

haue fpoke on*t. In me *tis yillanie, 
't had bin good feruice : thou muft know, 
my profit that does lead mine Honour : 
onour it. Repent that ere thy tongue, 
betraide thine z€tt. Being done vnknowne, 
haue found it afterwards well done, 
\ condemne it now : deiift,and drinke. 

For this, He neuer follow 
Td Fortunes more, 

;kes and will not take, when once*tis offered, 
uer finde it more. 

This health to Lep'tdm. 
Beare him aihore, 
;e it for him Vompey. 
Heere*8 to thee Mtnas. 

Enoharbuiy welcome. 

Fill till the cup be hid. 
Therc*8 a fb-ong Fellow MenM. 

Why? 

A beares the third part of the world man : feeft 

The third part, then he is drunk : would it were 
It might go on wheeles. 
Drinke thou : encreafe the Reeles. 

Come. 
This is not yet an Alexandrian Feaft. 

It npen*s towards it : ftrike the VefTells hoa. 
to C^far. 

r. I could well forbear*t, it*8 monftrous labour 
wafh my braine,and it grow fouler. 

Be a Child o'th*time, 

rr. PofTeffe it, lie make anfwer : but I had rather 
aU,foure dayes,then drinke fo much in one. 
. Ha my braue Emperour, ihall we daunce now 
ptian Backenals,and celebrate our drinke? 
. Let*8 ha*t good Souldier. 

Come, let*8 all take hands, 
t the conquering Wine hath fteep*t our fenfe, 
tnd delicate Lethe. 

All take hands: 
ittery to our eares with the loud Muficke, 



The while. He place you, then the Boy fhall ling. 
The holding euery man fhall beate as loud, 
As his ftrong fides can volly. 

Mu/ici^ Playes, Smbarbus places them band in band. 
The Song. 
Come tbou Anarch of the Vlne^ 
Plumpie *Baccbuif i^ifb pini(e eyne : 
In tky Fattes our Cares be drown*d^ 
fVttb thy Qrapes our batres be Crown* d. 
Cup -us till tbe world go round ^ 
Cup Its till tbe world go round. 

C^far. What would you more? 
fompey goodnight. Good Brother 
Let me requeft you of our grauer bufinefTe 
Frownes at this leuitie. Gentle Lords let*s part. 
You fee we haue burnt our clieekes. Strong Snobarbe 
Is weaker then the Wine, and mine owne tongue 
Spleet*s what it fpeakes: the wilde difguife hath almoft 
Antickt vs all. What needs more words / goodnight. 
Good j^ntbony your hand. 

Pom, lie try you on the fhore. 

Antb. And fhall Sir, giues your hand. 

Pom, Oh jint bony, y 0)1 haue my Father houfe. 
But what, we are Friends? 
Come downe into the Boate. 

Eno. Take heed you fall not Menas : He not on fhore. 
No to my Cabin : thefe Drummes, 
Thefe Trumpets, Flutes : what 
Let Neptune heare, we bid aloud farewell 
To thefe great Fellowes.Sound and be hang*d, found out. 
Sound a Flourijb witb Drummes, 

Enor. Hoo faies a there *s my Cap. 

Men, Hoa, Noble Captaine,come. Exeunt, 

Enter 'Ventidiui ai it were in trinmph, tbe dead body of Paco- 
rtu borne before bim. 

Ven, Now darting Parthya art thou ftroke,and now 
Pleased Fortune does of Marcm Crajfm death 
Make me reuenger. Beare the Kings Sonnes body. 
Before our Army thy Pacorm Grades , 
Paies this for Marcus Crajfus. 

Romaine. Noble Ventidiui, 
WhiPft yet vnth Parthian blood thy Sword is warme. 
The Fugitiue Parthians follow. Spurre through Media, 
Mefapotamia,and the fhelten, whether 
The routed fiie. So thy grand Captaine Antbony 
Shall fet thee on triumphant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy head. 

Fen. Oh SlliM,Sillius, 
I haue done enough. Alower place note well 
May make too great an a^. For learne this Silliui, 
Better to leaue vndone, then by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we femes away. 
Cafar and tAntbony, haue euer wonne 
More in their officer, then perfon. Soffiud 
One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 
For quicke accumulation of renovme. 
Which heatchiu'd by*th'minutc,loft his fauour. 
Who does i'th'Warres more then his Captaine can, 
Becomes his Captaines Captaine : andA mbition 
(The Souldiers vertue )rather makes choife of lofTe 
Then gaine, which darkens him. 
I could do more to do Antbonius good. 
But *twould offend him. And in his ofience, 

Shoul^i 
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^hould my performance peri(h. 

Rom, Thou haft f^etitidius that, without the which a 
Souldier and his Sword graunts fcarce diftin^on : thou 
wilt write to j^ntbony. 

Vtn, lie humbly fignifie what in his name. 
That magicall word of Warre we haue efFe£led, 
How with his Banners, and his well paid ranks. 
The nere-yet beaten Horfe of Parthia, 
We haue laded out o*thTield. 

Rom, Where is he now ? 

VenMt. purpofeth to Athens, whither with what haft 
The waight we muft conuay with*s, will permit : 
We fhall appeare before him. On there ,pa(re along. 

Extunt, 

Enter Agrippa at one doore^ Enoharbm at another, 

jigr'u What are the Brothers parted ? 

Eno, They haue difpatcht with Pomfey^he is gone. 
The other three are Sealing. Ofiauia weepes 
To part from Rome : Cajar is fad, and Lepidm 
Since Pompeyt feaft, as Menas faies, is troubled 
With the Greene-SickneOe. 

Agri. *Tis a Noble Lepldiu, 

Eno. A very fine one : oh, how he loues Cajar, 

Agri. Nay but how deerely he adores Marl^ Anthony, 

Eno. Qefar} why he*s the lupiter of men. 

Ant. What*8 Anf bony ^the God of lupiter ? 

Eno. Spake you of Cuejar ?How, the non-pareill ? 

Agri. Oh Anthony f oh thou Arabian Bird ! 

Eno. Would you praife Cajar, fay Cafarigo no further. 

^j^.Indeed he plied them both with excellent praifes. 

Eno. But he loues CUeJar beft,yet he loues Anthony : 
Hooy Hearts, Tongues, Figure, 
Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Thinke fpeake, caft, write, fing, number : hoc, 
His loue to Anthony, But as for Cajar^ 
Kneele downe,kneele downe,and wonder* 

Agri, Both he loues. 

Eno, They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, fo: 
This is to horfe : Adieu, Noble Agrippa. 

Agri, Good Fortune worthy Souldier,and farewell. 

Enter Cafar, Anthony yLepidiu, and O&auia, 

Antho. No further Sir. 

Cajar. You take from me a great part of my felfe; 
Yfe me well in*t. Sifter, proue fuch a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheft Band 
Shall paffe on thy approofe : moft Noble Anthony^ 
Let not the peece of Vertue which is fet 
Betwixt vs,as the Cyment of our loue 
To keepe it builded, be the Ramme to batter 
The Fortrefle of if.for better might we 
Haue lou*d without this meane,if onboth parts 
This be not cherifht. 

Ant. Make me not ofFended,in your diftruft. 

Cafar, I haue faid. 

Ant. You ftiall not finde. 
Though you be therein curious, the left caufe 
For what you feeme to feare,fo the Gods keepe you. 
And make the hearts of Romaines feme your ends : 
We will heere part. 

Cajar, Farewell my deereft Sifter, fare xhee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee, an J make 
Thy fpirits all of comfort : fare thee well. 

Oaa, My Noble Brother. 

Anth. The Aprill*s in her eyes, it is Loues fpring, 
And thefe the fhowers to bring it on : be cheerfuU. 



03a, Sir,looke well to my Husbands hou(e : am 

O/tfr. What Oaauta ? 

OBa, He tell you in your eare. 

Ant, Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor caji 
Her heart informe her tougue. 
The Swannes downe feather 
That ftands vpon the Swell at the full of Tide : 
And neither way inclines. 

Eno, Will O/flr weepe > 

Agr, He ha*8 a cloud in*8 face. 

Eno. He were the worfe for that were he a Horfe, 
he being a|man. 

Agri. Why Enobarhu : 
When Anthony found luUm C^far dead. 
He cried almoft to roa ring : And he wept, 
When at Phlllippi he found Brutus flaine. 

Eno, That yearindeed,he was trobled with a rbn 
What willingly he did confound, he waiFd, 
Beleeu*t till 1 weepe too. 

Carfar. No fweet Offauia^ 
You fhall heare from me ftill : the time iliall not 
Out.go my thinking on you. 

^Ant. Come Sir, come. 
He wraftle with you in my ftrength of loue, 
Looke heere I haue you, thus I let you go, 
And giue you to the Gods. 

C^ar. Adieu, be happy. 

Lep. Let all the number of the Starres giue light 
To thy faire way* 

cJfar. Farewell, farewell. KtfisOA 

Ant, Farewell. I'rumpets found, Bx\ 

Enter Cleopatra ^ Cbarmian^ Iras^and Alexai, 

Cleo. Where is the Fellow? 

Alex, Halfe afeard to come. 

Cleo, Go too, go too : Come hither Sir. 
Enter the Mejfenger ae before, 

Alex. Good Maieftie : Herod of lury dare not k 
Tpon you, but when you are wellpleas*d. 

Qeo. That Herodx head, He haue : but how? Vi 
^Anthony is gone, through whom I might commaaiK 
Come thou neere. 

Mef. Moft gratious Maieftie. 

Cleo. Did^ft thou behold Oaauia ? 

Mef, I dread Queene. 

aeo. Where ^ 

Mef, Madam in Rome, I lookt her in the hat : 
faw her led betweene her Brother, and e3fkri^ *A^ 

Cleo, Is (he as ull as me f 

Mef, She is not Madam. 

Cleo. Did ft heare her fpeake ? 
Is fhe ihrill tonguM or low f 

Mef. Madam, I heard her fpeake, fhe is low voic'd 

Qeo, That*8 not fo good : he cannot like her loa^ 

Char, Like her ? Oh IfU : *tis impoflible. 

Qeo, I thinke fo Charmian: dull of tongue, & dwi 
What Maieftie is in her gate, remember 
If ere thou look*ft on Maieftie. 

A^f. She creepes:her motion, & her ftation are as 
She ihewes a body, rather then a life, 
A Sutue,then a Breather. 

Cleo, Is this certaine ? 

Mef, Or I haue no obferuance. 

Cha, Three in Egypt cannot make better note. 

Cleo» He*s very knowing, I do percdu^t, 
There*s nothing in her yet. 



zAnthony a nd Qleopatra. 



353 



low ha*s good iadgement. 

Excellent. 
Guefle at her yeares, I pry thee. 

Madam, (he was a widdow. 
Widdow } Cbarmiatif hearke. 
And I do thinke (he's thirtie. 
(ear*ft thou her face in mind? is't long or roandP 

Round, euen to fauIiinelTe. 
For the moft part too, they are fooVifh that are 

haire what colour ? 

Browne Madam : and her forehead 
IS (he would wiih it. 
There's Gold for thee, 
uft not take my former (harpenefle ill, 
oploy thee backe againe : I finde thee 
for bufineile. Go, make thee ready, 
ters are prepared. 

A proper man. 
Indeed be is (b : I repent me much 
I harried him. Why me think*s by him, 
:ature*s no fuch thing. 

Nothing Madam. 

The man hath feene fome Maiefty, and ihould 

Hath he feene Maieftie P IJts elfe defend : and 
^ou fo long. 

r. I haue one thing more to aske him yet good 
f : but *tis no matter, thou (halt bring him to me 
will write; all may be well enough. 

I warrant you Madam. Sxeunt, 

Enter Anthony and Offauia* 
Nay, nay OSiauiaytiot onely that, 
re excu^ble^that and thoufands more 
lable import, but he hath wagM 
arres 'gainft Pompey. Made his will, and read it, 
icke eare, fpoke icantly of me, 
erforce he could not 
me tearmes of Honour : cold and fickly 
ed then moft narrow meafure;lent me, 
he beft hint was giuen him : he not look*t, 
t from his teeth. 
i. Oh my g6od Lord, 

not all,or if you muft beleeue, 
:e not all. A more ynbappie Lady, 
euifion chance, ne*re flood betweene 
for both parts : 
d Gods wil mocke me prefently, 

(hall pray:Oh blefle my Lord, and Husband, 
lat prayer, by crying out as loud, 
Fe my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, 
and diftroyes the prayer, no midway 
hefe extreames at all. 

Gentle Offat/ia, 

beft looe draw to that point which feeks 
ireferue it : if I loofe mine Honour, 
ny felfo: better I were not yours 
nir fo branchlelTe. But as you requefted, 
Ifo fluU go between*s, the meane time Lady, 
the preparation of a Warre 
ine your Brother, make your fooneft haft, 
deAres are yours. 
Thanks to my Lord, 

e of power make me moft weake,moft weake, 
»nciler: Warres *twixt you twaine would be, 
t world ftiould cleaue,and that flaine men 
oader vp the Rift. 



Anfb. When it appeeres to you where this begins, 
Turne your difpleafure that way, for our &ults 
Can neuer be fo equall,that your loue 
Can equally moue with them. Prouide your going, 
Choofe your owne company, and command what coft 
Your heart he's mind too. Exeunt, 

Enter EnobarbM^and Eros. 

Eno, How now Friend Eros} 

Eros, Ther*s ftrangc Newes come Sir. 

Eno. Whatman/ 

Ero, C^Jar Sc Lepidut haue made warres vpon fom[ey. 

Eno. This is old, what is the fucceffe ? 

Eros* C^far hauing made vfe of him in the warres 
'gainft Pompey*. prefently denied him riuality, would not 
let him partake in the glory oi the action, and not refling 
here, accufes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pompey. Vpon his owne appeale feizes him,fo the poore 
third IS yp, till death enlarge his Confine. 

Eno. Then would thou hadft a paire of chapsn o more, 
and throw betweene them all the food thou haft, they'le 
grinde the other. Where's Anthony} 

Eros. He*s walking in the garden thus, and fpumes 
The ruih that lies before him. Cries Foole LepidiUy 
And threats the throate of that his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 

Eno. Our great Nauies rig*d. 

Eros. For Italy and CaJarytnoTe Dom'ttm, 
My Lord defires you prefently : my Newes 
I might haue told heareafter. 

£jro. *Twillbe naught, but let it be: bring me to Anthony, 

Eros. Come Sir, Exeunt. 

Enter AgrippayMecenas ^and Cafar, 

Caf, Contemning Rome he ha*s done all this, & more 
In Alexandria : heere's the manner oPt : 
rth'Market* place on a Ttibanall filuer'd, 
Cleopatra and himfelfe in Chaires of Gold 
Were publikely entbron*d : at the feet, fat 
Qejarion whom they call my Fathers Sonne, 
And all the vnlawfuU iflue,that their Luft 
Since then hath made betweene them. Vnto her, 
He gaue the ftabliftiment of Egypt, made her 
Of lower Syria,Cyprus,Lydia,abfolute Queene. 

Mece. This in the publike eye? 

C^/ar. I'th' common fliew place, where they exeicife, 
HisSonnes hither proclaimed the King of Kings, 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gaue to A/exander. To Ptolomy he affign*d, 
Syria, Silicia, and Phoenetia : /he 
In th'abiliments of the GoddeiTe Ifis 
That day appeer*d,and oft before gaue audience. 
As 'tis reported fo. 

Meet.. Let Rome be thus informed. 

Agri. Who queasie with his infolence already. 
Will their good thoughts call from him. 

C^far, The people knowes it, 
And haue now receiu'd his accufadons. 

Agri, Who does he accufe ? 

Cdtjar. Cajar,ind that hauing in Cicilie 
Sextm Pompeius fpoiPd, we had not rated him 
His part o'th'ifle. Then does he fay, he lent me 
Some ihipping vnrcftor'd. Laftly, he frets 
That Lep'tdm of the Triumpherate,ihould be depos'd. 
And being that, we detaine all hisReuenue. 

Agri, Sir,this ftiould be anfwer'd. 

C^Jar, 'Tis done already, and the MefTenger gone : 
I haue told him Lepidtu was growne too cruel I, 
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That he hit high Authority abusM, 

And did deieruc his change : for what I haut conquer*d, 

I grant him part : but then in his Armenia, 

And other of hia conquer*d Kingdoms, I demand the like 

e^<r. Hee*l netier yeeld to that* 

Caj. Nor muft not then be yeelded to in this. 
Enter Oflauia mth ixr Traine. 

OHa. Haile Cdejary and my L. haile moft itttfrQ^Jar, 

Cafar. That euer I ihould call thee Caft-auray. 

0£ia. You haue not call'd me fo, nor haue you caufe. 

Caf. Why haue you ftoln vpon vs thus^you come not 
Like Cajan Sifter, The wife of Anthony 
Should haue an Army for an Viher, and 
The neighes of Horfe to tell of her approach, 
Long ere (he did appeare. The trees by'tb'way g 
Should haue borne men, and expe^tion fainted, 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duft 
Should, haue afcended to the Roofe of Heauen, 
Rais*d by your populous Troopes : But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and haue preuented 
The oftentation of our loue ; which left vnfliewne. 
Is often left vnlou*d s we ihould haue met you 
By Sea, and Land, fupplying euery Stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

OUa. Good my Lord, 
To come thus was I not conftrain*d,but did it 
On my free-will. My Lord ^Marl^ Anthony^ 
Hearing that you prepared for Warre, acquainted 
My grceued eare witnall : whereon I begg*d 
His pardon for returne. 

Cdr/*. Which foone he granted, 
Being an abftradt *tweene his Luft,and him. 

OUa, Do not fay fo, my Lord. 

CW*. I haue eyes vpon him. 
And his affaires come to me on the wind:wher is he now? 

O^a, My Lord, in Athens. 

Caj'ar, No my moft wronged Sifter, Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath giuen his Empire 
Vp to a Whore, who now arc leuying 
The Kings o*th*earth for Warre. He hath aiTembled, 
Bocbm the King of Lyh'u, ArcbiloM 
Of Cappadoda, Pblladehbos King 
Of Paphlagonia \ the Thracian King Adullas^ 
King Mauchm of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Htrod of Jewry, Mttbr'tdatet King 
Of Comageat, Poltmen and Amititoi, 
The Kings of Mede,and Licoania, 
With a more larger Lift of Scepters. 

O^a. Aye me moft wretched, 
That haue m y heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That does af ftidt each other. (breaking forth 

Gr/*Welcom hither : your Letters did with-holde our 
Till we perceiu*d both how you were wrong led. 
And we in negligent danger : cheere your heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time, which driues 
O'rc your content, thefe ftrong neceffities, 
But let determined things to deftinie 
Hold vnbewayl'd their way. Welcome to Rome, 
Nothing more deete to me : You are abusM 
Beyond the muke of thought : and the high Gods 
To do you luftice, makes his Minifters 
Of vs, and thofe that loue you. Beft of comfort, 
And euer welcom to vs. '^i''*^' Welcome Lady. 

e^fic* Welcome deere Madam, 
Each lieart in Rome does loue and pitty you, 
Onely th*adulterous ^/^0«^,moft large 



In his abhominations, tumes you oflF, 
And giues his potent Regiment to a Trull 
That noyfes it againft vs. 

Oaa, Is it fo fir f 

Caf. Moft certaine : Sifter welcome : piaj foa 
Be euer knowne to patience. My deer*ft Sifter. Exta» 
Enter Cleopatra^amd EftobMrbm, 

Cleo. I will be euen with thee, doubt it not. 

Emo, But why, why, why? 

Cleo, Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe warret 
And fay*ft it it not fit. 

Etto» Well : is it, is it. 

Cleo. If not, denounced againft vs, why ftiould Ml 
we be there in perfon. 

Enob. Well, I could reply : if wee ihould ienie widi 
Horfe and Mares together, the Hor(e were meerlyloft: 
the Mares would beare a Soldiour and hb Horfe. 

Qeo, What is*t you fay / 

E/igL Your prefence needs muft puzle Anthemy^ 
Take from his heart, take from his Braine, from's tiine, 
What fhould not then be fpar'd. He is already 
TraducM for Leuity, and 'tis faid in Rome, 
That Fbottnui an Eunuch, and your Maidcs 
Mannage this warre. 

Qeo. Sinke Rome, and their tongues rot 
That fpeake againft vs. A Charge we beare i*th* Warre, 
And as the prefident of my Kingdome will 
Appeare there for a man. Speake not againft it, 
I will not (by behinde. 

Enter Anthony and Camidiat. 

Eno, Nay I haue done, here comes the Emperor. 

Ant. Is it not ftrange Camid'tus, 
That from Tarrentum, and Brandufium, 
He could fo quickly cut the Ionian Sea, 
And take in Troine. You haue heard on*t (Sweet?) 

Cleo. Celerity is neuer more admir*d, 
Then by the negligent. 

Antn A good rebuke. 
Which might haue well becom*d the beft of men 
To taunt at flacknefle . Camldim^ wee 
Will fight with him by Sea. 

Geo, By Sea, what elfe? 

Cam, Wfiy will my Lord, do fo ? 

Ant, For that he dares vs too*t. 

Enob, So hath my Lord, dar'd him to fingle fight 

Cam. I, and to wage this Battell at Pharfalia, 
Where Ciefar fought with Pompey^ But theie oflfen 
Which ferue not for his vantage, he fhakcs off. 
And fo fhould you. 

Enob, Your Shippes are not well inann*d. 
Your Marriners are Militers, Reapers, people 
Ingroft by fwift ImprefTc. In Cajart Fleete, 
Are thofe, that often haue *gainft ^ompey fought. 
Their fhippes are yare, yours heauy : no diigrace 
Shall fall you for refufing him at Sea, 
Being prepared for Land. 

Ant, By Sea, by Sea. 

Eno, Moft worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abfolute Soldierfliip you haue by Land, 
Diftrad your Annie, which doth moft confift 
Of Warre-markt-fbotmen, leauc vnexecuted 
Your owne renowned knowledge, quite fbrgoe 
The way which promifes afTurance, and 
Giue vp your fel& meerly to chance and haaard. 
From firme Securitie. 

Ant, He fight at Sea. 
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aue fixty Sailes, Cajar none better. 

r ouer-plus of (hipping will we burne, 

he reft full manned, from th'head of Ad^on 

proaching (ue/ar, fiut if we &ile, 

in doo*t at Land. Stittr a Mijfenger. 

flc? 

le Newes is true, my Lord, he is defcried, 

taken Toryne. 

in he be there in perfonP *Tis impofiible 

at his power ihould be. Camidiuty 

ene Legions thou (halt hold by Land, 

^elue thouiand Horfe. Wee*l to our Ship, 

Tbetii, 

Enter a So/diour, 
NTorthy Souldier? 

1 Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
D rotten plankes : Do you mifdoubt 
I, and thefe my Wounds ; let th*£gyptians 
aoenicians go a ducking : wee 
:o conquer ftanding on the earth, 
ig foot to foot. 

ell, well, away. exit Ant. CJeo.& Enoh, 

' Hercules 1 thinke I am i*th*right. 
}uldier thou art: but his whole adion growes 
power on*t : fo our Leaders leade, 
; Womens men. # 

ou keepe by Land the Legions and the Horfe 
fou not ? 

larau OffauiuSy Marem lufteus^ 
ind CelitUy are for Sea : 
rpe whole by Land. This fpeede of C^Jars 
ond beleefe. 

^hite he was yet in Rome, 
went out in iuch diftra^ons, 
: all Spies. 

'ho*s bis Lieutenant, heare you ? 
Key fay, one Tofwrui, 
^ell, I know the man. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 
The Emperor cals Camiditu. 
^ith Newes the times wit i Labour, 
es forth each minute, fome. exeunt 

Iter (utfar vitb bit Armrfy marching. 

mruif 

ly Lord. 

rike not by Land, 

>le, prouoke not Battaile 

le done at Sea. Do not exceede 

ipt of this Scroule : Our fortune lyes 

iumpe. exit. 

Enter Antbonyyond Encbarhut. 
:t we our Squadrons on yond fide o*th*Hill, 
W/ars battaile, from which place 
le number of the Ships behold, 
ceed accordingly. exit, 

\farcbttb wtb bit Land Army one way ouer tbe 
d To»ratf tbe Lieutenant of Oejar tbe otber fray : 
i> going /», if beard tbe neife of a Sea Jigbt. 
iiarum. Enter Enobarbm and Scarta. 

ht, naught, al naught, I can behold no longen 

, the Egyptian Admirall, 

teir fixty flye, and turne the Rudder ; 



To fee*t, mine eyes are blafted. 

Snter Scarrut. 

Scar, Gods,i& GoddeiTes, all the whol fynod of them ! 

Eno, What's thy paflion. 

Scar. The greater Cantle of the world, is loft 
With very ignorance, we haue kift away 
Kingdomes,and Prouinces. 

Emo. How appeares the Fight ? 

Scar, On our fide, like the Token'd Peftilence, 
Where death is fure. Y^on ribaudred Nagge of Egypt, 
( Whom Leprofie o*re-take) i'th'midft o*th'fight. 
When vantage like a payre of Twinnes appeared 
Both as the fame, or rather ouis the elder ; 
(The Breeze vpon her) like a Cow in Inne, 
Hoifts Sailes, and fiyes. 

^/fo. That I beheld : 
Mine eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not 
Indure a further view. 

Scar. She once being looft. 
The Noble mine of her Magicke, Autbonyy 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and ( like a doting Mallard ) 
Leaning the Fight in heighth, flyes after her ; 
I neuer faw an A^on of fuch ihame ; 
Experience, Man-hood, Honor, nc*re before,' 
Did violate fo it felfe. 

E»o^. Alacke, alacke. 

"Enter Camidiut, 

Cam. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath. 
And finkes moft lamentably. Had our Generall 
Bin what he knew himfelfe, it had gone well : 
Oh his ha*s giuen example for our flight, 
Moft groiTely by his owne. 

Enob, I , are you thereabouts ? Why then goodnight 
indeede. 

Cam. Toward Peloponnefus are they fled. 

Scar. *Tis eafie toot, 
And there I will attend what further comes. 

Camid, To Qt/ar will I render 
My Legions and my Horfe, fixe Kings alreadle 
Shew me the way of yeelding. 

Em. He yet follow 
The wounded chance of Antbonyy though my reafon 
Sits in the vnnde againft me. 

Enter Antbony r^itb Attendants^ 

Ant. Hearke, the Land bids me tread no more vpon*t. 
It is a(ham*d to beare me. Friends, come hither, 
I am fo lated in the world, that I 
Haue loft my way for euer. I haue a fliippe. 
Laden with Gold, uke that, diuide it : flye. 
And make your peace with Cafar. 

Onmes. Fly f Not wee. 

Ant. I haue fled my felfe, and haue inftrudied cowards 
To runne, and fhew their fhoulders. Friends be gone, 
I haue my felfe refoluM vpon a courfe. 
Which hu no neede of you. Be gone, 
My Treafure*s in the Harbour. Take it : Oh, 
I followed that I bluih to looke vpon. 
My very haires do mutiny : for the white 
Reproue the browne for rafhneflTe, and they them 
For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, yoo (hall 
Haue Letters firom me to fome Friends, that will 
Sweepe your way for you. Pray you looke not fad. 
Nor make replyes of loathnefiTe, take the hint 
Which my difpaire proclaimes. Let them be left 
Which leaues it felfe, to the Sea-fide ftraight way; 
I will pofTefTe you of that fliip and Treafure. 
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Leaue me, I pray a little : pray you now, 
Nay do io : for indeede 1 haue loft command, 
Therefore 1 pray you, lie fee you by and by. Sttt dv»nt 
Enter Cleopatra led by Cbarmian and Eros. 

Eros, Nay gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. 

Iras. Do moft deere Queene. 

Char. Do, why, what elfe ? 

Cleo. Let me fit downe : Oh Jtpio, 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros, See you heere, Sir ? 

Ant, Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Char. Madam. 

Iroi. Madam, oh good EmprefTe. 

Eros. Sir, fir. 

Ant. Yes my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
His fword e*ne like a dancer, while I ftrooke 
The ieane and wrinkled Cs^rm, and *twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no pra6tife had 
In the braue fquaret of Warre : yet now : no matter. 

Cleo, Ah ftand by. 

Eros. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 

Iras, Go to him, Madam, fpeake toliim, 
Hee*s vnqualited with very fhame. 

Cleo. Well then, fuftaine me : Oh. 

Eros. Moft Noble Sir arife, the Queene approaches, 
Her head's declined, and death will ceafe her, but 
Your comfort makes the refcue. 

Ant. 1 haue oflended Reputadon, 
A moft vnnoble fweruing. 

Bros. Sir, the Queene. 

tAtit, Oh whether haft thou lead me Egypt, fee 
How I conuey my ihame, out of thine eyes. 
By looking backe what I haue left behinde 
StroyM in difhonor. 

Cleo, Oh my Lord, my Lord , 
Forgiue my fearfull fayles, I little thought 
You would haue followed. 

Ant, Egypt, thou knew*ft too well. 
My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by'th'ftrings. 
And thou fhould'ft ilowe me after. 0*re my fpirit 
The full fupremacie thou knew*ft, and that 
Thy becke, might firom the bidding of the Godt 
Command mee. 

Cleo. Oh my pardon. 

*Ant. Now I muft 
To the young man fend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the ihifb of lownes, who 
With halfe the bulke o*th'world plaid as I pleased. 
Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made weake by my afife^on, would 
Obey it on all caufe. 

Cloi. Pardon, pardon. 

Ant, Fall not a teare I fay, one of them rates 
All that is wonne and loft : Giue me a kifTe, 
Euen this repayes me. 

We fent our Schoolemafter, is a come backe ? 
Loue I am full of Lead : fome Wine 
Within there, and our Viands : Fortune knowes. 
We fcorne her muft, when moft (he offers blowes. Exeunt 

Enter C^far, Agrippdyond DollabelloyWtb others, 

CaJ, Let him appeare that's come from Anthony, 
Know you him. 



DoUa, Cafary 'tis his Schoolemafter, 
An argument that he is pluckt, when hither 
He fends fo poore a Pinnion of his Wing, 
Which had fuperfiuous Kings for Mefifengen, 
Not many Moones gone by. 

Enter Ambajfador from Anthony. 

Cajar. Approach, and fpeake. 

Amb. Such as I am, I come fixun Aiitbomy : 
I was of late as petty to his ends. 
As is the Morne-dew on the Mertle leafe 
To his grand Sea. 

C^J\ Bee't fo, declare thine office. 

Amb, Lord of his Fortunes he falutes thee, and 
Requires to liue in Egypt, which not granted 
He LelTons his Requefts, and to thee fues 
To let him breath betweene the Heauens and Earth 
A priuate man in Athens : this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confefTe thy Greatnefle, 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craues 
The Circle of the Ptolomia for her heyrea. 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

C^f. For Anthony^ 
I haue no eares to his requeft. The Queene, 
Of Audience, nor Defire fhall fiile, fo fhee 
From Egypt driue her all^difgraced Friend, 
Or take his life there. This if fhee perfbrme. 
She fhall not fue Ynheard. So to them both. 

Amb. Fortune purfue thee.. 

C^f, Bring him through the Bands : 
To try thy Eloquence, now '(is time, difpatch. 
From Anthony winne Cleopatra^ promife 
And in our Name, what fhe requires, adde more 
From thine inuention, offers. Women are not 
In their beft Fortunes fhx>ng ; but want will periure 
The ne*re touch'd Veftall. Try thy cunning Tbi£atf* 
Make thine oWne Ed\€t for thy paines, which we 
Will anfwer as a Law. 

Tbid, Cajar, I go. 

Qefar, Obferue how *Anthony becomes his flaw. 
And what thou think'ft his very a^on fpeakes 
In euery power that mooues. 

Thid, O/ar, I fhall. ext 

Enter Cleopatra, Embarbus, Cbarmian y& Iras. 

Cleo. What fhall we do, Enobarhus ? 

Eno. Thinke, and dye. 

Cleo . Is Anthony, or we in fault for this ? 

Eno. Anthony onely, that would make his wiU 
Lord of his Reafon. What though you fled. 
From that great face of Warre, whofe feuerall ranges 
Frighted each other ? Why fhould he follow ? 
The itch of his AfFe^ion fiiould not then 
Haue nickt his Capuin-fhip, at fuch a point. 
When halfe to halfe the world oppoe'd, he being 
The meered queftion ? Twas a fhame no lefTe 
Then was his lofTe, to courfe your flying Flagges, 
And leaue his Nauy gazing. 

deo. Prythee peace. 

Enter the Ambajfador ^wth Anthony. 

Ant. Is that his anfwer? Amb. I my Lord. 

Ant, The Queene fhall then haue courtefie. 
So fhe will yeeld vs vp. 

Am. He fayes fo. j 

Antho. Let her know't. To the Boy Orji rfcoit 
grizled head, and he will fill thy wifhes to ti le biiaB 
With Principalities. 

Qeo. That head my Lord ? 
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To him againe, tell him he wearet the Rofc 

I vpon him : from which, the world fliould note 
ng particular : His Coine, Ships, Legions, 

a Cowards, whofe Miniftert would preuaile 
be feruice of a Childe,as foone 
Command of Cajan I dare him therefore 
lis gay Companions a-part, 
*wer me declin*d, Sword againft Sword, 
les alone : He write it : Follow me. 
Yes like enough i hye battel'd C^far will 
h\i happineile, and be StagM to*th*ihew 
a Sworder. I fee mens Judgements are 

II of their Fortunes, and things outward 
the inward quality after them 

r all alike, that he fhould dreame, 
g all meafures, the full C^far will 
his emptineffe ; Cefar thou haft fubdu^de 
;ement too. 

Enter a Seruant. 
A MelTenger from Qefar. 

What no more Ceremony ?See my Women, 
the blowne Rofe may they ftop their nofe, 
leePd vnto the Buds. Admit him fir. 

Mine honefty,and I, beginne to fquare, 
^alty well held to Fooles, does make 
:h meere folly : yet he that can endure 
w with AUegeance a falne Lord, 
iquer him that did his Mafter conquer, 
nea a place i*th*Story. 

Enter TbldtM. 

Cajan will. 
Heare it apart. 

None but Friends : fay boldly. 
, So haply are they Friends to Anthony, 

He needs as many (Sir) u C4efar ha*s, 
s not vs. If C^Jar pleare,our Mafter 
pe to be his Friend : For vs you know, 
be is, we are, and that is Cajan, 
o. Thus then thou moft renown*d, Cajar intreats, 
»>nfider in what cafe thou ftand*ft 
then he is Cajars, 

Go on, right Royall. 

. He knowes that you embrace not Anthony 
lid loue, but as you feared him. 

Oh. 

. The fcarre's vpon your Honor, therefore he 
ty, as conftrained blemifties, 
leferued. 

He is a God, 

owes what is moft right. Mine Honour 
: yeelded, but conquer'd meerely. 

To be fure oi that, I will aske Anthony. ] 
hou art fo leakie 

! muft leaue thee to thy finking, for 
.reft quit thee. Exit Snob. 

. Shall I fay to (utjar, 
XI require of him : for he partly begges 
efir*d to giue. It much would pleafe him, 
his Fortunes you (hou Id make a fhiflfe 
e vpon. But it would warme his fpirits 
e from me you had lefr Anthony^ 
r your felfe vnder his fhrowd,the vniuerfal Land- 

What's your name ? (lord. 

. My name is Tbidias. 

Moft kinde Meffenger, . 
reat Cafar this in difputation. 



I kifle his conquering hand : Tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my Crowne at*s feete, and there to kneele. 
Tell him, from his all-obeying breath, I heare 
The doome of Egypt. 

ThiJ, *Tis your Nobleft courfe : 
Wifedome and Fortune combatting together. 
If that the former dare but what it can. 
No chance may (hake it. Ghie me grace to lay 
My dutie on your hand. 

Cieo, Your Cafars Father ofr, 
(When he hath mu8*d of taking kingdomes in) 
Beftow*d his lips on that vnworthy place,* 
As it rain*d kifles. 

£nter Anthony and Enobarbm» 

Ant, Fauours? By loue that thunders. What art thou 

Thid, One that but performes (Fellow? 

The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft 
To haoe command obey*d. 

Eno, You will be whipt. 

^ir/.Approch there : ah you Kite.Now Gods 8c d'luels 
Authority melts from me of late. When I cried hoa. 
Like Boyes vnto a mufle. Kings would ftart forth. 
And cry, your will. Haue you no eares ? 
I am Anthony yet. Take hence this lack, and whip him. 
Enter a Seruant, 

Eno. *Ti8 better playing with a Lions whelpe, 
Then with an old one dying. 

Ant, Moone and Starres, 
Whip him : wer't twenty of the greateft Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cetjar^ fhould I finde them 
So fawcy with the hand of ihe heere, what*s her name 
Since flie was Cleopatra} Whip him Fellowes, 
Till like a Boy you fee him crindge his face. 
And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 

Thid, cZfarJ(e Anthony. 
•Ant, Tugge him away : being whipt 
Bring him againe, the lacke of Cajart (hall 
Beare ts an arrant to him. Exeunt wth Tbidim. 

You were halfe blafted ere I knew you : Ha ? 
Haue I my pillow left Ynpreft in Rome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawful! Race, 
And by a lem of women, to be abusM 
By one that lookes on Feeders/ 

CUo, Good my Lord. 

^nr. You haue beene a boggeler euer. 
But when we in our vicioufnefTe grow hard 
(Oh mifery on*t ) the wife Gods feele our eyes 
In our owne filth, drop oar deare iudgements, make ys 
Adore our errors, laugh at*s while we ftrut 
To our confufion. 

Cleo, Oh,is*t come to this ? 

Ant, I found you u a Morfell, cold vpon 
Dead CaJan Trencher : Nay, you were a Fragment 
Of Gnem PompeyeSf befides what hotter houres 
Vnregiftred in vulgar Fame, you haue 
Luxurioufly pickt out. For I am fure. 
Though you can guefTe what Temperance ihould be. 
You know not what it is. 

Qeo, Wherefore is this ? 

Ant, To let a Fellow that will uke rewards. 
And fay, God quit you, be fimiliar with 
My play-fellow, your hand \ this Kingly Scale, 
And plighter of high hearts. O that I were 
Vpon the hill of Bafan, to out-roare 
The homed Heard, for I haue (auage caufe. 
And to proclaime it ciuilly, were like 

y 3 A 
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A halter'd necke, which do*s the Hangman chanke, 
For being yare about him. Is he whipt ? 
Enter a Seruant wtb Tbidias, 

Ser. Soundly, my Lord. 

Ant. Cried he? and begg*d a Pardon ? 

Ser. He did aske fiauour. / 

Ant, If that thy Father liue, let him repent 
Thou wa«*t not made his daughter, and be thou forrie 
To follow Cafar in his Triumph, fince 
Thou haft bin whipt. For following him, henceforth 
The white hand of a Lady Feauer thee, 
Shake thou to looke on't. Get thee backe to Cajar^ 
Tell him thy entertainment : looke thou fay 
He makes me angry with him. For he feemes 
Proud and difdainfull, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry. 
And at this time moft eafie *tis to doo*t : 
When my good Surres, that were my former guides 
Haue empty left their Orbes, and (hot their Fires 
Into th*Abifme of hell. If he miflike. 
My fpeech, and what is done, cell him he has 
Hiparcbuij my enfranched Bondman, whom 
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture. 
As he fliall like to quit me. Vrge it thou : 
Hence with thy ftripes, be gone. Exit Tbid. 

Oeo, Haue you done yet ? 

Ant, Alacke our Terrene Moone is now Eclipft, 
And it portends alone the fall of Anthony. 

Cleo. 1 muft ftay hi s time ? 

Ant. To flatter Cafar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that tyes his points.i 

Oeo, Not know me yet ? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me? 

Cleo, Ah (Deere) if I be fo, 
From my cold heart let Heauen ingender haile. 
And poyfon it in the fourre,and the firft ftone 
Drop in my necke : as it determines fo 
DilTolue my life, the next Caefarian fmile, 
Till by degrees the memory of my worn be, 
Together with my braue Egyptians all. 
By the difcandering of this pelleted ftorme. 
Lye grauelelTe, till the Flies and Gnats ofNyle 
Haue buried them for prey. 

Ant, I am fatisfied .* 
Cafar fets downe in Alexandria, where 
I will oppofe his Fate. Our force by Land, 
Hath Nobly held, our feuer*d Nauie too 
Haue knit againe, and Fleete, threatning moft Sea-like. 
Where haft thou bin my heart f Doft thou heare Lady ? 
If from the Field I fhall returne once more 
To kifTe thefe Lips, I will appeare in Blood, 
I, and my Sword, will eame our Chronicle, 
There's hope in*t yet. 

Cleo, That's my braue Lord. 

Ant. I will be trebble-finewed, hearted, breathed. 
And fight malicioufly : for when mine houres 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome liues 
Of me for iefts : But now, lie fet my teeth, 
And fend to darkcnelTe all that ftop me. Come, 
Let's haue one other gawdy night : Call to me 
All my fad Captaines, fill our Bowles once more : 
Let's mocke the midnight Bell. 

Cleo. It is my Birth -day, 
I had thought t'haue held it poore. But fince my Lord 
Is Anthony againe, I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant, We will yet do well. 



Oeo, Call all his Noble Captaines to my Lord. 

Ant, Do fo, wee'l fpeake to them, 
And to night He force 
The Wine peepe through their icarres. 
Come on (my Queene) 

There's fap in't yet. The next time I do fight 
He make death loue me : for I will contend 
Euen with his pefHlent Sytbe. ExtM* 

Eno. Now hce'l out-ftare the Lightning, to bcforiott 
Is to be frighted out of feare, and in that moode 
The Doue will pecke the Eftridge j and I fee ffiU 
A diminution in our Captaines braine, 
Reftores hu heart \ when valour prayes in reafon, 
It eates the Sword it fights with : I will feeke 
Some way to leaue him. Extm 

Enter Cajar^ -^''''/'/''j ^ Mecenas with bk Armjy 
CaJ'ar reading a Letter, 

Qef. He calles me Boy, and chides as he had power 
To beate me out of Egypt. My Meflenger 
He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to perfonal Combai 
Cafar to Anthony : let the old Ruflian know, 
I haue many other wayes to dye : meane time J 
Laugh at his Challenge. 

Mece, Cajar muft thinke, 
When one fo great begins to rage^hee't hunted 
Euen to falling. Giue him no breath, but now 
Make boote of his diftradion : Neuer anger 
Made good guard for it felfe. 

C^f. Let our beft heads know. 
That to morrow, the laft of many Battailes 
We meane to fight. Within our Files there are. 
Of thofe that feru'd Marine Anthony but late. 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done. 
And Feaft the Army, we haue ftore to doo't. 
And they haue earn'd the waAe. Poore Anthony » Extn 

Enter Anthony, Cleopatra, Enobarbui, Cbarmian, 
Iroiy AlexMfVfitb others. 

Ant. He will not fight with me,^MKirMji? 

Eno. No? 

Ant. Why fhould he not ? 

Eno .He thinks, being twenty timet of better foftnoi 
He is twenty men to one. 

Ant. To morrow Soldier, 
By Sea and Land He fight : or I will liue. 
Or bathe my dying Honor in the blood 
Shall make it liue againe. Woo't thou fight welL 

Eno, He ftrike, and cry, Take all. 
Ant, Well faid, come on : 
Call forth my Houihold SeruantSylets to night 

Enter 3 or 4 Serakm 
Be bounteous at our Meale. Giue me thy hand. 
Thou haft bin rightly honeft, fo haft thou. 
Thou, and thousand thou : you haue feru'd me well. 
And Kings haue beene your fellowes. 

Cleo, What meanes this ? 

£ir0.*Tis one of thofe odde tricks which forow fto0 
Out of the minde. 

Ant, And thou art honeft too : 
I wifh I could be made fo many men, 
And all of you dapt vp together, in 
An Anthony : that I might do you feniice. 
So good as you haue done. 

Ones 
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Omnut, The Gods forbid. 

Amt, Well, my good Fellowes, wait on roe to night : 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of mei 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And fuffer'd my command. 

CUo. What does he meane? 

Enc. To make his Followers weepe. 

jint. Tend me to night \ 
May be, it is the period of your duty. 
Haply you fhall not fee me more, or if, 
A mangled ihadow. Perchance to morrow, 
You*l feme another Mailer. I looke on you. 
As one that takes his leaue. Mine honcft Friends, 
I turne you not away, but like a Mafter 
Married to your good feruice, ftay till death : 
Tend me to night two houres, 1 aske no more. 
And the Gods yeeld you for*t. 

EtM, What meane you (Sir) 
To giue them this difcomfort ? Looke they weepe. 
And I an AlTe, am Onyon-ey*d} for ihame, 
Transforme vs not to women. 

jimt. Ho, ho, ho: 
Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus. 
Crace grow where thofe drops fallf my hearty Friends) 
Voa take me in too dolorous a fenle, 
Tot J fpake to you for your comfort, did defire you 
To burne this night with Torches : Know (my hearts) 
I hope well of to morrow, and will leade you. 
Where rather lie expert vidlorious life. 
Then death, and Honor. Let*s to Supper, come. 
And drowne confideradon. Exeunt, 

Enter a Company of Soldiourt, 

I.Sal, Brother, goodnight : to morrow is the day. 
2. Sol. It will determine one way : Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets. 

1 Nothing : what newes ? 

2 Belike *tis but a Rumour, good night to you. 
J Well iir, good night. 

Tb^ meete other Soldiers, 
a Souldjer8,haue carefull Watch. 
I And you :Goodnight,goodnight. 

n)ey place tbem/eiues in entry corner of the Stage, 
a Hcere we : and if to morrow 
Our Nauie thriue, I haue an abfolute hope 
Our Landmen will ftand yp. 

I *Tit a braue Army, and full of purpofe. 

AIufic\e of the Hoboyes is vnder the Stage, 
% Peace, what nolle ? 
s Lift lift, 
a Hearke. 
1 Muficke i'th*Ayre, 

3 Vnder the earth. 

4 It fignes well, do's it not ? 
3 No. 

1 Peace I fay : What (hould this meane ? 
a *Tis the God Herculee, whom Anthony loued, 
^ow leaues him. 

1 Walkc, let's fee if other Watchmen 
t>o heare what we do ? 

2 How now Maifters ? Speat^ together, 
Omnei, How now? how now? do you heare this? 

I I, is*t not ftrange ? 

3 Do you heare Mafters ? Do you heare ? 

I Follow the noyfe fo farre as we haue quarter. 



Let's fee how it will giue oft*. 
Omnes. Content : *Ti8 ftrange. 

Enter Anthony and Cleopatra,mth others. 



Exeunt. 



Ant, Eros J mine Armour Eros, 

Cleo, Sleepe a little. 

Ant, No my Chucke. £roi,come mine Armor Eros. 
Enter Eros. 
Come good Fellow,put thine Iron on. 
If Fortune be not ours to day, it is 
Becaufe we braue her. Come. 

C/ro. Nay, He helpe too, Anthony, ^ 
What's this for ? Ah let be, let be, thou art 
The Armourer of my heart : Falfe,falfe : This, this. 
Sooth-law He helpe : Thus it muft bee. 

Ant, Well, well, we ftiall thriue now. 
Seeft thou my good Fellow. Go,put on thy defences. 

Eros, Briefiely Sir. 

Geo, Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely : 
He that vnbuckles this, till we do pleafe 
To daft for our Repofe, (hall heare a ftorme. 
Thou fumbleft Eros^ and my Queenes a Squire 
More tight at this, then thou : Difpatch. O Loue, 
That thou couldft fee my Warres to day, and knew'ft 
The Royall Occupation, thou ftiould'ft fee 
A Workeman in't. 

Enter an Armed Soldier, 
Good morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thou look'ft like him that knowes a warlike Charge : 
To buiineiTe that we loue, we rife betime. 
And go too't with delight. 

Soul, A thoufand Sir, early though't be, haue on their 
Riueted trim, and at the Port exped you. Showt, 

Trumpets Flourijb, 
Enter Captaines , and Souldiers. 

Alex, The Morne is faire : Good morrow Generall. 

Ail. Good morrow Generall. 

Ant. *Tis well blowne Lads. 
This Morning, like the fpirit of a youth 
That meanes to be of note, begins betimes. 
So,fo : Come giue me that, this way, well-fed. 
Fare thee well Dame, what ere becomes of me. 
This is a Soldiers kifle : rebukeable, 
And worthy fhamefull checke it were, to ftand 
On more Mechanicke Complement, He leaue thee. 
Now like a man of Steele, you that will fight. 
Follow me clofe, He bring you too't : Adieu. Exeunt, 

Char, Pleafe you retyre to your Chamber? 

Cleo, Lead me : 
He goes forth gallantly : That he and Qtjar might 
Determine this great Warre in Angle fight j 
Then Anthony \ but now. Well on. Exeunt 

Trumpets jound. Enter Anthony^and Eros • 

Eros. The Gods make this a happy day to Attbony, 

Ant.Wo\i[d thou,&: thofe thy fears had once preuaild 
To make me fight at Land. 

Eros, Had"ft thou done fo, 
The Kings that haue reuolted, and the Soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would haue ftill 
Followed thy heeles. 

Ant, Whofe gone this morning ? 

Eros, Who? one euer neere thee, call for Enoharbut^ 

Hee 
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He fliall not heare thee, or from CafarsQ^m^f 
Say I am none of thine. 

Ant. What faycft thou ? 

Sold. Sir he is with Cafar, 

Eros, Sir, his Chefts and Treafure he has not with him. 

Ant. Is he gone / 

Sol. Mod certaine. 

Ant. Go Sros^ fend his Treafure after, do it, 
Detaine no iot I charge thee : write to him, 
(I will fubfcribe) gentle adieu*s,and greetings; 
Say, that 1 wiHi he neuer finde more caufe 
To change a Mafter. Oh my Fortunes haue 
Corrupted honed m|p. Difpatch EnobarbuA. Exit 



Flourijh. 



Enter Agrtppa^ C^farjWth Embarlmi^ 
and Dollahflla. 



Caf, Go forth Agrippa, and begin the fight: 
Our will is Anthony be toolce aliue : 
Make it fo knowne. 

Agrip, Ga/flr,! (hall, 

Cifar. The time of vniuerfall peace is neere t 
Proue this a profp*rous day, the three nook*d world 
Shall beare the Oliue freely. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

Mef. tAntbony is come into the Field. 

CJj. Go charge Agrippa^ 
Plant thofe that haue reuolted in the Vant, 
That Anthony may feeme to fpend his Fury 
Vpon himfelfe. Bxtunt, 

Enob. Altxas did reuolt,and went to Irmry on 
Affaires of Anthony^ there did diffwade 
Great Herod to incline himfelfe to Cajar^ 
And leaue his Mailer Anthony, For this paines, 
Cajar hath hang*d him : Camtndim and the refl 
That fell away, haue entertainment, but 
No honourable truft : I haue done ill. 
Of which I do accufe my felfe fo forely. 
That I will ioy no mote. 

Enter a Soldier of Cajars, 

Sol. Enobarbus, Anthony 
Hath after thee fent all thy Treafure, with 
His Bounty ouer-plus. The Meffcnger 
Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Vnloading of his Mules, 

Eno. I giue it you, 

Sol. Mocke not Enobarbut, 
I tell you true : Beft you faPt the bringer 
Out of the hoaft, I muft attend mine Office, 
Or would haue done*t my felfe. Your Emperor 
Continjes ftill a loue. Exit 

Encb. I am alone the Villaine of the earth. 
And fcele I am fo moft. Oh Anthony ^ 
Thou Mine of Bounty, how would^ft thou haue payed 
My better feruice, when my turpitude 
Thou doft fo Crowne with Gold. This blowes my hart, 
If fviift thought breake it not: a fwifter meane 
Shall out^ih-ike thought, but thought will doo*t. I feele 
I fight againft thee : No I will go feeke 
Some Ditch, wherein to dye : the fourft beft fits 
My latter part of life. Exit, 

•At arum ^ Drummei and Trumpets. 
Enter Agrippa. 

Agrip Retire, we haue engag*d our fclucs too ftrre: 
Qefar himfelfe ha*s worke, and our oppreflion 
Exceeds what we expend. Exit. 



Alarums, 
Enter Anthonyyond Scarrm wtnukd* 

Scar, O my braue Emperor, this is fought indeed. 
Had we done fo at firft, we had drouen them home 
With clowtsabout their heads. Far tj 

Ant. Thou bleed*fl apace. 

Scar, I had a wound heere that was like a T, 
But now *tis made an H. 

tAnt. They do retyre. 

Scar. Wee'l beat *em into Bench-holes, I haoe yet 
Roome for fix fcorches more. 

Enter Bros, 

Eros. They are beaten Sir, and our tduantage feroei 
For a fiiire vidory. 

Scar. Let vs fcore their backes. 
And fnatch 'em vp, as we take Hares behinde, 
*Tis fport to maul a Runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar, lie halt after. Sxem 



Alarum, 



Snter Anthony agedne m a t^arch. 
Scarrm y with others. 



Ant. We haue beate hioFto his Campe : Runne mm 
Before, 8c let the Queen know of our guefts: to monv* 
Before the Sun fhall fee's, wee*l fpill the blood 
That ha*s to day efcap'd. I thanke you all. 
For doughty handed are you, and haue fought 
Not as you feru'd the Caufe, but as*t had beene 
Each mans like mine : you haue fhewne all Heffors, 
Enter the Citty, clip your Wiues, your Friends, 
Tell them your feats, whiPft they with ioyfiill tearet 
Wafh the congealement from your wounds, and kifle 
The Honour'd-gafhes whole. 

Enter Cleopatra. 
Giue me thy hand. 

To this great Faiery, He commend thy adt. 
Make her thankes bleffe thee. Oh thou day o*tb*worki, 
Chaine mine arm'd necke, leape thou, Attyre and all 
Through proofe of HamefTe to my heart,and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Cleo. Lord of Lords, 
Oh infinite Vertue, comm*ft thou fmiUng froflaj 
The worlds great fnare vncaught. 

Ant. Mine Nightingale, 
We haue beate them to their Beds. 
What Gyrle, though gray 

Do fomthing mingle with our yongcr brown, yet ha wt 
A Brain e that nourifhes our Nerues,and can 
Get gole for gole of youth. Behold this man. 
Commend ynto his Lippes thy fauouring hand, 
KifTe it my Warriour : He hath fought to day, 
As if a God in hate of Mankinde, had 
Deftroyed in fuch a ihape. 

Cleo, lie giue thee Friend 
An Armour all of Gold : it was a Kings. 

Ant. He has deferu*d it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phoebus Carre. Giue me thy hand. 
Through Alexandria make a iolly March, 
Beare our hackt Targets, like the men that owe them. 
Had our great Pallace the capacity 
To Campe this hoaft, we all would fup together, 
And drinke Carowfes to the next dayes Fate 

Wbicli 
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^mifes Royall perill, Trumpetters 

sn dinne blaft you the Qtties eare^ 

gle with our ratling Tabourinet, 

en and earth may ftrike their foandt together, 

I our approach. Exeunt, 

lentaityand bit Company , Enokar^ fellcKut . 

Fwe be not releeu*d within this houre, 
eturne to*th'Court of Guard : the night 
id they fay, we (hall embattaile 
id houre i*th'Mome. 
h. This laft day was a flirewM one too*s. 
Oh beare me witnefle night. 
It man is this f 
I clofcyand lift him. 

3e witnefle to me (O thou blefled Moone ) 
1 reuolted (hall vpon Record 
full memory i poore Eticharttu did 
face repent. 
:tnharbusf 
e ! Hearke further. 

[)h Soueraigne Mifhis of true MelanchoHy, 
nous dampe of night difpunge vpon me, 
a very Rebell to my will, 
no longer on me. Throw my heart 
e flint and hardnefle of my fault, 
ing dried with greefe, will breake to powder, 
all foule thoughts. Oh Anthony ^ 
n my reuolt is Infamous, 
; in thine owne particular, 
: world ranke me in Regifter 
eauer, and a fugitiue : 
f ! Oh Anthony j 
fpeake to him. 

et*s heare him, for the things he fpeakes 
me Otjar. 
do fo, but he fleepes. 
woonds rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his 
yet for (Uepe. 
« to him. 

Ice fir, awake, fpeake to vs. 
e you fir ? 
'he hand of death hath raught him. 

Drummes afarre off. 
t Drummes demurely wake the fleepcrs : 
e him to'th*Court of Guard : he is of note .* 
is fully out. 
e on then, he may recouer yet. exeunt 

Anthony and Searrut jVith their Army, 

3eir preparation is to day by Sea, 

them not by Land. 

>r both, my Lord. 

would they*ld fight i*eh*Fire, or i'th*Ayfe, 

bt there too. But this it is, our Foote 

lilies adioyning to the Citty 

vith vs. Order for Sea is giuen, 

put forth the Hauen ; 

ir appointment we may beft difcouer, 

on their endeuour. exeunt 

Enter Qt/ffr^and bu Army, 
It being charged, we will be ftill by Land, 
[ tak't we (hall, for his beft force 
Man his Gallies. To the Vales, 



And hold our beft aduantage. exeunt. 

Alarum afarre off^ as at a Sea-Jigbt. 
Enter Antbony,and Scarrm. 

Ant. Yet they are not ioyn*d : 
Where yon*d Pine does ftand, I (hall difcouer all. 
lie bring thee word ftralght, how Vis like to go. exit. 

Sear, Swallowes haue built 
In Cieopatra*% Sailes their nefts. The Auguries 
Say, they know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly, 
And dare not fpeake their knowledge. Anthbtty^ 
Is valiant, and deiedled, and by ftarts 
His fretted Fortunes giue him hope and feare 
Of what he has, and has not. 

Enter nAutbony. 

•Ant. All is loft : 
This fbwle Egyptian hath betrayed me : 
My Fleete hath yeelded to the Foe, and yonder 
They caft their Caps vp, and Carowfe together 
Like Friends long loft. Triple-turn*d Whore, *tis thou 
Haft fold me to this Nouice, and my heart 
Makes onely Warres on thee. Bid them all fiye : 
For when I am reueng*d vpon my Charme, 
Iihaue done all. Bid them all flye, be gon%.. 
Oh Sunne, thy vprife fhall I fee no more. 
Fortune, and Anthony part heere, euen heere ^ 
Do we ftiake hands? All come to this ? The hearts 
That pannelled me at heeles, to whom I gaue 
Their wifhes, do dif-Candie, melt their fweets 
On blolToming Otfar ;And this Pine is barkt. 
That ouer-top'd them all. Betrav*d I am. 
Oh this falfe Soule of Egypt ! this graue Charme, 
Whofe eye beck*d forth my Wars,&card them home : 
Whofe Bofome was my Crownet,my chiefe end, 
Like a right Gypfie, hath at faft and loofc 
Beguird me, to the very heart of lofTe. 
What £ro«,6roj? 

Enter Cleopatra. 
Ah, thou Spell ! Auaunt. 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enragM againft hu Loue ? 

Ant. Vaniih, or 1 fhall giue thee thy deferuing, 
And blemifh Cr/ari Triumph. Let him take thee. 
And hoift thee vp to the fhouting Plebeians, 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateft fpot 
Of all thy Sex. Moft Monfter^like be fbewne 
For poor*ft Diminitiues, for Doles, and let 
Patient OSlauia^ plough thy viiage vp 
With her prepared nailes. exit Cleopatra, 

*Tis well th*art gone. 
If it be well to liue. But better *twere « 
Thou felPft into my furie, for one death 
Might haue preuented many. Eros, hoa / 
The fhirt of Neffus is vpon me, teach me 
AlcideSf thou mine Anceftor,thy rage. 
Let me lodge Licas on the homes o*th*Moone, 
And with thofe hands that grafpt the heauieft Club, 
Subdue my worthieft felfe : The Witch fhall die. 
To the young Roman Boy (he hath fold me, and I h\l 
Vnder this plot : She dyes for*t. Eros hoa ^ exit. 

Enter QeopatrafCbarmianjIraSjMardian. 

Cleo. Helpe me my women : Oh hee*s more mad 
Then Telamon for his Shield^ the Boare of Theffaly 
Was neuer fo imboft. 

CAar. To'th'Monument, there locke your felfe, 
And fend him word you are dead : 

The 
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The Soule and Body riue not more in parting, 
Then greatnefTe going off. 

Geo. To*ch*Monument : 
Marxian, go tell him 1 haue llaine my felfe : 
Say, that the laft I fpoke was Anthony^ 
And word it(prythec)pittcoufly. Hence Alardlany 
And bring me how he takes my death to*th*Monument. 

Exeunt, 
Enttr Anthony y and Bros* 

Ant. Eros J thou yet behold'ft me ? 

Eros. I Noble Lord. 

•Ant. Sometime we fee a clowd that*s Dragonifli, 
A vapour fometime, like a Beare, or Lyon, 
A toward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 
A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontorie 
With Trees vpon't, that nodde vnto the world. 
And mocke our eyes with Ayre, 
Thou haft feene thefe Signes, 
They are blacke Vefperi Pageants. 

Eros. I my Lord. 

Ant. That which is now a Horfe, euen with a thoght 
the Racke diflimes, and makes it indiftin^ 
As water is in Water. 

Eros. It does my Lord. 

Ant, My good Knaue £rox,now thy Captaine is 
Euen fuch a body : Heere I am Anthony, 
Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape ( my Knaue) 
I made thefe warres for Egypt, and the Queene, 
Whofe heart I thought I had, for (he had mine : 
Which whirft it was mine, had annext vntoo*t 
A Million moe, (now loft:) ihee Eros has 
Packt Cards with Cafars, and falfe plaid my Glory 
Vnto an Enemies triumph. 
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros, there is left vs 
Our felues to end our felues» 

Enter Mardian, 
Oh thy vilde Lady,{he has rob*d me of my Sword. 

Mar. No Anthony, 
My Miftris lou'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 

Ant.Htnzt fawcy Eunuch peace, flie hath betraid me, 
And (hall dye the death. 

Mar, Death of one perfon, can be paide but once, 
And that (he ha*s difcharg*d. What thou would'ft do 
Is done vnto thy hand : the laft flte fpake 
Was Anthony^ moft Noble Anthony : 
Then in the midd*ft a tearing grone did breake 
The name of Anthony : it was diuided 
Betweene her heart, and lips: (he rendred life 
Thy name fo buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then ? 

Mar. Dead. 

j^t. Vnarme Sros, the long dayes taske is done. 
And we muft fleepe : That thou depart*ft hence fafe 
Does pay thy labour richly: Go. exit Mardian, 

Off, plucke off, 

The feuen-fold fliield of Aiax cannot keepe 
The battery from my heart. Oh cleaue my fides. 
Heart, once be ftronger then thy Continent, 
Cracke thy fraile Cafe. Apace Sros, apace; 
No more a Soldier : bruifed peeces go, 
You haue bin Nobly borne. From me awhile, exit Sros 
I will o*re-take thee Cleopatra, and 
Weepe for my pardon. So it muft be, for now 
All length is Torture : fince the Torch is out. 
Lye downe and ftray no farther. Now all labour 



Marres what it does : yea, very force entangles 
It felfe with ftrength : Seale then, and all is done. 
Eros? I come my Queene. Eros} Stay for me. 
Where Soules do couch on Flowers, weel hand in haii4, 
And with our fprightly Port make the Ghoftes gaze : 
^ido, and her c/£nea6 ihall want Troopes, 
And all the haunt be ours. Come Eros, Eros. 
Enter Eros. 

Sros, What would my Lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleofatra dyed, 
I haue liu*d in fuch diflionour, that the Gods 
Deteft my bafeneffe. I, that with my Sword, 
Quarter*d the World, and oVe greene Neptunesibacke 
With Ships, made Cities^ condemne my felfie, to lacke 
The Courage of a Woman, leffe Noble minde 
Then ihe which by her death, our Cafar telles 
I am Conqueror of my felfe. Thou art fworne Eros, 
That when the exigent fhould come, which now 
Is come indeed : When I fhould fee bebinde me 
Th'ineuitable profecution of difgrace and horror. 
That on my command, thou then would*ft kill roe. 
Doo*t, the time is come : Thou ftrik*ft not me, 
*Tis Cajar thou defieat'ft. Put colour in thy Cheeke, 

Eros , The Gods with-hold me. 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
(Though Enemy) loft ayme,and could not. 

Ant, Eros, 
Would'ft thou be windowed in great Rome, and fee 
Thy Mafter thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrigible necke, his face fubdu*de 
To penetratiue ihame ; whil'ft the wheel'd feate 
Of Fortunate Cafar drawne before him, branded 
His Bafeneffe that enfued. 

Eros, 1 would not fee*t. 

Ant, Come then : for with a wound I muft be cur'4. 
Draw that thy honeft Sword, which thou haft wome 
Moft vfefull for thy Country. 

Eros, Oh fir, pardon me. 

Ant, When I did make thee free, fwor*ft y not thea 
To do this when I bad thee ? Do it at once. 
Or thy precedent Seruices are all 
But accidents vnpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turne from me then that Noble countenanc?, 
Wherein the worfhip of the whole world lyes. 

Ant. Loe thee. 

Eros. My fword is drawne. 

Ant, Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawne it. 

Eros, My deere Mafter, 
My Capuine, and my Emperor. Let me fay 
Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, FarwelL 

•Ant, *Tis faid man, and farewell. 

Sros. Farewell great Chiefie. Shall I fhike now? 

Ant. Now Eros. KiUes bimjdjt, 

Eros, Why there then : 
Thus I do efcape the forrow of Anthonits death. 

•Ant, Thrice-Nobler then my felfe. 
Thou teacheft me : Oh valiant Eros, what 
I fhould, and thou could*ft not, my Queene and £m 
, Haue by their braue inftru£tion got vpon me 
A Nobleneffe in Record. But I vnll bee 
A Bride-groome in my death, and run intoo*t 
As to a Louers bed. Come then, and Eros, 
Thy Mafter dies thy Scholler ; to do thus 
I learnt of thee. How, not dead? Not dead ? 
The Guard, how? Oh difpatch me. 
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Enter a Guards 
d, Whaes the noifc ? 

haue done my worke ill Friends : 

an end of what I haue begun, 
; Surre is falne. 
1 time is at his Period, 
las, and woe. 
^t him that loues mejftrike me dead. 

I. 

I. 

any one. exeunt 

tf.Thy death and fortunes bid thy folowers fly 
rd but fhewne to Cajar with this tydings, 
;r roe with him. 

Enter Diomedes, 
/here's Anthony f 
There Diomed there. 

Liues he : wilt thou not anfwer man ? 
Lrt thou there Dhmedt 
' fword, and giue mee, 
ftrokes for death . 
Mofl abfolute Lord : 
is Cleopatra fent me to thee. 
A^hen did fhee fend thee ? 
Now my Lord. 

Where is fhe? (feare 

..ockt in her Monument: fhe had a Prophefying 
hath come to pafTe : for when fhe faw 
leuer fhall be found) you did fufpefi 
difpos'd with Cajar^ and that your rage 
ot be purg*d, fhe fent you word fhe was dead : 
ng fince how it might worke, hath fent 
xlaime the truth, and I am come 
00 late. 

late good Diomed \ call my Guard I prythee. 
'hat hoa : the Emperors Guard, 
rd,what hoa i Come, your Lord calles. 
Enter ^, or 5. of the Guard of %Antbony. 
Beare me good Friends where Cleopatra bides, 
lafl feruice that I fhall command you, 
e,woe are we fir, you may not liue to weare 
true Followers out. 
4ofl heauy day. 
lay good my Fellowes, do not pleafe fharp fate 

it with your forrowes. Bid that welcome 

3mes to punifh vs,and we punifh it 

to beare it lightly. Take me vp, 

d you oft, carry me now good Friends, 

t my thankes for all. Exit bearing Anthony 

Uer Cleopatra^ and her Maides aloft, with 
0>armian & Iroi, 

)h Charmian, I will neuer go from hence. 

Be comforted deere Madam. 

iOf I will not : 

»e and terrible euents arc welcome, 

brts we difpife ; our fize of fbrrow 

n*d to our caufe, mufl be as great 

yhich makes it* 

Enter Diomed, 
f} is he dead } 

His death's vpon him, but not dead, 
t o*th other fide your Monument, 
d haue brought him thither. 
Enter Anthony , and the Guard. 



Cleo, Oh Sunne, 
Burne the great Sphere thou mou'fl in, darkling fland 
The varrying fhore o'th' world. O Antony, Antony, Antony 
Helpe Charmian, helpe Iras helpe : helpe Friends 
Below, let's draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace, 
Not C^fars Valour hath o'rethrowne Anthony^ 
But Anibonie'% hath Triumpht on it felfe. 

Cleo, So it fhould b«. 
That none but Anthony fhould conquer Anthony, 
But woe 'tis fo. 

Ant, I am dying Egypt, dying ; onelyi 
I heere importune death a-whilf , vntill 
Of many thoufand kiffes, the poore laft 
I lay vpon thy lippes. 

Cleo, I dare not Deere, 
Deere my Lord pardon : I dare not, 
Leafl I be taken : not th'Imperious fhew 
Of the full-Fortun'd Cafar, eucr fhall 
Be brooch'd with me, it Knife, Drugges, Serpents haue 
Edge, fling, or operation. I am lafe : 
Your Wife OSfauia, with her modefl eyes. 
And flill Conclufion, fhall acquire no Honour 
Demuring vpon me : but come, come Anthony, 
Helpe me my women, we mufl draw thee vp : 
Aflifl good Friends. 

Ant. Oh quicke,or I am gone. 

Cleo. Heere's fport indrede : 
How heauy weighes my Lord ? 
Our flrength is all gone into heauineffe. 
That makes the waight. Had I great Iuno*i power, 
The flrong wing'd Mercury fhould fetch thee vp. 
And fet thee by loues fide. Yet come a little, 
Wifhers were euer Fooles- Oh come, come, come, 

They heaue Anthony aloft to Cleopatra, 
And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou hail liu'd, 
Quicken with kifling : had my lippes that power. 
Thus would I weare them out. 

All. A heauy fight. 

Ant, I am dying Egypt, dying. 
Giue me fome Wine, and let me fpeake a little. 

Cleo. No, let me fpeake, and let me rayle fo hye. 
That the fiilfe Hufwife Fortune, breake her Wheele, 
Prouok'd by my offence. 

Ant. One word ffweet Queene) 
Of Ctrfar feeke your Honour, with your fafety. Oh. 
Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant, Gentle heare me. 
None about Otfar trufl, but Proculeius. 

Cleo. My Refoludon, and my hands, He trufl. 
None about Cafar. 

Ant, The miferable change now at my end,t 
Lament nor forrow at : but pleafe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thofe my former Fortunes 
Wherein I liued. The greatefl Prince o'th'world. 
The Noblefl : and do now not bafely dye. 
Not Cowardly put off my Helmet to 
My Countreyman. A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquifh'd. Now my Spirit is going, 
I can no more. 

Cleo, Nobleft of men, woo't dye ? 
Hafl thou no care of me, fhall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy abfence is 
No better then a Stye ? Oh fee my women : 
The Crowne o'th'earth doth melt. My Lord } 
Oh wither'd is the Garland of the Warre, 

The 
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The Souldiers pole is falne : young Boyes and Gyrles 
Arc leuell now with men : I'he oddes is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkeable 
Beneath the vifiting Moone. 

Char, Oh quietnefTe, Lady. 

IroA, She's dead too, our Soueraignc. 

Char, Lady. 

IroA. Madam. 

Char, Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 

Iras, Royail Egypt : Emprcfle. 

Char, Peace, peace, /rotf. 

Cleo, No more but in a Woman, and commanded 
By fuch poore paflion, as the Maid that MilJces, 
And doe*8 the meaneft chares. It were for me, 
To throw my Scepter at the iniurious Gods, 
To tell them that this World did equall theyrs. 
Till they had ftolne our Icwell. All's but naught : 
Patience is fotdfli, and impatience does 
Become a Dogge that's mad : Then is it finne. 
To rufli into the fecret houfe of death, 
Ere death dare come to vs. How do you Women f 
What, what good checre ? Why how now Charmlau ? 
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah Women, women ! Looke 
Our Lampe is fpent, it's out. Good firs, take heart, 
Wee*l bury him : And then, what's braue, what's Noble, 
Let's doo't after the high Roman fafhion. 
And make death proud to take vs. Come,away, 
This cafe of that huge Spirit now is cold. 
Ah Women, Women ! Come, we haue no Friend 
But Rerolution,and the breefeft end. 

Exeunt f hearing of Antbonui hody. 

Enter Cafar , Agrippa , DollabtUa , Menas , vtitb 
bis Counjell of fVarn, 

Cafar, Go to him DoJJahella, bid him yeeld, 
Being fo fruftrate, tell him. 
He mockes the pawfes that he makes. 

Doi, Cafar, I {hall. 

Enter fDecretas "with the fr^rd of Anthoty, 

Caf, Wherefore is that? And what art thou that dar^ft 
Appeare thus to vs? 

^ee, I am call'd ^eeretai. 
Marine Anthony I feru'd, who beft was worthie 
Beft to be feru'd : whil'ft he ftood vp,and fpoke 
He was my Mafter, and I wore my life 
To fpend vpon his haters. If thou pleafe 
To take me to thee, as I was to him. 
He be to Cafar : if y pleafeft not, I ycild thee vp my life. 

C^far, What is't thou fay'ft ? 

^ec. 1 fay (Oh Cafar) Anthony is dead. 

Cafar, The breaking of fo great a thing, ihould make 
A greater cracke. The round World 
Should haue ihooke Lyons into ciuill ftreett. 
And Cittizens to their dennes. The death of tAntbony 
Is not a Angle doome, in the name lay 
A moity of the world. 

Dec, He is dead Cafar, 
Not by a publike minifter of luftice, 
Nor by a hyred Knife, but that felfe-hand 
Which writ his Honor in the A€ts it did. 
Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, 
I robb'd his wound of it : behold it ftain'd 
With his moft Noble blood. 

Caf Looke you fad Friends, 



The Gods rebuke me, bat it is Tydings 
To wafli the eyes of Kings. 

Doi, And ftrange it is. 
That Nature mud compell rs to lament 
Our moft perfifted deeds. 

A£rf.His taints and Honours, wag'd equal with hi 

Do/a, A Rarer fpirit neuer 
Did fteere humanity : but you Gods will ^ue vs 
Some faults to make vs men. Cafar is touch'd. 

Aiec, When fuch a fpacious Mirror*s fet befixc hi 
He needes muft fee him felfe. 

Cafar, Oh tAntbony, 
I haue followed thee to this, but we do launch 
Difeafes in our Bodies. I muft perforce 
Haue fhewne to thee fuch a declining day. 
Or looke on thine : we could not ftall together. 
In the whole world. But yet let me lament 
With teares as Soueraigne as the blood of hearts. 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all defigne ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the front of Warre, 
The Arme of mineowne Body, and the Heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle; that our Starres 
Vnreconciliable, fhould diuide our cqaaLneflTe to this. 
Heare me good Friends, 
But I will tell you at fome meeter Seafon, 
The bufinefle of this man looket out of him, 
Wee'l heare him what he (ayet. 

Enter an (Egyptian, 
Whence are you ? 

c/£gyp, A poore Egyptian yet, the Queen my mift 
Confin'd in all, fhe has her Monument 
Of thy intents, defires, inftrudion. 
That ihe preparedly may frame her felfe 
To'th'way ihee's forc'd too. 

Cafar. Bid her haue good heart. 
She foone fluU know of vs, by fome of oars, 
How honourable, and how kindely Wee 
Determine for her. For Cafar cannot leaae to be Togeoi 

cy£gypt. So the Gods prefenie thee. Sxi 

Caf. Come hither Proculem, Go and fay 
We purpofe her no fhame : giue her what comfbrta 
The quality of her paflion fhall require ; 
Leaft in her greatnefle, by fome mortall ftroke 
She do defeate vs. For her life in Rome, 
Would be eternall in our Triumph : Go, 
And with your fpeedieft bring va what ihe fagres, 
And how you finde of her. 

Pro, Cafar I fhall. Exit Prtcuka 

Caf. Gallus,%o you along : where's DolabelUy to d 
cond Proculaus ? 

All. Dolabella, 

Caf. Let him alone ; for I remember now 
How hee's imployd : he fhall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my Tent, where you fhall fee 
How hardly I was drawne into this Warre, 
How calme and gentle I proceeded ftill 
In all my Writings. Go with me, and fee 
What I can fhew in this. Pm^ 

Enter Cleopatra, CbmrmioH, Iras, and Mar Sax. * 

Cleo. My defolation does begin to make 
A better life : Tis paltry to be Cafkr : 
Not being Fortune, hee's but Fortunes koaue, 
A minifter of her will : and it is great 
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at thing that ends all other deeds, 


And hang me vp in Chaines. 


uckles accedents, and bolts vp change; 


Pro. You do extend 


eepes, and ncucr pallates more the dung, 


Thefe thoughts of horror further then you fhall 


;crs Nurfc, and Cajart, 


Finde caufe in Cajar, 


Enter Trocukiut. 


Enter Dolabella, 


Cafer fends greeting to the Queene of Egypt, 


Dol, Procule'my 


thee ftudy on what fiire demands 


What thou hatt done, thy Matter Cajar knowes. 


?an'ft to haue him grant thee. 


And he hath fent for thee : for the Queene, 


What's thy name ? 


He take her to my Guard. 


My name is PrccuUka, 


Pro, So dolabella. 


Anthony 


It fhall content me bett : Be gentle to her, 


ne of you, bad me truft you, but 


To Citejar I will fpeake, what you fhall pleafe. 

If youM imploy me to him. Sxit Proculeim 


greatly care to be deceiu*d 


le no vfe for trufting. If yourlMafter 


Cleo. Say, 1 would dye. 


aue a Queece his begger, you muft tell him, 
icfty to fceepc decorum^ muftj 


Dol. Moft Noble EmprefTc, you haue heard of me. 


Cleo. I cannot tell. 


begge then a Kingdome : If he pleaie 


Dol. Affu redly you know me. 


3ie conqocr'd Egypt for my Sonne, 


Oeo, No matter fir, what I haue heard or knowne ; 


me fo much of mine owne, as I 


You laugh when Boycs or Women tell their Dreames, 


:ele to him with thankes. 


Is*t not your tricke ? 


Be of good cheere : 


Dol. I vnderttand not. Madam. 


ne into a Princely hand, feare nothing. 


Cleo, I dreampt there was an Emperor •Anthony, 


ur full reference freely to my Lord, 


Oh fuch another fleepe, that I might fee 


b full of Grace, that it flowes ouer 


But fuch another man. 


lat neede. Let me report to him 


Dol. If it might pleafe ye. 


!et dependacie, and you fhall finde 


Cleo. His face was as the Heau'ns, and therein ttucke 


eror that will pray in ayde for kindnefle, 


A Sunne and Moone, which kept their courfe, U lighted 


e for grace is knecl'd too. 


The little o'th'earth. 


Pray you tell him, 


fDol, Moft Soueraigne Creature. 


Fortunes VafTall, and I fend him 


Cleo. His legges beftrid the Ocean, his rear*d arme 


atnefTe he has got. I hourely learne « 


Crefted the world : His voyce was propertied 


ne of Obedience, and would gladly 


As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends : 


m i*th*Face. 


But when he meant to quaile, and fhake the Orbe, 


This He report (deerc Lady) 


He was as ratling Thunder. For his Bounty, 


nfort, for I know your plight is pitded 


There was no winter in't. An Anthony it was, 


hat causM it. 


That grew the more by reaping : His delights 


You fee how eafily fhe may be furpriz'd : 


Were Dolphin-like, they fhcw'd his backe aboue 


:r till Cafar come. 


The Element they liu'd in : In his Liuery 


Royal 1 Queene. 


Walk*d Crowncs and Crowncts: Realms Sc Iflands were 


Oh Cleopatra^ thou art taken Queene, 


As plates dropt firom his pocket. 


Quicke, quicke, good hands. 


Dol. Oeopatra. 


Hold worthy Lady, hold : 


Cleo. Thinkc you there was, or might be fuch a man 


your felfe fuch wrong, who are in this 


As this I dreampt of? 


, but not betraid. 


Dol, Gentle Madam, no. 


S^hat of death too that rids our dogs of languifh 


Cleo. You Lye vp to the hearing of the Gods : 


Cleopatra^ do not abufe my Matters bounty, by 


But if there be, nor euer were one fuch 


ng of your felfe : Let the World fee 


It's patt the fize of dreaming : Nature wants ftuffe 


enefTe well af^ed, which your death 


To vie ttrange formes with fancie, yet t'imagine 


er let come forth. 


An tAnthony were Natures peece, *gainft Fancie, 


Where art thou Death P 


Condemning fhadowes quite. 


:her come ; Come, come, and take a Queene 


Dol. Heare me, good Madam ; 


lany Babes and Beggers. 


Your loflc is as your felfe, great ; and you beare it 


Oh temperance Lady. 


As anfwering to the waight, would I might neuer 


Sir, I will eate no meate, lie not drinke fir. 


Ore-take purfu'de fucceCTe : But I do feele 


Ike will once be necefTary 


By the rebound of yours, a greefe that fuites 


eepc neither. This mortall houfe He mine. 


My very heart at roote. 


what he can. Know fir, that I 


Cleo. I thanke you fir : 


waite pinnion*d at your Matters Court, 


Know you what Cafar meanes to do with me ? 


be chattic*d with the fober eye 


Dol, I am loath to tell you what, I; would you knew. 


^aauta. Shall they hoytt me vp, 


Cleo. Nay pray you fir. 


r me to the fhowting Varlotarie 


^ol. Though he be Honourable. 


ing Rome ? Rather a ditrh in Egypt. 


Cleo. HeeM leade me then in Triumph. 


graue vnto me, rather on Nylus mudde 


Dol. Madam he will, I know*t. Flourijb, 


iarke-nak*d, and let the water-Flies 


Enter Proculeim, Cafary Gallm, MeaneUy 


into abhorring ; rather make 


and others of bit Traine. 


1 tries high pyramidcs my Gibbet, 


All. Make way there Cafar. 




z t Cafa^ 
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CaJ, Which is the Quecnc of Egypt. 

Dol. It is the Emperor Madam. Cko. \neeles, 

Cajar, Arire,you ihall not Jcneele : 
I pray you rife, rife Egypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the Gods will haue it thus, 
My Mafter and my Lord I muft obey, 

Cajar. Take to you no hard thoughts. 
The Record of what iniuries you did vs, 
Though written in our fleih, we fhall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo, Sole Sir o'th'World, 
I cannot proied mine owne caufe fo well 
To make it cleare, but do confefTe I haue 
Bene laden with like frailties, which before 
Haue often fhamM our Sex. 

Cafar. Cleopatra know, 
We will extenuate rather then inforce : 
If you apply your fclfe to our intents. 
Which towards you are moft gentle, you fhall findc 
A benefit in this change : but if you leeke 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 
Antbonies courfe, you {hall bereaue your felfe 
Of my good purpofes, and put your children 
To that deOrudion which He guard them from, 
If thereon you relye. He take my leaue. 

C/ro.And may through all the world : tis yours, & we 
your Scutcheons, and your fignes of Conqueft ihall 
Hang in what place you pleafe. Here my good Lord. 

Cafar, You Aiall aduife me in all for Cleopatra. 

Cleo. This is the breefe : of Money, Plate, & Icwels 
I am pofTeft of, *tis exaf^ly valewed. 
Not petty things admitted, Where's Seleuau ? 

Seleu. Heere Madam. 

Cleo. This is myTrcafurer, let him fpeake (my Lord) 
Vpon his perill, that I haue refcru*d 
To my felfe nothing. Speake the truth Seleuau. 

Seleu. Madam, I had rather feele my lippes. 
Then to my perill fpeake that which is not. 

Cleo. What haue I kept backe. 

Sel. Enough to purchafe what you haue made known 

C^far. Nay blufli not Cleopatra, I approue 
Your Wifedome in the dcede. 

Oeo. See CaJar : Oh behold, 
How pompe is followed : Mine will now be yours. 
And ihould we (hift eftates, yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus, does 
Euen make me wilde. Oh Slaue, of no more truft 
Then loue that's hyr'd ? What goeft thou backe, y (halt 
Go backe I warrant thee : but He catch thine eyes 
Though they had wings. Slaue, Soule-lefle, Villain, Dog. 
O rarely bafe ! 

Cafar. Good Queene, let vs intreat you. 

Cleo. O Cajar^ what a wounding fliame is this. 
That thou vouchfafing heere to vifit me. 
Doing the Honour of thy LordlinefTe 
To one fo meeke, that mine owne Seruant fhould 
Parcell the fummeof my difgraces, by 
Addition of his Enuy. Say (good Ci^r) 
That I fomc Lady trifles haue referu'd, 
Immoment toyes, things of fuch Dignitic 
As we greet moderne Friends withall, and fay 
Some Nobler token I haue kept apart 
For Liuia and Oflauia^ to induce 
Their mediation, muft I be vnfolded 
With one that I haue bred : The Gods! it fmites me 
Beneath the fall I haue. Prythee go hence. 



Or I fhall fhew the Cynders of my fpirita 

Through th'Afhes of my chance : Wer*t thou a man. 

Thou would'ft haue mercy on me. 

Carfar. Forbeare Seleuau. 

Cleo, Be it known, that we the greatefl are mif-tho(bt 
For things that others do : and when we fiill, 
We anfwer others merits, in our name 
Are therefore to be pittied. 

Cafar, Cleopatra, 
Not what you haue referu*d, nor what acknowledgM 
Put we i'th'RoU of Conqueft : ftill bee*t yours, 
Beftow it at your pleafure, and beleeue 
Cajars no Merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants fold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
Make not your thoughts your prifont : No deere Qacen, 
For we intend fo to difpofe you, as 
Your felfe fhall giue vs counfell : Feede,and fleepe : 
Our care and pitty is fo much vpon you. 
That we remaine your Friend, and fo adieu. 

Cleo. My Mafter,and my Lord. 

CaJar. Not fo : Adieu. Flourijb. 

Exeunt CaJar, and bit Traine. 

Cleo, He words me Gyrles, he words me. 
That I fhould not be Noble to my felfe. 
But hearke thee Charmian. 

Iras. Finifh good Lady, the bright day is done, 
And we are for the daike. 

Cleo. Hye thee againe, 
I haue fpoke already, and it is prouided. 
Go put it to the hafte. 
* Char. Madam, I will. 

Enter ^olahella. 

Dol, Where's the Queene ? 

Cbar. Behold fir. 

Cleo. Dulahella. 

^bl. Madam, as thereto fworne, by your comDind 
(Which my loue makes Religion to obey) 
I tell you this : CaJar through Syria 
Intends his iourney, and within three dayes, 
You with your Children will he fend before. 
Make your beft vfe of this. I haue performed 
Your pleafure, and my promife. 

Cleo. Dolabella, I fhall remaine your debter. 

^ol. I your Seruant : 
Adieu good Queene, I muft attend on Cafar. Exf 

Cleo, Farewell, and thankes. 
Now IroA, what think'fl thou ? 
Thou, an Egyptian Puppet fhall be fhewne 
In Rome afwell as I : Mechanicke Slaues 
With greazie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers fhall 
Vplift vs to the view. In their thicke breathes, 
Ranke of grofTe dyet, fhall we be enclowded. 
And forc'd to drinke their vapour. 

IroA. The Gods forbid. 

Cleo. Nay, 'tis moft certaine Irat : fawcie Li^ors 
Will catch at vs like Strumpets, and fcald Rimers 
Ballads vs out a Tune. The quicke Comedians 
Extern porally will ftage vs, and prefent 
Our Alexandrian Reuels : Anthony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I fhall fee 
Some fqueaking Cleopatra Boy my greatnefTe 
I'th'pofture of a Whore. 

Jras. O the good Gods 1 

Cleo. Nay that's certaine. 

Iroi. He neuer fee't ? for I am fure mine Nailes 
Are fbonger then mine eyes. 

Cfe- 
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On, Why that's the way to foole their preparation, 
And to conqaer their mod abfurd intents. 

Enter Charmian, 
liovfQbarmiafi. 

Shew me my Women like a Queene : Go fetch 
My beft Attyres. I am againe tor Gdnu^ 
To meete MarJ^ Anthony. Sirra Iras^ go 
( Now Noble Charmian^ wee*l difpatch indeede,) 
And when thou hail done this chare, lie giue thee leaue 
To play till Doomefday : bring our Crowne, and all* 

ji noife rpttbin. 
Wherefore's this noife ? 

Enter a Guardfman, 

GardJ. Heere is a rurall Fellow, 
That will not be deny'de your Highnefle prefence, 
He brings you Figges. 

Cleo. Let him come in. Exit Gnardfman. 

What poore an Inftrument 
May do a Noble deede : he brings me liberty : 
My Refolution's plac'd, and 1 haue nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to fbote 
I am Marble conftant : now the fleeting Moone 
No Planet is of mine. 

Enter Guard/man, and Ciovne, 

Guard/, This is the man. 

Qeo. Auoid, and leaue him. Exit Guardfman, 

HaiLthou the pretty worme of Nylus there. 
That killes and paines not? 

Clow, Truly 1 haue him : but I would not be the par- 
tie that ihould defire you to touch him, for his bycing b 
immortall : thofe that doe dye of it, doe feldome or ne- 
uer recouer« 

Cieo, Remember'ft thou any that haue dyed on't ? 

Cfc». Very many, men and women too. I heard of 
one of chem no longer then yefterday, a very honeft wo- 
man, but fomething giuen to lye, as a woman ihould not 
do, i^ut in the way of honefty, how (he dyed of the by- 
ting of it, what pajne flie felt: Truely, (he makes a vene 
good report o'th'worme : but he that wH beleeue all that 
they fay, fliall neuer be faued by halfe that they do : but 
this is moft falliable, the Worme's an odde Worme. 

Cieo, Get thee hence, farewell. 

C/ow. I wifli you all ioy of the Worme. 

Qeo, Farewell. 

Cio», You muft thinke this (looke you,] that the 
Worme will do his kinde* 

Cleo, I, I, fiirewell. 

CloPf. Looke you, the Worme is not to bee trufted, 
but in the keeping of wife people : for indeede, there is 
no goodneflTe in the Worme. 

Cleo, Take thou no care, it ihall be heeded. 

C/wr. Very good : giue it nothing I pray you, for it 
is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eate me ? 

Qovf, You muft not think I am fo fimple, but I know 
the diuell himfelfe will not eate a woman : I know, that 
a woman is a diih for the Gods, if the diuell drelTe her 
not. But truly, thefe fame whorfon diuels doe the Gods 
great harme in their women : for in euery tenne that they 
nnake, the diuels marre iiue. 

Cleo, Well, get thee gone, farewell. 

C/ew. Yes forfooth : I wifh you ioy o'th'worm. Exit 

Cleo, Giue me my Robe, put on my Crowne, I haue 
Immortall longings in me. Now no more 
The iuyce of Egypts Grape fliali moyft this lip. 
Vare, yare, good Iras ; quicke : Me thinkes I heare 
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Anthony call : I fee him rowfe himfelfi* 

To praifc my Noble Aft, I heare him mock 

The lucke of Carjar^ which the Gods giue men 

To excufe their after wrath. Husband, I come : 

Now to that name, my Courage proue my Title. 

I am Fire, and Ayre ; my other Elements 

I giue to bafer life. So, haue you done ? 

Come then, and take the laft warmth of my Lippes . 

Farewell kinde Charmian^ IroA^ long farewell. 

Haue I the Afpickein my lippes ? Doft fall ? 

If thou, and Nature can 10 gently part. 

The ftroke of death is as a Louers pinch. 

Which hurts, and is defir'd. Doft thou lye ftill f 

If thus thou vaniflieft, thou tell'ft the world. 

It is not worth leaue-taking. 

Char, DifTolue thicke clowd,& Raine, that I may fay 
The Gods themfelues do weepe. 

CUo, This proues me bafe t 
If ftie iirft meete the Curled Anthony ^ 
Hee'l make demand of her, and fpend that kilTe 
Which is my heauen to haue. Come thou mortal wretch. 
With thy fharpe teeth this knot intrinlicate. 
Of life at once vn^e : Poore venomous Foole, 
Be angry, and difpatch. Oh could'ft thou fpeake. 
That I might heare thee call great Otjar A(re,vnpolicied. 

Char, Oh Eafterne Starre. 

Cleo, Peace,Deace : 
Doft thou not (ee my Baby at my breaft. 
That fuckcs the Nurfe aflecpe. 

Char. O breake ! O brealce \ 

Cleo. As fweet as Balme, as foft as Ayre, as gentle. 
O Anthony \ Nay I will take thee too. 
What ihould I ftay Dyei, 

Char, In this wilde World 7 So fare thee well : 
Now boaft thee Death, in thy poffenion lyes 
A LalTe vnparalelPd. Downie Windowes cloze. 
And golden Phoebus, neuer be beheld 
Of eyes againe fo Royall : your Crownes away. 
He mend it, and then play 

Enter the Guard rufiling in, and ^dabella, 

I Guard, Where's the Queene? 

Char, Speake foftly, wake her not, 

I Cajar hath fent 

Char, Too flow a Meflcnger. 
Oh come apace, difpatch, I partly feele thee. 

1 Approach hoa. 

All's not well : C^r/ar's beguild. 

2 There's Dolaiella fent from Cafar : call him. 
I What worke is heere Charmian ? 

Is this well done ? 

Char. It is well done,and fitting for a PrinceflTe 
Defcended of fo many Royall Kings. 
Ah Souldier. Charmian dyes. 

Enter ^olahella, 

DoL How goes it heere ? 

9.,Guard. All dead. 

Dol, Cafar y thy thoughts 
Touch their eflefts in this : Thy felfe art comming 
To fee perform'd the dreaded A6t which thou 
So fought'ft to hinder. 

Enter Cafar and all his Traine, marching. 



AIL A way there, a way for Orfar, 
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Dot. Oh fir, you are too fure an Augurcr: 
That you did feare, is done. 

Cajar, Braueft at the laft, 
She leueird at our purpofes, and being Royall 
Tooke her owne way : the manner of their deaths^ 
I do not fee them bleede. 

DoL Who was laft with them ? 

I .GuarJ.A fimple Countryman, that broght hir Figs: 
This was his Basket. 

Otfar, Poyfon'd then. 

I .Guard. Oh C^ejar : 
This Charmian liu*d but now, (he ftood and fpake : 
I found her trimming yp the Diadem ; 
On her dead Miftris tremblingly flie ftood, 
And on the fodaine dropt. 

(uefar. Oh Noble weakenefle : 
If they had fwallow'd poyfon, 'twould appeare 
By externall fwelling : but flie lookes like fleepe, 
As fhe would catch another Anthony 
In her ftrong toyle of Grace. 



^oL Heere on her breft, 
There is a vent of Bloud, and fomethiog blownc, 
The like is on her Arme. 

I .Guard. This is an Afpickes traile. 
And thefe Figge-Ieaues haue flime vpon them, fuch 
As th'Afpicke leaues vpon the Caues of Nyle. 

Ca;far. Moft probable 
That 10 (he dved : for her Phyfitian tela mee 
She hath purlu*de Condufions infinite 
Of eafie wayes to dye. Take vp her bed, 
And beare her Women from the Monument, 
She fiiall be buried by her tAntbony. 
No Graue ypon the earth fliall clip in it 
A payre fo &mous : high euents as thefe 
Strike thofe that make them : and their Story is 
No leflTe in pitty,then his Glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army flijll 
In folemne ihew, attend this Funerall, 
And then to Rome. G>me Dolabella^ fee 
High Order, in this great Solmemntty. Exeunt 
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PHE TRACED IE OF 

CYMBELINE. 

aASius Primus. Sccsna ^rima. 



Enter two Gentlemen, 

SI. Gent. 
On do not meet a man but Frownes. 
Our bloods no more obey the Heauens 
Then our Courden : 
Still feemc, at do*s the Kmgs. 
Jtiu* But what*s the matter? 

His daughter, and the heire ofs kingdome (whom 

irpos*d to his wiuet iole Sonne, a Widdow 

late he married ) hath referred her felfe 

a poore, but worthy Gentleman. She's wedded, 

Insband banifliM $ flie imprifonM, all 

ward forrow, though I thinke the King 

ochM at very heart. 

None but the King ? 

He that hath loft her too t Co is the Queene, 

moft defir*d the Match. But not a Courtier, 

)ogb they weare their faces to the bent 

e Kings lookes, hath a heart that is not 

at the thing they fcowle at. 

And why fo? 

fie that hath mifs*d the PrinccflTe, is a thing 

lad, for bad report : and he that hath her, 

ane, that married her, alacke good man, 

iierefbre banifh*d ) is a Creature, fuch, 

feeke through the Regions of the Earth 
ne, his like j there would be fomething failing 
n, that ihould compare. I do not thinke,- 
re an Outward, and fuch ftufie Within 
ivcs a man, but hee. 
You fpeake him hrrt. 
I do extend him (Sir) within himfelfe, 

him together, rather then vnfold 
leafiire duly. 

What*s bis niune, and Birth ? 
I cannot delue him to the roote : His Father 
:aird SeUlim^ who did ioyne his Honor 
ift the Romanes, with CaJfibulaH^ 
ad his Titles by TenanthUy whom 
ru*d with Glory, and admirM Succeflfe : 
in*d the Sur-addidon, Leonatus, 
bad ( befides this Gentleman in queftion ) 
other Sonnes, who in the Warres o*th*dme 

with their Swords in hand. For which, their Father 

old, and fond of yflTue, tooke fuch forrow 
he quit Being ; and his gende Lady 



Bigge of this Gentleman (our Theame^ deceaft 

As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe 

To his prote^ion, cals him Poftbumui Leonatuty 

Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 

Puts to him all the Learnings that his dme 

Could make him the receiuer of, which he tooke 

As we do ayre, faft as *twas miniftred. 

And in*s Spring, became a Hanieft : Liu*d in Court 

( Which rare it is to do ) moft prais*d, moft lou*d, 

A (ample to the yongeft : to th*more Mature, 

A glaiTe that fcated them : and to the grauer, 

A Childe that guided Dotards. To his Mifbris, 

(For whom he now is banifli*d) her owne price 

Proclaimes how ihe efteem*d himj and his Yertue 

By her eledlid may be truly read, what kind of man he is. 

1 I honor him, euen out of your report. 

But pray you tell me, is fhe fole childe to*th*King ? 

I His onely childe : 
He had two Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing, 
Marke it) the eldeft of them, at three yeares old 
rth*fwathing cloathes, the other from their Nurfery 
Were ftolne, and to this houre, no ghefle in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

2 How long is this ago ? 
I Some twenty yeares. 

a That a Kings Children ihould be fo conuey'd. 
So flackely guarded, and the fearch fo flow 
That could not trace them. 

I Howfoere, *ds ibrange. 
Or that the negligence may well be laughM at : 
Yet is it true Sir. 

a I do well beleeue you. 

I We muft forbeare. Heere comes the Gendeman, 
The Queene, and PrinccflTe. Exeunt 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter the Queene, Poftbumiu, nnd Imogen, 

Qn. No, be aflfurM you fliall not finde me(Daughter) 
After the flander of moft Step-Mothers, 
Euill-ey*d vnto you. You're my Prifoncr, but 
Your Gaoler fliall deliuer you the keyes 
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That lockc vp your rcftraint. For you Fofibumtu^ 
So foone as I can win th'offended King, 
I will be knowne your Aduocatc : marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and *twere good 
You leaned vnto his Sentence, with what patience 
Your wifedome may informe you. 

Poft. 'Plcafe your Highneflc,i 
1 will from hence to day. 

Siu, You know the peril 1 : 
He fetch a turne about the Garden, pittying 
The pangs of barr'd AfFedions, though the King 
Hath charg*d you fhould not fpeake together. Exit 

Imo. O dilTembling Curtefie | How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where (he wounds ? My deereft Husband, 
I fomething feare my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
( Alwayes referu*d my holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me. You mufl be gone, 
And I Hiall heere abide the hourely fhot 
Of angry eyes : not comforted to liue. 
But that there is this lewell in the world, 
That I may fee againe. 

Pofi, My Quccne, my Miftris ; 

Lady, weepe no more, lead I giue caufe 
To be fufpedled of more tendemefle 
Then doth become a man. I will remaine 
The loyairft husband, that did ere plight troth. 
My refidence in Rome, at one F//or/o's, 
Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Knowne but by Letter ; thither write (my Queene) 
And with mine eyes. He drinke the words you fend, 
Though Inke be made of Gall. 

Enter Queene, 

Slu. Be briefe, I pray you : 
If the King come, I ihall incurre, I know not 
How much of his difpleafure : yet He moue him 
.To walke this way : I neuer do him wrong. 
But he do*s buy my Iniuries, to be Friends : 
Payes deere for my offences. 

Pofit Should we be taking leaue 
As long a terme as yet we haue to liue. 
The loathnefTe to depart, would grow : Adieu. 

Imo. Nay, ftay a little : 
Were you but riding forth to ayre your felfe. 
Such parting were too petty. Looke heere (Loue) 
This Diamond was my Mothers j take it (Heart) 
But keepe it till you woo another Wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 

Pofi. How, how? Another? 
You gentle Gods, giue me but this I haue. 
And feare vp my embracements from a next. 
With bonds of death. Remaine, remaine thou heere, 
While fenfe can kecpc it on : And fweetefl, faireft. 
As I (my poore felfe) did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite lofle ; fo in our trifles 

1 (till winne of you. For my fake weare this, 
It is a Manacle of Loue, He place it 

Vpon this fayreft Prifoner. 

Imo. O the Gods \ 
When (hall we fee againe ? 

Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. 

Pcft. Alacke, the King. 

Cym. Thou bafeft thing, auoyd hence, from my fight: 
If aner this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy vnworthineflTe, thou dyeft. Away, 
Thou'rt poyfon to my blood. 

Pbft, The Gods proteft you. 



And blefTe the good Remainders of the Court : 

I am gone. Exit 

Imo, There cannot be a pinch in death 
More fharpc then this is. 

Cym. O difloyall thing, 
That fhould*ft repayre my youth, thou heap'ft 
A yeares age on mee. 

Imo. I befeech you Sir, 
Harme not your felfe with your vexation, 
I am fenfelefTe of your Wrath ^ a Tduch mort rare 
Subdues all pangs, all feares. 

Cym. Paft Grace f Obedience? 

Imo. Paft hope, and in difpaire, that way paft Grace. 

Cym. That might'ft haue had 
The fole Sonne of my Queene. 

Imo. O blefTed, that 1 might not : I chofe an Eagle, 
And did auoyd a Puttocke. 

Cym, Thou took'ft a Begger, would*ft haue made m] 
Throne, a Seate for bafenefTe. 

Imo. No, I rather added a luftre to it. 

Cym. O thou vilde one ! 

fmo. Sir, 
It is your fault that I haue louM Poftbuwnu : 
You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman : Ouer^buyes mee 
Almoft the fumme he payes. 

Cj^m. What' art thou mad ? 

fmo. Almoft Sir : Heauen reftore m: \ would I were 
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leonattu 
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne. 
Enter Queene, 

Cym. Thou foolifh thing j 
They were againe together : you haue done 
Not after our command. Away with her. 
And pen her vp. 

S^u, Befeech your patience : Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soueraigne, 
Leaue vs to our felues, and make your felf (bme comftr 
Out of your beft aduice. 

Cym. Nay, let her languifh 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. SxU* 

Enter Pifanio, 

Qu. Fye, you muft giue way : 
Heere is your Seruant. How now Sir ? What newts? 

Tifa. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Maftcr. 

Qu. Hah? 
No harme I truft is done ? 

Tifa. There might haue beene. 
But that my Mafter rather plaid, then fought. 
And had no helpe of Anger : they vrere parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 

^. I am very glad on*t. 

Imo, Your Son*s my Fathers friend, be takes his pa 
To draw vpon an Exile. O braue Sir, 
I would they were in AfFricke both together. 
My felfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Mafter ? 

pjja. On his command : he would not fufiiEr mee 
To bring him to the Hauen : left thefe Notes 
Of what commands I fhould be fubied too, 
Whrn*t pleas'd you to employ me. 

Slu. This hath beene 
Your faithfiill Seruant t I dare lay mine Honour 
He will remaine fo. 

Pi/a. I humbly thanke jour Highneffe. 
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*ray walke a-whilc. 
A.bout fome balfe houre hence, 
fpeake with me ; 

1 (at lead) go fee my Lord aboord. 
time leaue me. 



Exeunt, 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter dot ten, and two Lords. 
Fy I would aduife you to fhift a Shirt ; the Vio- 
Adtion hath made you reek as a Sacrifice : where 
les out, ayre comes in : There*8 none abroad Co 
ne as that you vent. 

If my Shirt were bloody, then to /hi ft it. 
hurt him ? 

> faith : not fo much as his patience, 
irt him ? His bodie's a paffable Carkaflfe if he bee 
. It is a through-fare for Steele if it be not hprt. 
is Steele was in debt, it went o*th*Backe-fide the 

The VilUine would not (bnd me. 
>, but he fled forward ftill, toward your face, 
ind you ? you haue Land enough of your owne : 
idded to your hauing, gaue you fome ground, 
i many Inches, as you haue Oceans( Puppies.) 

I would they had not come betweene vs. 

would I, till you had meafur*d how long a Foole 
e vpon the ground. 

And that fhee fhould loue this Fellow, and re- 
it be a fin to make a true ele^on,ifhe is damn*d. 
',as I told you alwayes : her Beauty & her Braine 
ogether. Shee*s a good figne, but I haue feene 
fle^on of her wit. 

e fhines not vpon Fooles, leafl the refleAion 
hurt her. 

Come, He to my Chamber : would there had 
»me hurt done. 

mfh not fo, vnlefTe it had bin the* fall of an Affe, 
I no great hurt. 

You*l go with vs ? 
; attend your Lordfhip. 

Nay come, let*s go together, 
ell my Lord. Exeunt, 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Imogen^ and Pifanio, 
would thou grew'ft vnto the fhores o'th'Hauen, 
^oned*fl euery Saile : if he fhould write, 
lot haue it, 'twere a Paper lofl 
*d mercy is : What was the lafl 
: fpake to thee.^ 

It was his Queene, his Queene. 

Then wau*d his Handkerchiefe ? 

And kift it, Madam. 

SenfelefTe Linnen, happier therein then I: 
It was all / 

No Madam : for fo long 



As he could make me with his eye, or eare, 
Diftinguifh him from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Gloue, or Hat, or Handkerchife, 
Still wauing, as the fits and ftirres of *s mind 
Could beft expreffe how flow his Soule faylM on. 
How fwif^ his Ship. 

Imo. Thou fhould*fl haue made him, 
As little as a Crow, or leffe, ere left 
To after- eye him. 

Tifa, Madam, fo I did. 

Imo, 1 would haue broke mine eye-firings ; 
Crack'd them, but to looke vpon him, till the diminution 
Of fpace, had pointed him fharpe as my Needle : 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The fmalneffe of a Gnat, to ayre : and then 
Haue turn*d mine eye, and wept. But good Pifanhf 
When fhall we heare from him. 

Pi/a. Be affur^d Madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Imo, I did not take my leauc of him, but had 
Moft pretty things to fay : £rc 1 could tell him 
How I would thinke on him at certaine houres. 
Such thoughts, and fueh : Or 1 could make him fweare , 
The Shees of Italy fhould not betray 
Mine Interefl, and his Honour : or haue charged him 
At the fixt houre of Morne, at Noone, at Midnight, 
T*cncounter me with Orifons, for then 
I am in Heauen for him : Or ere I could, 
Giue him that parting kiffe, which I had fet 
Betwixt two charming words, cdbnes in my Father, 
And like the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buddes from growing. 
Enter a Lady, 

La. The Queene (Madam) 
Defires your HighnefTe Company. 

Imo, Thofe things I bid you do,'get them difpatch*d, 
I will attend the Queene. 

fi/a. Madam, I fhall. Exeunt, 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter Pbllario^ lacbimo : a Frencbman^a ^utcb- 
many and a S/>aniard. 

lacb. Beleeue it Sir, I haue feene him in Britaine; hec 
was then of a Creffent note, expeded to proue fo woor- 
thy, as fincc he hath beene allowed the name of. But I 
could then haue look'd on him , without the help of Ad- 
miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled by his fide, and I to perufe him by Items. 

Pbil. You fpeake of him when he was leffe fumifh*d, 
then now hee is, with that which makes him both with- 
out, and within. 

French, I haue feene him in France : wee had very ma- 
ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as firme eyes as 
hee. 

lacb. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter, 
wherein he mufl be weighed rather by her valew, then 
his owne, words him (I doubt not) a great deale from the 
matter. 

French* And then his banifhment. 

lacb* I, and the approbation of thofe that weepe this 
lamentable diuorce vnder her colours, are wonderfully 

to 
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to extend him, be it but to fbrtiiie her iudgement, which 
elfe an eafie battery might lay flat, for taking a Begger 
without lefle quality.But how comes it, he is to foioarne 
with you } How creepes acquaintance ? 

PbiL His Father and I were Souldiers together, to 
whom I haue bin often bound for no lefle then my life.* 

Enter ToJibumm, 
Heere comes the Britaine. Let him be fo entertained a- 
mong*ft you,as fuites with Gentlemen of your knowing, 
to a Stranger of his quality. I befeech you all be better 
knowne to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, 
as a Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy he is, I will 
leaue to appeare hereafter, rather then ftory him in his 
owne hearing. 

French, Sir, we haue knovme togither in Orleance. 

Pe/f.Since when, I haue bin debtor to you for courte- 
fies, which I will be euer to pay, and yet pay ftill. 

French. Sir, you oVe-rate my poore kindneflTe, I was 
gbd.1 did attone my Countryman and you: it had beene 
pitty you fliould haue beene put together, with fo mor- 
ull a purpofe, as then each bore, vpon importance of fo 
flight and triuiall a nature. 

foB. By your pardon Sir, I was then a young Trauel- 
ler, rather fliunM to go euen with what I heard, then in 
my euery adion to be guided by others experiences: but 
vpon my mended iudgement ( if I offend to fay it is men- 
ded) my Quarrell was not altogether flight. 

French. Faith yes, to be put to the arbiterment of 
Swords, and by fuch two, that would by all likely hood 
haue confounded one th^ other, or haue hint both. 

lach. Can we with manners, aske what was the dif- 
ference f 

French* Safely, I thinke, *twas a contention in pub- 
licke, which may (without contradidion ) fufl^cr the re- 
port. It was much like an argument that fell out laft 
night, where each of vs fell in praife of our Country- 
Miftrefles. This Gentleman, at that time vouching f and 
vpon warrant of bloody affirmation ) his to be robre 
Faire, Vertuous, Wife, Chafte, Conftant, Qualified, and 
leflfe attempdble then any, the rareft of our Ladies in 
Fraunce. 

lach. That Lady is not now liuingj or this Gentle- 
roans opinion by this,worne out. 

Poft. She holds her Vertue ftill, and I my mind. 

lach. You muft not fo farre preferre her, 'fore ours of 
Italy. 

Poflh, Being fo farre prouok*d as I was in France:! 
would abate her nothing, though I profeflfe my felfe her 
Adorer, not her Friend. 

lach. As faire, and as good : a kind of hand in hand' 
comparifon, had beene fomething too faire, and too 
good for any Lady in Britanie^ if flie went before others. 
I haue feene as that Diamond of yours out-lufters many 
I haue beheld, I could not beleeue flie excelled many : 
but I haue not feene the moft pretioos Diamond that is, 
nor you the Lady* 

Poft, 1 praM*d her, as I rated her : fo do I my Stone. 

lach. What do you efteeme it at } 

Poft. More then the world enioyes. 

lach. Either your vnparagon*d Miftirs is dead, or 
flie*s out-priz*d by a trifle. 

Poft. YoQ are miftaken : the one may be folde or gi^' 
uen, or if there were wealth enough for the purchafes,or 
merite for the guift. The other is not a thing for fale, 
and onely the guift of the Gods. 

lach. Which the Gods haue giuen you ? 



Poft. Which by their Graces I will keepe. 

lach. You may weare her in title yours : hot yos 
know ftrange Fowle light vpon neighbouring Poa^ 
Your Ring may be fh>lne too,fo your brace of vnprisct- 
ble Eftimations, the one is but fraile, and the other Caiii- 
allj. A cunning Thiefe, or a (that way) accompUA'd 
Courtier, would haxxard the winning both of firft vai 
laft. 

Poft. Your Italy ,containes none fb accomplifli'd a 
Courtier to conuince the Honour of my Miftris : if in dx 
holding or loflTe of that, you terme her fraile, I do dq- 
thing doubt you haue flore of Theeues, notwithftaoding 
I fe are not my Ring. 

Phil, Let vs leaue heere, Gentlemen ? 

Poft, Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signiorl 
thanke him, makes no ftranger of me, we are familiar at 
firft. 

lach. With fiue times fo much conuerfation,! flioald 
get ground of your 5iire Miftris; make her go backe,e- 
uen to the yeilding, had I admittance, and oppofftuoide 
to frjend. 

Poft. No, no. 

lach. I dare thereupon pawne the moytie of my £• 
fbte, to your Ring, which in my opinion o*re-valaes it 
fomething ; but I make my wager rather againft jov 
Confidence, then her Repuution. And to barre your of- 
fence heerein to, I durft attempt it againft any Lady is 
the world. 

Poft. You are a great deale abus*d in too bold a per- 
fwafion,and I doubt not you fuftaine what y*are wortii; 
of, by your Attempt. 

lach. What's rhat? 

Poftb, A Repulfe though your Attempt ( as yoo call 
it) deferue moreja punifliment too. 

Phi. Gentlemen enough of this, it came in too fo* 
dainely,let it dye as it was borne,and I pray you be bet- 
ter acquainted. 

lach. Would I had put my Efbte,and my Neighbon 
on th'approbation of what I haue fpoke, 

Poft. What Lady would you chufe to aflTaile ? 

lach. Yours, whom in conftancie you thinke ftands 
fo fafe. I will lay you ten thoufands Duckets to your 
Ring, that commend me to the Court where your La- 
dy is, with no more aduantage then the opportunitie of i 
fecond conference, and I will bring from thence, tbat 
Honor of hers, which you imagine fo referu^d. 

PoBhmui, I will wage againft your Gold, Gold to 
i t: My Ring I holde deere as my finger, 'tis part of 
it. 

lach. You are a Friend, and there in the wifer : if yoQ 
buy Ladies flefli at a Million a Dram, you cannot pie- 
feure it from tainting; but I fee you haue fome Religioo 
in you, that you feare. 

Poftbu. This is but a cuftome in your tongue t yoo 
beare a grauer purpofe I hope. 

lach. I am the Mafter of my fpeeche8,and would «- 
der-go what's fpoken,! fweare. 

Pofthu. Will you ? I fliall but lend my Diamond till 
your returne : let there be Couenants drawne betwcen'ti 
My Miftris exceedes in goodneflre,the hugenelTe ofyoor 
vnworthy thinking. I dare you to this match : heere's oy 
Ring. 

Phil. I will haue it no lay. 

lach. By the Gods it is one : if I bring you no foffi- 
cient teflimony that I haue enioy'd the deereft bodiif 
part of your Miftris: my ten thoufand Duckets are yoon, 
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ur Diamond too : if I come ofF, aod leaue her in 
BOUT as you haue truft in ; Shee your lewell, this 
veil, and my Gold arc lyoun : prouided, I haue 
Dinendadon, for my more free entertainment. 

I embrace thefe Conditions, let vi haue Articles 
vt : onely thus farre you (hall anfwere, if you 
mr Yovage vpon her, and giue me dire^iy to vn- 
, you haue preuayl'd, I am no further your Ene- 
5 is not worth our debate. If fliee remaine vnfe- 
ou not making it appeare otherwife : for your ill 
,and th*aiIaolt you haue made to her chaftity,you 
Twer me with your Sword. 

Your hand, a Couenant : wee will haue thefe 
et downe by lawfuU Counfell, and ftraight away 
aine, leaft the Bargaine (hould catch colde, and 
I will fetch my Gold, and haue our two Wagers 

Agreed. 

:b. Will this hold, thinke you. 
Signior lachhm will not from it. 
▼s follow *em. Exeunt 



Scena Sexta. 



Bmtir Qtuenty LatUes^ and Cornelius, 
Whiles yet the dewe*s on ground, 
thofe Flowers, 

afte. Who ha's the note of them ? 
'. I Madam. 

ff. Difpatch. Exit Ladies, 

[after DoAor, haue you brought thofe drugges? 
Pleafeth your Highnes, I : here they are. Madam: 
tfeech your Grace, without oflFence 
nfcience bids me aske) wherefore you haue 
nded of me thefe mofl poyfonous Compounds, 
are the moouers of a languiihing death : 
agh (low, deadly. 
1 wonder. Donor, 

k*ft me fuch a Queftion : Haue I not bene 
pill long ? Haft thou not learned me how 
e Perfumes? Diftill ? Prcferue ? Yea fo, 
r great King himfelfe doth woo me oft 
Confedions ? Hauing thus farre proceeded, 
; thou think*ft me diuellifh) is*t not meete 
lid amplifie my iudgement in 
!onclufions ? I will try the forces 
; thy Compounds, on fuch Creatures as 
at not worth the hanging. (but none humane) 
he yigour of them, and apply 
!nts to their A€t, and by them gather 
uerall vertues, and efieds. 
Your HighnelTe 

»m this pra^fe, but make hard your heart: 
the feeing thefe efSeds will be 
)Ffome, and infedious. 
content thee. 

Enter Pijanio, 
>mes a flattering Raicall, vpon him 
irft worke : Hee*s for his Mafter, 
:my to my Sonne. How now Pi/anio ? 
your feniice for this time is ended, 
ur owne way. 



Cor, I do fufped you. Madam, 
But you fhall do no harme. 

^. Hearke thee, a word. 

Cor. I do not like her. She doth thinke (he ha*8 
Strange lingering poyfons : I do know her fpirit. 
And will not truft one of her malice, with 
A drugge of fuch damnM Nature. Thofe (he ha*s. 
Will ftupifie and dull the Senfe a-while. 
Which firft (perchance) (hee'l proue on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward vp higher : but there is 
No danger in what (hew of death it makes. 
More then the locking vp the Spirits a time. 
To be more frefh, reuiuing. She is fooFd 
With a moft Alfe tfk€t : and I, the truer, 
So to be falfe with her. 



^«. No further feruice, Dod^or, 
itill If- • 



Exit. 



Vntill I fend for thee. 

Cor. I humbly take my leaue. 

Qu. Weepes(heftill(faiftthou?) 
Doft thou thinke in time 
She will not quench, and let inftru6lions enter 
Where Folly now poffeffcs} Do thou worke : 
When thou (halt bring me word (he loues my Sonne, 
He tell thee on the inftant, thou art then 
As great as is thy Mafter : Greater, for 
His Fortunes all lye fpeechle(re, and his name 
Is at laft gaspe. Returne he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : To (hift hu being. 
Is to exchange one mifery with another. 
And euery day that comes, comes to decay 
A dayes worke in him. What (halt thou exped 
To be depender on a thing that leanes ? 
Who cannot be new built, nor ha*s no Friends 
So much, as but to prop him ? Thou tak*ft vp 
Thou know*ft not what : But take it for thy labour, 
It is a thing I made, which hath the King 
Fiue times redeemed from death. I do not know 
What is more Cordiall. Nay, I prythee take it, 
It is an earneft of a farther good 
That I meane to thee. Tell thy Miftris how 
The cafe ftands with her : doo't, as from thy felfe; 
Thmke what a chance thou changeft on, but thinke 
Thou haft thy Miftris ftill, to boote,my Sonne, 
Who (hall take notice of thee. He moue the King 
To any (hape of thy Preferment, fuch 
As thouUt defire : and then my felfe, I cheefely. 
That fet thee on to this defert, am bound 
To loade thy merit richly. Call my women. Exit Pi/a. 
Thinke on my words. A (lye, and con(bnt knaue. 
Not to be (hak'd : the Agent for his Mafter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand-faft to her Lord. I haue giuen him that. 
Which if he take, (hall quite vnpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweete : and which, (he after 
Except (he bend her humor, (hall be a(rur*d 
To tafte of too. 

Snter Pifanioyond Ladies. 

So , fo : Well done, well done : 

The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Prime-Rofes 

Beare to my ClofTet : Fare thee well, Pi/anio. 

Thinke on my words. Exit S^u. and Ladies. 

Pi/a. And (hall do : 
But when to my good Lord, I proue Tntrue, 
He choake my felfe : there's all He do for you. Exit, 

Scena 



374 



The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 



Scena Septima. 



Enter Imogen alone, 
Imo, A Father cruell, and i Stepdame falfe, 
A Fooiifli Suitor to a Wedded-Ltdy, 
That hath her Husband bani/h'd : O, that Husband, 
My fupreame Crowne of gnefe, and thofe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefe-ftolne, 
As my two Brothers, happy : but moft miferable 
Is the defires that's glorious. BlcfTed be thofe 
How meane fo ere, that haue their honeft wills, 
Which feafons comfort. Who may this be ? Fye. 

Enter Pifanhf and lacbimo, 

Pifa. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome» 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 

Lub, Change you. Madam : 
The Worthy Leonatm is in fafety. 
And greetes your HighneflTe deerely. 

Imo. Thanks good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome. 

Iacb» All of her, that is out of doore, moft rich : 
If flie be furnifli'd with a mind Co rare 
She is alone th*Arabian-Bird; and I 
Haue loft the wager. BoldndTe be my Friend i 
Arme me Audacitie from head to fbote, 
Orlike the Parthian I ftiall flying fight, 
Rather diredly fly. 

Imogen reads. 
He it one oftbe Noblefi note, to wbofe kindnejfes I am mofi in- 
finitely tied, RefieEi -upon bim accordingly , as you 'value your 
trufi, Leonatus. 

So farre I reade aloud . 
But euen the yery middle of my heart 
Is warm*d by*th 'reft, and take it thankefully. 
You are as welcome( worthy Sir) as I 
Haue words to bid you, and ihall finde it fo 
In all that I can do. 

lacb, Thankesfaireft Lady: 
What are men madf Hath Nature giuen them eyes 
To fee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sea and Land, which can diftinguifh *twixt 
The firie Orbes aboue, and the twinned Stones 
Vpon the number'd Beach, and can we not 
Partition make with Spedales fo pretious 
Twixt /aire, and foule ? 

Imo, What makes your admiradon ? 

lacb. It cannot be i'th'eye : for Apes, and Monkeys 
*Twixt two fuch She*s, would chatter this way, and 
Contemne with mowes the other. Nor i'th'iudgment : 
For Idiots in this cafe of Auour, would 
Be wifely definit : Nor i*th' Appetite. 
Slattery to fuch neate Excellence, opposed 
Should make defire Yomit emptinefTe, 
Not fo allur.d to feed. 

Imo, What is the matter trow ? i 

lacb. The Qoyed will : 
That fatiate yet vnfatisfiM defire, that Tub 
Both filled and running : Rauening firft the Lambc, 
Longs after for the Garbage. 

Imo, What, deerc Sir, 
Thus rap*s you ? Arc jrou well ? 



lacb. Thanks Madam, well : Befeech you Sir, 
Defire my Man*s abode, where I did leaue him: 
He's ftrange and peeuifti. 

Fija. I was going Sir, 
To giue him welcome. ^nf* 

Imo, Continues well my Lord ? 
His health befeech you ? 

lacb. Well, Madam. 

Imo. Is he difpos*d to mirth } I hope he »• 

lacb. Exceeding pleafant : none a ftranger there. 
So merry, and (o gamefome : he is call'd 
The Britaine Reueller. 

Imo, When he was heere 
He did incline to fadnefle, and oft timet 
Not knowiug why. 

lacb, I neuer faw him fad. 
There is a Frenchman his Conn>anion,one 
An eminent Monfieur, that it (eemes much looes 
A Gallian-Girle at home. He furnaces 
The thicke fighes from himj whiles the ioUy Britaine, 
( Your Lord I meane ) laughes fi'om's free lungs rcries oil, 
Can my fides hold, to think that man who knowes 
By Hiftory, Report, or his owne proofe 
What woman is, yea what fhe cannot choofe 
But muft be .'will's firee houres languifti : 
For aflfured bondage ? 

Imo, Will my Lord fay fo ? 

lacb, I Madam, with his eyes in flood t with laughter, 
It is a Recreation to be by 
And heare him mocke the Frenchman : 
But Heauen*s know fbme men are much too blame. 

Imo. Not he I hope. 

lacb. Not he : 
But yet Heauen's bounty towards him, might 
Be vi*d more thankfully. In himfelfe *tis much} 
In you, which I account his beyond all Talents. 
Whil'ft I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pitty too. 

Imo, What do you pitty Sir ? 

lacb. Two Creatures hearty Iy« 

Imo. Am I one Sir ? 
You looke on me : what wrack difceme you in me 
Deferues your pitty ? 

lacb. Lamenuble : what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and fobce 
rth*Dungeon by a Snuflfe. 

Imo. I pray you Sir, 
Deliuer with more opennefife your anfweres 
To my demands. Why do you pitty me ? 

lacb. That others do, 

(I was about to fay ) enioy your but 

It is an office of the Gods to venge it, 
Not mine to fpeake on*t. 

Imo. You do feeme to know 
Something of me, or what concemes me; pray you 
Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Then to be fure they do. For Certainties 
Either are paft remedies; or timely knowing. 
The remedy then borne. Difcouer to me 
What both you fpur and ftop. 

lacb^ Had I this cheeke 
To bathe my lips vpon : this hand, whofe touch, 
( Whofe euery touch ) would force the Feelers fouk 
To'th*oath of loyalty. This obicd, which 
Takes prifoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fiering it onely heere, fhould I (damn*d then) 

Slisei 



The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 375 


th iippes as common as the ftayres 


That which he is, new o*re : And he is one 


t the Capitoll t loyne gripes, with hands 


The trueft manner'd : fuch a holy Witch, 




That he enchants Societies into him : 


t:) then by peeping in an eye 


Halfe all men hearts are his. 


uftrious as the fmoaJcie light 


/mo. You make amends. 


Mritb ftinking Tallow : it were fit 


lacb. He fits *mongft men, like a defended God ; 


e plagues of Hell ihould at one time 


He hath a kinde of Honor fets him off, 


fuch reuolt. 


More then a mortall feeming. Be not angrie 


^ Lord, I feare 


( Moft mighty Princeffe) that I haue aduentur*d 


Brituine. 


To try your taking of a falfe report, which hath 


nd himfelfe, not I 


Honoured with confirmation your great ludgement, 


this intelligence, pronounce 


In the eleSion of a Sir, fo rare. 


y of his change : but *ds your Graces 


Which you know, cannot erre. The loue I beare him, 


my muteftConfcience, to my tongue, 


Made me to fiin you thus, but the Gods made you 


is report out. 


(Vnlike all othen) cbaflTeleflTe. Pray your pardon. 


t me beare no more. 


Imo. Airs well Sir: 


deereft Soule : your Caufe doth ftrilce my hart 


Take my powre i*th 'Court fi^r yours. 


that doth make me ficJce. A Lady 


lacb. My humble thankes : 1 had almoft forgot 


d ftften'd to an Emperie 


T^intreat your Grace, but in a fmall requeft, 


ce the great*ft King double, to be partnered 


And yet of moment too, for it concernes : 


t>oyes hyr'd, with that felfe exhibition 


Your Lord, my felfe, and other Noble Friends 


r owne Coffers yecld : with difeasM ventures 


Are partners in the bufineffe. 


rith all Infirmities for Gold, 


Imo, Pray whatis*t? 


enneiTe can lend Nature. Such boyl'd ftufle 


Lub, Some dozen Romanes of vs, and your Lord 


ght poyfon Poyfon. Be reueng'd, 


(The beft Feather ofour wing) haue mingled fummes 


bore you, was no Queene,and you 


To buy a Prefent for the Emperor : 


m your great Stocke. 


Which I (the Fador for the reft) haue done 


aieng*d : 


In France : 'tis Plate of rare deuice, and lewels 


1 I be reueng'd ? If this be true. 


Of rich, and exquifite forme, their valewes great, 


fuch a Heart, that both mine eares 


And 1 am fomething curious, being ftrange 


I hafte abufe ) if it be true. 


To haue them in Csik ftowage : May it pleafe you 


1 I be reueng'd ? 


To uke them in proteftion. 


lould he make me 


Imo. Willingly: 


yuma\ Prieft, betwixt cold iheets. 


And pawne mine Honor for their fafety, fince 


is vaulting variable Rampes 


My Lord hath intereft in them, I will keepe them 


pight, vpon your purfc : reuenge it. 


In my Bed-chamber. 


ny felfc to your fweet pleafure. 


lacb. They are in a Trunke 


e then that runnagate to your bed. 


Attended by my men : I will make bold 


intinue faft to your AflFedion, 


To fend them to you , onely for this night : 


IS fure. 


I muft aboord to morrow* 


hat hoa, Pf/ztmo ? 


Imo. O no, no. 


t me my feruice tender on your lippes. 


lacb. Yes I befeech : or I fhall fhort my word 


vay, I do condemne mine cares, that haue 


By lengthening my retume. From Gallia, 


rnded thee. If thou wert Honourable 


I croft the Seas on purpofe,and on promife 


d*ft haue told this tale for Vertue, not 


To fee your Grace. 


1 end thou feek*ft, as bafe^as ftrange : 


Imo. I thanke you for your paines : 


g*ft a Gentleman, who is as farre 


But not away to morrow. 


eport, as thou from Honor: and 


lacb. O I muft Madam* 


ere a Lady, that difdaines 


Therefore I fhall befeech you, if you pleafe 


he Diuell alike. What hoa, Pijanio ? 


To greet your Lord with writing, doo*t to night, 


ny Father fiiall be made acquainted 


I haue out-ftood my time, which is materiall 


lult : if he /hall thinke it fit. 


To'th*tender of our Prefent. 


ranger in his Court, to Mart 


Imo. I will write : 


miih Stew, and to expound 


Send your Trunke to me, it fhall fafe be kept. 


minde to vs ; he hath a Court 


And truely yeclded you : youVe very welcome. Exeunt. 


res for, and a Daughter, who 




eas at all. What hoa, Fijamo } 




happy Leonatm I may fay, 
that ihy Lady hath of thee 


Actus Secundus. Scena ^rima. 


y truft, and thy moft perfedk goodneiTe 




credit* BleflVd liue you long, 




the worthieft Sir, that euer 




ird his $ and you his Miftris, onely 


Enter Clotten ^and tbe fwo Lords. 


ft worthieft fit. Giue me your pardon. 


Clot. Was there euer man had fuch lucke ? when I kift 


:e this to know if your Affiance 


the lacke vpon an vp-caft, to be hit away ? I had a hun- 


y rooted, and fhall make your Lord, 


dred pound on't : and then a whorfon lacke-an-Apes, 

mu(l 
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muft take me vp for fwearing, as if I borrowed mine 
oathes of him,and might not fpend them at my pleafure. 

1. What got he by that ? you haue broke his pate 
with lyour Bowie. 

2. If his wit had bin like him that broke it t it would 
haue run all ouL 

Clot. When a Gentleman is difposM to fweare: it is 
not for any ftanders by to curtail his oathes. Ha ? 

2. No my Lord; nor crop the eares of them. 

Clot. Whorfon dog : I gaue him fatisfadtion ? would 
he had bin one of my Ranke. 

2. To haue fmelPd like a Foole. 

C/«r. I am not vext more at any thing in th*earth : a 
pox on*t. I had rather not be To Noble as I am t they dare 
not fight with me, becaufe of the Queene my Mo- 
ther : euery lacke-Slaue hath his belly full of Fighting, 
and I muft go vp and downe like a Cock, that no body 
can match. 

2. You are Cocke and Capon too, and you crow 
Cock, with your combe on. 

dot. Sayeft thou f 

2. It is not fit you Lordfliip (hould vndertake euery 
Companion, that you giue offence too. 

Qlou No, I know that : but it is |fit I fliould commit 
oflfence to my inferiors. 

2 I, it is fit for your Lordihip onely. 

Clot. Why fo I fay. 

1 . Did you hcere of a Stranger that's come to Court 
night ? 

Clot. A Stranger, and I not know on't ? 

2. He*s a ftrange Fellow himfelfe,and knowes it not. 
I. There's an Italian come, and *tis thought one of 

LeonatM Friends. 

Clot. Leonaim} A baniflit Rafcall; and he's another, 
whatfoeuer he be. Who told you of this Stranger f 

1. One of your Lordfliips Pages. 

Clot. Is it fit I went to looke vpon him ? Is there no 
de ogation in't ? 

2. You cannot derogate my Lord. 
Clot. Not eafily I thinke. 

2. You are a Foole graunted, therefore your Iflues 
being fooli/h do not derogate. 

Clot, Come, He go fee this Italian : what I haue loft 
to day at Bowles, He winnc to night of him. Come :go. 

2. He attend your Lordship. Exit, 

That fuch a craftie Diuell as is his Mother 
Should )ei]d the world this AflTe : A woman, that 
Beares all downe with her Braine,and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two fix)m twenty for hu heart, 
Aud Icaue eighteene. Alas poore Princeflfe, 
Thou diuine Imogen, what thou endur'ft. 
Betwixt a Father by thy Srep-dame gouern'd, 
A Mother hourely coyning plots : A Wooer, 
More hatefiill then the fi>ule expulfion is 
Of thy deere Husband. Then that horrid A€t 
Of tl'.e diuorce, heel'd make the Heauens hold firme 
The walls of thy deere Honour. Keepe vnfliak'd 
That Temple thy faire mind, that thou maift ftand 
T'enioy thy banifli'd Lord : and this great Land. Exeunt. 

Scena Secunda. 

Enter Imogen yin ber^ed^and a Lady. 
Imo. Who's there? My woman : Helene} 
La. Pleafe you Madam. 
Imo. What houre is it ? 



Lady. Almoft midnight, Madam. 

Imo. I haue read three boures then : 
Mine eyes are weake, 

Fold downe the lea fe' where I haue left : to bed. 
Take not away the Taper, leaue it burning : 
And if thou canft awake by foure o'th'clock, 
I prythee call me : Sleepe hath ceiz'd me wholly. 
To your prote^on I commend me,6ods. 
From Fayrie8,and the Tempters of the night, 
Guard me befeech yee. Slerpeu 

lachhKofrom the 7nm^. 

lacb. The Crickets fing,and mans ore-labor'd fcnfe 
Repaires it felfis by reft : Our Tarqmnt thus 
Did foftly prelTe the Ru{hes,ere he waken'd 
The Chaftitie he wounded . Cytberea, 
How brauely thou becom'ft thy Bedjfireih Lilly, 
And whiter then the Sheetes t that I might touch. 
But kiHTe, one kifife. Rubies vnparagon'd. 
How deerely they doo't : Tis her breathing that 
Perfiimes the Chamber thus : the Flame o'th*Taper 
Bowes toward her,and would ynder-peepe her lids. 
To fee thlnclofed Lights, now Canopied 
Vnder thefe windowes, White and Azure lac'd 
With Blew of Heauens owne tind. But my defigne. 
To note the Chamber, I will write all downe. 
Such, and fuch pi^res : There the window,.focb 
Th'adornement of her Bed j the Arras, Figures, 
Why fuch, and fuch : and the Contents o'th'Story. 
Ah, but fome naturall notes about her Body,. 
Aboue ten thoufand meaner Moueables 
Would teftifie, t'enrich mine Inuentorie. 
O (leepe,thou Ape of death, lye dull vpon her. 
And be her Senfe but as a Monument, 
Thus in a Chappell lying. Come offjComeoff; 
As flippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 
'TIS mine, and this will witnefTe outwardly, • 

As ftrongly as the Confcience do's within : 
To'th'madding of her Lord. On her left breft 
A mole Cinque- fpotted : Like the Crimfon drops 
r th'bottome of a Cowflippe. Heere's a Voucher, 
Stronger then euer Law could make; this Secret 
Will force him thinke I haue pick'd the lock, and tW 
The treafure of her Honour. No more J to what end? 
Why Aiould I write this downe, that's riueted, 
Screw'd to my memorie. She bath bin reading late, 
The Tale of Tereia fhttrt the leafl^e's turn'd downe 
Where Pbilomele gaue vp. I haue enough, 
To'th'Truncke againe,and fliut the fpring of it. 
Swift,fwift, you Dragons of the night, that dawning 
May beare the Rauens eye : I lodge in feare. 
Though this a heauenly Angell : hell is beere. 

One, two, three : time, time. ^^^ 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Clot tt ft , and Lordt, 

I* Your Lordihip is the moft patient man in loflie,tke 
moft coldeft that euer turn'd vp Ace. 

Clot. It would make any man cold to loofe. 

I. But not euery man patient after the noble temp^ 
of your Lordihip; You are moft hot, and furious vks 
you winne. 
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; will put any man into courage ; if I could get 

iih IwnogMy I ihould haue Gold enough : it*s al- 

rning, is*t not ? 

y, my Lord. 

1 would this Muficke would come : I am adui- 

ue her Muficke a mornings, they fay it will pene- 

Entir Mufit'iant, 
1, tune : If you c^n penetrate her with your fin- 
b : wee*l try with tongue too : if none will do, let 
line : but He neuer giue o*re. Firft, a very excel- 
d conceyted thing; after a wonderful fweet aire, 
nirable rich words to it, and then let her confi- 

SONG. 
heari^eytbt Larj^ at Heauens gatejings^ 
\d Phttbud gilts arij'e, 
t to tfttter at tboj't Springs 
cbalic*d Fivmres that iyes : 
\ing cMary-buds begin to ope their GolJen eyes 
ry thing that pretty «, my Lady j»ett ari/e : 
jirijefarife, 

'on gone : if this pen trate, I will confider your 
the better : if it do not, it is a voyce in her earet 
lorfe-haires, and Calues-guts, nor the voyce of 
£unuch to boot, can neuer amed. 
Enter Cymbaline , and Qjttene , 
ere comes the King. 

I am glad I was vp fo late, for that's the reafon 
fo earely : he cannot choofe but take this Ser- 
ine done, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma- 
I to my gracious Mother. 

Vttend you here the doore of our ftern daughter 
not forth ? 

haue aiTayrd her with Mufickes, but ihe vouch- 
notice. 

The Exile of her Minion is too new, 
i not yet forgot him, fome more time 
ire the print of his remembrance on*t, 
D ihe*s yours. 

You are moft bound to'th*King, 
s go by no vantages, that may 
you to his <laoghter : Frame your felfe 
ly foUcity, and be friended 
mefft of the feafon : make denials 
your Seruices : fo (eeme, as if 
e infpirM to do thofe duties which 
ler to her : that you in all obey her, 
m command to your difmiilion tends, 
ein you are fenieleflfe. 
SenfelefTe? Not fo. 

>o like you (Sir) AmbaiTadors from Rome; 
is Caiu6 Lueim. 
A worthy Fellow, 
: comes on angry purpofe now ; 
s no fault of his : we muft receyue him 
g to the Honor of his Sender, 
ards himfelfe, his goodnefle fore-fpent on vs 
extend our notice : Our deere Sonne, 
»u haoe giuen good morning to your Miftris, 
be Queene, and vs, we ihall haue neede 
r you towards] this Romane. 
r Queene. Bxeunt . 

[f ihe be vp. He fpeake with her : if not 
ye ftill, and dreame : by your leaue hoa, 
ler women are about her : what 



If I do line one of their hands, *cis Gold 
Which buyes admittance ( oft it doth ) yea, and makes 
Diana's Rangers r'ahe themfelues, yeeld vp 
Their Deere to'th'ftand o'th 'Stealer : and 'tis Gold 
Which makes the True-man kiird,and fauesthe Theefc: 
Njy,fomedme hangs both Theefe, and True-man : what 
Can it not do, and vndoo? I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not vnderftand the cafe my felfe. 
By your leaue. Knoc^es, 

Enter a Lady. 

La, Who's there that knockes ? 

Clot. A Gentleman. 

La. No more. 

Clot, Yes, and a Gentlewomans Sonne. 

La. That's more 
Then fome whofe Taylors are as deere as yours. 
Can iuftly boaft of : what's your Lordfhips pleafure ? 

Clot, Your Ladies perfon, is (he ready? 

La. I, to keepe her Chamber. 

Clot, There is Gold for you. 
Sell me your good report. 

La. How, my good name ? or to report of you 
What I ihall thinke is good. The Princefle. 

Enter Imogen, 

Qot. Good morrow Aireft, Sifter your fweet hand. 

Imo, Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paines 
For purchafing but trouble : the thankes I giue. 
Is telling vou that I am poore of thankes. 
And fcarfe can fpare them. 

Clot. Still I fweare I loue you. 

Imo. If you but faid fo, 'twere as deepe with me : 
If you fweare ftill, your recompence is (Ull 
That I regard it not. 

Clot. This is no anfwer. 

Imo, But that you ihall not fay, I yeeld being filent, 
I would not fpeake. I pray you Ipare me, 'faith 
I ihall vnfold equall difcourtefie 
To your beil kindueiTe : one of your great knowing 
Should learne (being taught) forbearance. 

Clot, To leaue you in your madneife, 'twere my fin, 
I will not. 

Lno. Fooies are not mad Folkes. 

Clot, Do you call me Foole ? 

Imo. As I am mad, I do : 
If you*l be patient, He no more be mad. 
That cures vs both. I am much forry (Sir)i 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
By being fo verball : and learne now, for all, 
That I which know my heart, do heere pronounce 
By th'very truth of it, I care not for you. 
And am lb neere the lacke of Charitie 
To accufe my felfe, I hate you : which I had rather 
You felt, then make't my boafl. 

Clot. You finne againil 
Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 
The Contrad you pretend with that bafe Wretch, 
One, bred of Almes, and fofter'd with cold diihes. 
With fcraps o'th'Court : It is no Contract, none ; 
And though it be allowed in meaner parties 
f Yet who then he more meane) to knit their foules 
( On whom there i^ no more dependancie 
But Brats and Beggery) in felfe-figur'd knot, 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement, by 
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T he confequence o*th*Crownc, and muft not/oyle 
The precious note of it; with a hafe Siaue, 
AHilding for a Liuorie,a Squires Cloth, 
A.Pantler; not Co eminent. 

Imo. Prophane Fellow : 
Wert thou the Sonne of Jupiter ^^n^ no more, 
But what thou art befides : thou wer't too bafe. 
To be his Groome : thou wcr*t dignified enough 
Euen to the point of Enuie. If ^twere made 
Comparatiue for your Vcrtues, to be ftil'd 
The vnder Hangman of his Kingdome; and hated 
For being prcfcr'd fo well. 

Clot, The South-Fog rot him. 

Imo, He neuer can meete more mifchance, then come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His mean*ft Garment 
That euer hath but dipt his body; is dearer 
In my refpedl, then all the Heires aboue thee, 
Were they all made fuch men : How now Pifanio ? 
Enter Pijanio^ 

Clot, His Garments? Now the diuell. 

Jmo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee prefently. 

Clot, His Garment ? 

Jmo. I am fprighted with a Foole, 
Frighted, and angred worfe : Go bid my woman 
Search for a lewcll, that too cafually 
Hath left mine Arme i it was thy Mafters. Shrew me 
If I would loofe it for a Reuenew, 
Of any Kings in Europe. I do think, 
I faw't this morning : Confident I am. 
Laft night *twas on mine Arme; I kifsM it, 
I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That I kifTe aught but he. 

PiJ, 'Twill not be loft. 

Jmo, I hope fo : go and fearch. 

Clot, You haue abus*d me : 
His meaneft Garment ? 

Imo. I, I faid fo Sir, 
If you will make*t an A£Hon, call witnelTe to*t. 

Clot. I will enforme your Father. 

Imo. Your Mother too : 
She's my good Lady; and will concieue,! hope 
But the worft of me. So I leaue your Sir, 
To'thVorft of difcontent. Exit. 

Clot. He ibereueng'd : * 
His mean'ft Garment ? Well. Exit, 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Pofibumui^and Phllarlo, 
Poft. Feare it not Sir ; I would I were fo fure 
To winne the King, as I am bold, her Honour 
Will remaine her*s. 

Phil, What meanes do you make to him f 
Poft. Not any : but abide the change of Time, 
Quake In the prefent winters ftate, and wifli 
That warmer dayes would come : In thefe fear'd hope 
I barely gratifie your loue; they fiiylingi 
I muft die much your debtor. 

Phil. Your very goodnefiTe, and your company, 
Ore-payes all I can do. By thb your King, 
Hath heard of Great Auguftiu : Cam Lucius^ 
Will du's Commifilon throughly. And I think 



HeeMe grant the Tribute : fend th'Arrerages, 

Or looke vpon our Romaines, whofe remembrance 

Is yet.freih in their griefe. 

Poft. I do beleeue 
(Stadft though I am none, nor like to be) 
That this will proue a Warre; and you (hall heare 
The Legion now in Gallia, fooner landed 
In our not-fearing-Britaine, then haue tydings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are men more ordered, then when lulius Cafar 
Smird at their lacke of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their difcipline, 
(Now wing-led with their courages) will make knoww 
To their Approuers, they are People, fuch 
That^mend vpon the world. Enter Isebhno. 

Phi, See lachlmo, 

Poft. The fwifteft Harts, haue poftcd you by land; 
And Windes of all the Corners kifc'd your Sailes, 
To make your veffell nimble. 

Phil. Welcome Sir. 

Poft, I hope the briefenefle of your anfwere, made 
The ipeedlneffe of your returne. 

lacbl. Your Lady, 
It one of the fayreft that I haue looked vpon 

Poft, And therewithall the beft, or let her beauty 
Looke thorough a Cafement to allure filfe hearts, 
And be falfe with them. 

lachl, Heere are Letters for you. 

Poft. Their tenure good I tnift. 

Iach» *Tis very like. 

Poft, Was CaHu Lucius in the Britaine Court, 
When you were there ? 

lacb. He was expend then, 
But not approach'd. 

foft. All Is well yet. 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or Is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lach. If 1 haue loft it, 
I ftiould haue loft the worth of It In Gold, 
He make a iourney twice as fiirre, tVnIoy 
A fecond night of fuch fweet fliortneiTe, which 
Was mine in Briulne, for the Ring Is wonne. 

Poft . The Stones too hard to come by. 

lach. Not a whit, 
Your Lady being fo eafy. 

foft. Make note Sir 
Your lofle, your Sport : I hope you know that we 
Muft not continue Friends. 

lach. Good Sir, we muft 
If you keepe Couenant : had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Mlftris home, I grant 
We were to queftion farther; but I now 
Profeflemy felfie the winner of her Honor, 
Together with your Ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you hauing proceeded but 
By both your willes. 

Poft, If you can mak*t apparant 
That yon haue tafted her In Bed; my hand, 
And Ring Is yours. If not, the foule opinion 
You had of her pure Honour; gaInes,or loofes, 
Your Sword, or mine, or MafterlefTe leaue both 
To who fhall finde them. ^ 

lach. Sir, my Circumftances 
Being fo nere the Truth, as I will make them, 
Muft firft induce you to beleeue; whofe ftrength 
I will confirme wit h oath, which I doubt not 
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glue me leaue to fpare, when you fliall finde 


Who knowes if one her women, being corrupted 


«ie it not. 


Hath ftolne it from her. 


\. Proceed. 


Poft. Very true, 


^. Firft, her Bed-chamber 


And fo I hope he came by't : backe my Ring, 


•e I confefle I flept not, but profeflTe 


Render to me fome corporall figne about her 


lat was well worth watching) it was hang*d 


More euident then this : for this was ftolne. 


Tapiftry of Silke,and Siluer, the Story 


lacb. By lupiter, I had it fi^om her Arme. 


Ueopatroy when flie met her Roman, 


Poft. Hearke you, he fweares : by lupiter he fweares. 


idnui fweird aboue the Bankes, or for 


'Tis true, nay keepe the Ring ; 'tis true : I am fure 


•tfft of Boates, or Pride. A peece of Worke 


She would not loofe it : her Attendants are 


aely done, fo rich, that it did ftrioe 


All fworne, and honourable : they induc'd to fteale it ? 


rkemanfliip, and Value, which I wonderM 


And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enioy'd her, 


be fo rarely, and exadly wrought 


The Cogni(ance of her incontinencie 


he true life on't was— — — 


Is this : flie hath bought the name of Whore, thus deerly 


K This is true : 


There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell 


lis you might haue heard of heere, by me. 


Diuide themfelues betweene you. 


fome other. 


Phil. Sir, be patient : 


S. More particulars 


This is not ftrong enough to be beleeu'd 


aftifie my knowledge. 


Of one perfwaded well of. 


'. So they muft, 


Pofi. Neuer talke on't : 


: your Honour iniury. 


She hath bin colted by him. 


^. The Chimney 


lack. If you feeke 


h the Chamber, and the Chimney-peece 


For further (atisfying, vnder her Breaft 


Dian, bathing : neuer faw I figures 


(Worthy her prefling) lyes a Mole, right proud 


!ly to report themfelues ; the Cutter 


Of that moft delicate Lodging. By my life 


i another Nature dumbe, out-went her, 


I kift it, and it gaue me prefent hunger 


i,and Breath left out. 


To feede againe, though full. You do remember 


. This is a thing 


This ftaine vpon her ? 


you might from Relation like wife reape, 


Poft. I, and it doth confirme 


as it is, much fpoke of. 


Another ftaine, as bigge as Hell can hold, 


u The Roofe o'th*Chamber, 


Were there no more but it. 


jolden Cherubins is fretted. Her Andirons 


lacb. Will you heare more f 


forgot them) were two winking Cupids 


Poft. Spare your Arethmaticke, 


ler, each on one foote ftanding, nicely 


Neuer count the Turnes : Once, and a Million. 


ling on their Brands. 


lacb. He be fworne. 


This is her Honor : 


Poft. No fwearing : 


>e granted you haue feene all this (and praife 


If you will fweare you haue not done't, you lye. 


!n to your remembrance) the defcription 


And I will kilt thee, if thou do'ft deny 


It is in her Chamber, nothing faues 


Thou'ft made me Cuckold. 


ager you haue laid. 


lacb. He deny nothing. 


. Then if you can 


Poft. that I had her heere^to teare her Limb-meale: 


', I begge but leaue to ay re this lewell : See, 


I will go there and doo't, i'th'Court, before 


3w 'tis vp againe : it muft be married 


Her Father. He do fomething. Sxit. 


t your Diamond, He keepe them. 


Pbll. Quite befides 


. loue 


The gouernment of Patience. You haue wonne : 


nore let me behold it : Is it that 


Let's follow him, and peruert the prefent wrath 


I left with her? 


He hath againft himfelfe. 


. Sir (I thanke her) that 


lacb. With all my heart. Extunt, 


ipt it ^om her Arme : I fee her yet : 




ctty Afbon, did out-fell her guif^ 


Enter Poftbumm. 


!t enrich*d it too : (he gaue it me, 




id, Ihe priz'd it once. 


Poft. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 


. May bc,flie pluck'd it ofF 


Muft be halfe-worken? We are all Baftards, 


i it me. 


And that moft venerable man, which I 


. She writes fo to you ? doth ihee / 


Did call my Father, was, I know not where 


. no, no, no, 'tis true. Heere, uke this too, 


When I was fbmpt. Some Coyner with his Tooles 


Bafiliske vnto mine eye. 


Made me a counterfeit : yet my Mother feero'd 


ne to looke on't : Let there be no Honor, 


The Dlan of that time : fo doth my Wife 


there is Beauty : Truth, where femblance : Loue, 


The Non-parcill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 


there's another man. The Vowes of Women, 


Me of my lawfull pleafure fhe reftrain'd. 


nore bondage be, to where they are made, 


And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with 


hey are to their Vertues, which is nothing : 


A pudencie fo Rofie, the fweet view on't 


e meafure felfe. 


Might well haue warm'd olde Saturne ; 


. Haue patience Sir, 


That I thought her 


Ice your Ring againe, 'tis not yet wonne : 


As Chafte, as vn-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, all the Diuels! 


be probable flie loft it : or 


This yellow lacbimo in an houre, was't not ? 
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Or leflc; at firftf Perchance he fpokc not, but 

Like a full Acorn^d Boare,a larmen on, 

CryMe oh, and mounted \ found no oppolition 

But what he looked for, ihould oppofe, and flie 

Should from encounter guard. Could I finde out 

The Womans part in me, for therc*s no motion 

That tends to vice in man , but I affirme 

It is the Womans part : be it Lying, note it, 

The womans : Flattering, hers ; Deceiuing, hers : 

Luft, and ranke thoughts, hers, hers : Reuenges hers : 

Ambitions, Couetings, change of Prides, Difdaine, 

Nice-longing, Slanders, Muubility } 

Ail Faults that name, nay, that Heli knowes, 

Why hers, in part, or all : but rather all For euen to Vice 

They are not conftant, but are changing ftill ; 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not halfe fo old as that. He write againft them, 

Deteft them, curfe them : yet 'tis greater Skill 

In a true Hate, to pray they haue their will : 

The very Diuels cannot plague them better. Exit, 


And Britaincs ftrut with Courage. 

Clot. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid : oar 
Kingdome is ftronger then it was at that time : and (as I 
faid) there is no mo fuch Or/ars, other of them may bioe 
crook'd Nofes, but to owe fuch ftraite Armes, none. 

Cym, Son, let your Mother end* 

Clot. We haue yet many among ts, can gripe as hard 
as CaJJUfulan, I doe not fay I am one : but I haue a hand. 
Why Tribute; Why fliould we pay Tribute? If Cmj^ 
can hide the Sun from vs with a Blanket,or put the Mooo 
in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for Ught: elfe Sir, 
no more Tribute, pray you now. 

Cym, You muft know, 
Till the iniurious Romans, did extort 
This Tribute from vs, we were free. C^Jart Ambition, 
Which fweird fo much, that it did almoft ftretch 
The fides o'th* World, againft all colour heere. 
Did put the yoake vpon'sj which to diake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our felues to be, we do. Say then to Cajar, 
Our Anceftor was that Mulmutim, which 


Actus Tertius^ Scena ^rima. 


Ordain'd our Lawes, whofe vfe the Sword of C^far 

Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed, 
Tho Rome be therforc uigry . Mulwuitim made our lawts 
Who was the firft of Britaine, which did put 
His browes within a golden Crowne,and call'd 
Himfelfe a King, 

Luc. I am forry Cymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce ySuguftm C^Jar 
[Cajar, that hath moe Kings his Seniants,then 
Thy felfe Domefticke Officers) thine Enemy : 
Receyue it from me then, Warre, and Confiifion 
In Cajars name pronounce I *gainft thee : Looke 
For fury, not to be refiftrd. Thus defide, 
I thanke thee for my felfe. 

Cym, Thou art welcome Cairn, 
Thy Cajar Knighted me ', my youth I fpent 
Much vnder him ; of him, I gather*d Honour, 
Which he, to feeke of me againe, perforce, 
Behooues me keepe at vtterance. I am perfod, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their Liberties are now in Armes : a Prefident 
Which not to reade, would fliew the Briuincs cold : 
So Oefar ihall not finde them. 

Luc, Let proofe fpeake. 

aot. His Maiefty biddes you welcome . Make pi- 
ftime with vs, a day, or two, or longer : if you feek n af- 
terwards in other tearmes, you (hall finde vs in our SaK- 
water-Girdle : if you befte vs out of it, it it youn: iff" 
fall in the aduenture, our Crowes fiiall fiue the better it 
you : and there's an end. 

Luc. So fir. 

Cym. I know your Mafters pleafure,and he mine: 
All the Remaine, is welcome. Bxa^ 


Snter in State, CymhtlitUy Queene, Qotten, and Lords at 
one doore, and at another , Cahu, Lucim^ 
and jittendants, 

Cym. Now fay, what would Augufius Cajar with vs? 

£«f. When lulm Cafar (whofe remembrance yet 
Ltues in mens eyes, and will to Eares and Tongues 
Be Theame, and hearing euer)was in this Briuin, 
And ConquerM it, CaJJibulan thine Vnklc 
(Famous in (Utfars prayfes, no whit lelTe 
Then in his Feats deferuing it) for him, 
And his Succeflion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yeerely three thoufand pounds j which (by thee) lately 
Is left vntender*d. 

Slu, And to kill the mcruailc, 
Shall be fo euer. 

Clot. There be many Cajars, 
Ere fuch another hdim : Britaine's a world 
By it (elfe, and we vrill nothing pay 
For wearing our owne Nofes. 

Slu, That opportunity 
Which then they had to take from*s, to refume 
We haue againe. Remember Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Anceftors, together with 
The naturall brauery of your Ifle, which ftands 
As Neptunes Parke, ribb*d, and pal'd in 
With Oakes vnskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sands that will notbcare your Enemies Boates, 
But fucke them vp to'th'Top-maft. A kinde of Conqueft 
Cajar made heere, but made not heere his bragge 
Or Came, and Saw, and Ouer-came i with ihamc 
(The firft that euer touch'd him) he was carried 
From off our Coaft, twice beaten : and his Shipping 
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas 


Scena Secunda. 


Like Egge-fliels mou'd vpon their Surges, crack'd 
As eafily *gainft our Rockes. For ioy whereof, 
The fam*d CaJJibulan, who was once at point 
(Oh giglet Fortune) to roafter Gr/ir* Sword, 
Made Ludt'Ta»ne with rcioycing-Fires bright, 


Enter Pifanio reading of a Letter. 
Pif. How? of Adultery ? Wherefore write yoo not 
What Monfters her accuTe ? Leonatut : 
Oh Mafter, what a ftrange info^on 
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thy eare? What fiUfe Italian, 
>us tongu*d,a8 handed )hath preualPd 
ready hearing ? Difloyall ? No. 
*d for her Truth; and vndergoea 
efle-like,then Wifo-like; fuch AiTauitt 
,kc in fome Vertuc. Oh my Mafter, 
o her, is now as lowe, as were 
es. How } That I ihould murther her, 
oue,and Truth,and Vowcs;whlch I 
to thy command ? I her ? Her blood ? 
o do good feruice, neuer 
ounted feniiceable. How looke I, 
Id feeme to lacke humanity, 
this Faft comes to i Doo'f.'The Letter, 
ftnt hereby her owne command , 
«r opportunities Oh damn*d paper, 
le Inke thafson thee : fenfelefre bauble, 
Foedarie for this A€t\ and look*ft 
ike without ? Loe here fhe comes. 

Enter Imogen. 
nt in what I am commanded. 
)W now Pijanio ? 

dam,heere is a Letter from my Lord, 
ho, thy Lord ? That is my Lord Leonatm ? 
indeed were that Aftronomer 
the Starres, as I his Charaaers, 
he Future open. You good Gods, 
heerc contained, rellifh of Loue, 
s health, of his content : yet not 

are afundef, let that grieue him; 

s are medcinable, that is one of them, 

phyficke Loue, of his content, 

hat. Good Wax, thy leaue ! Weft be 

hat make thefe Lockes of counfaile. Louers, 

1 dangerous Sondes pray not alike, 
rfcy tours you caft in prifon,yet 

young Cupidi Tables : good Newes Gods. 

d your Fathers t^ratb {ftxtuld he ta^e me in bk 
) could not be Jo crueli to me, as you: {oh the dae- 
ures)»ould euen renew me wtb your eyes, Ta^e 
^ am in Cambria at Milford-Haucn : what your 
ill out of this aduife you, follofm. So he wijbes you 
tytbat remaines loyall to bis Fffw^and your encrea- 
Leonatus Fofthumui . 

orfe with wings : Hear*ft thou Pijanio ? 
Iford-Hauen : Read, and tell me 
tis thither. If one of meanc affaires 

in a wceke,why may not I 
•r in a day ? Then true Pijanio^ 
\ like me, to fee thy Lord; who long'ft 

bate)but not like me : yet long'ft 
nter kinde. Oh not like me : 
beyond, beyond : fay, and fpeake thicke 
nfailor ihould fill the bores of hearing, 
lering of the Senfe)how farre it is 
leblcfled Milford. And by*thVay 
w Wales was made fo happy, as | 
'uch a Hauen. But firft of all, 
ly fteale from hence: and for the gap 
all make in Time, from our hence-going, 
turne, to excufe : but firft, how ger hence. 
I excufe be borne or ere begot ? 
6 of that heereafter. Prythce fpeake, 

ftore of Miles may we well rid 



Twixt houre, and houre } 

PiJ, One fcore *twixt Sun, and Sun, 
Madam*s enough for you : and too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to*8 Excution Man, 
Could neuer go fo flow *. 1 haue heard of Riding wagers. 
Where Horfes haue bin nimbler then the Sands 
That run i*th'Clocks behalfo. But this is Foolrie, 
Go, bid my Woman faigne a Sicknefre,fay 
She*le home to her Father ; and prouide me prefently 
A Riding Suit : No coftlier then would fit 
A Franklins Hufwife. 

fija. Madam, you're beft confider. 

Imo. I fee before me( Man) nor heere, not heere; 
Nor what enfues but haue a Fog in them 
That I cannot looke through. Awjy, I pry thee, 
Do as I bid thee : There*8 no more to fay: 
Acceflible is none but Milford way. Exeunt, 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter *Belar ius , Gulderim , and Aruiragm, 

Bel. A goodly day, not to keepe houfe with fuch, 
Whofe Roofe's as lowe as ours : Sleepe Boyes,this gate 
InftruAs you how t*adore the Heauens; and bowes you 
To a mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches 
Are Arch*d fo high, that Giants may iet through 
And keepe their impious Turbonds on, without 
Good morrow to the Sun. Haile thou faire Heauen, 
We houfe i*th*Rocke,yet vfe thee not fo hardly 
As prouder liuers do. 

Guid. Haile Heauen. 

Aruir. Haile Heauen. 

Bela. Now for our Mountaine fport, vp to yond hill 
Your legges are yong : lie tread thefe Flats. Confider, 
When you aboue perceiue me like a Crow, 
That it is Place, which leflen*s,and fets off. 
And you may then reuolue what Tales,! haue told you. 
Of Courts,of Princes; of the Tricks in Warre. 
This Seruice,is notSeruice; fo being done, 
But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus, 
Drawes vs a profit from all things we fee : 
And often to our comfort, (hall we finde 
The flurded -Beetle, in a fafor hold 
Then is the foll-wing'd Eagle. Oh this life, 
Is Nobler, then attending for a checker 
Richer, then doing nothing for a Babe: 
Proader, then ruftling in vnpayd-for Silke : 
Such gaine the Cap of him,that makes him fine. 
Yet keepes his Booke yncros'd : no life to ours. 

Gui.OMt of your proofe you fpeak:we poore vnfledg*d 
Haue neuer wing*d from view o*th'neft; nor knowes not 
What Ayre*s from home. HapMy this lifo is beft, 
(If quiet life be beft) Tweeter to you 
That haue a (harper knowne. Well correfponding 
With your ftifFe Age; but vnto V8,it is 
A Cell of Ignorance : trauailing a bed, 
A Prifon,or a Debtor, that not dares 
To ftride a limit. 

Arui. What fhould we fpeake of 
When we are old as you ? When we (hall heare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December ? How 
In this our pinching Caue,(hall we difcourfe 
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^hc freezing houres away ? We hauc feene nothing : 
We are beaftly; fubtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we eate : 
Our Valour is to chace what Ayes : Our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the prifon*d Bird, 
And fing our Bondage freely • 

Btl, How you fpeake. 
Did you but know the Citties VfurieSi 
And felt them knowingly : the Art o*th*Court, 
As hard to leaue, as keepe : whofe top to climbe 
Is ceruine falling : or fo flippVy, that 
The feare*s as bad as falling. The toyle o'th'Warre, 
A paine chat onely feemes to fceke out danger 
]*th*name of Fame, and Honor, which dyes i*th'fcarch. 
And hath as oft a fland*rous Epitaph, 
As Record of faire Ad. Nay, many times' 
Dolh ill deferue, by doing well : what*s worfe 
Mnft curt'fle at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes, this Storie 
The World may reade in me : My bodie*s mark*d 
With Roman Swords } and my report, was once 
Firft, with the beft of Note. Qymbtlint lou'd me, 
And when a Souldier was the Theame, my name 
Was not farrc off: then was I as a Tree • 
Whofe boughes did bend with fruit. But in one night, 
A Storme, or Robbery (call it what you will) 
Shooke downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaues, 
And left me bore to weather. 

Gut. Vncertaine fauour. 

9«/. My fiult being nothing (as I haue told you oft) 
But that two Villaines, whofe ^Ife Oathes preuaylM 
Before my perfed Honor, fwore to Cymbtl'tne^ 
I was Confederate with the Romanes : fo 
Followed my Baniihment, and this twenty yeeres. 
This Rocke, and thefe Demefnes, haue bene my World, 
Where I haue liu*d at honeft freedome, payed 
More pious debts to Heauen, then in all 
The fore-end of my time. But, vp to'th*Mountaines, 
This is not Hunters Language ; he that ftrikes 
The Venifon firft, fhall be the Lord o'thTeaft, 
To him the other two fhall minilter. 
And we will feare no poyfon, which attends 
In place of greater State : 

He meete you in the Valleyes. Exeunt. 

How hard it is to hide the fparkes of Nature? 
Thefe Boyes know little they are Sonnes to'th*KJng, 
Nor Cymbeline dreames that they are aliue. 
They thinke they are mine. 
And though train'd vp thus meanely 
Tth'Caue, whereon the Bowe their thoughts do hit. 
The Roofiss of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 
In fimple and lowe things, to Prince it, much 
Beyond the tricke of others. This Paladour^ 
The heyre of Cymbeline and Britaine, who 
The King his Father call'd Guiderim . loue, 
When on my three-foot ftoolc I fit, and tell 
The warlike feats I haue done, his fpirits flye out 
Into my Story : fay thus mine Enemy fell. 
And thus I fet my foote on*s necke, euen then 
The Princely blood fiowes in his Cheeke, he fweats, 
Straines his yong Nerues, and puts himfelfe in pofture 
That ads my words. The yonger Brother Cadvall, 
Once Aruiragus, in as like a figure 
Strikes life into my fpcech, and ihewes much more 
His owne conceyuing. Hearke, the Game is rows*d. 
Oh Cymbeline^ Heauen and my Confcience knowes 
Thou didd'ft vniuftly baniih me : whereon 



At three, and two yeeres old, I ftole thefe Babes, 

Thinking to barre thee of Succefiion, as 

Thou refts me of my Lands. Euripbile^ 

Thou was*t their Nurfe, they took thee for their mother, 

And euery day do honor to her graue : 

My felfe Belariut^ that am Mergan caird 

They take for Naturall Father. The Game is Tp. Exit. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Pijanio and Imogem, 

Imo. Thou told'ft me when we came fr5 horfe, y place 
Was neere at hand : Ne*re long'd my Mother fo 
To fee me firft, as I haue now . PifantOy Man : 
Where is Poftbumm f What is in thy mind 
That makes thee ftare thus ? Wherefore breaks that figh 
From th*inward of thee? One, but painted thus 
Would be interpreted a thing perplexed 
Beyond felfe-explicadon. Put thy felfe 
Into a hauiour of leffe firare, ere wildnefTe 
Vanquifh my ftayder Senfes. W hat*s the matter? 
Why tender*ft thou that Paper to me, with 
A looke vntender ? Ift be Summer Newcs 
Smile too*t before : if Wmterly, thou need'ft 
But keepe that countenance ftil. My Husbands hand ? 
That Drag-damn*d Italy, hath out-craftied him. 
And hee*$ at fome hard point. Speake man, thy Tongue 
May take off fome extreamitie, which to reade 
Would be euen mortall to me. 

Pif. Pleafe you reade. 
And you fhall finde me (wretched man) a thing 
The moft difdain*d of Fortune. 

Imogen readei, 

THy cMifirii ( Pijanio) bath plaide tbe Strumpet in nrj 
^ed : the Tefiimonies vrbereof^ lyes bleeding in me, I J>«^ 
notoutofvfeal^SurmiJetj but from proof e m flrong at »J 
greefe , and oi eertaine as I expeEi my Reuenge. That ptrt^ tkm 
( Pijanio ) mujl aSle for mt^ifthy Faitb be not tainted with tbe 
breach of bets ; let thine ovtne hands tal^e away her life : IjbaU 
giue thee opportunity at Milfird Hauen. She hath my Utur 
for thepurpoje } vhere, if thou feare tojlril^ey and to mal^e m(t 
eertaine it it done, thou art the Pander to her difijoncuff «a/ 
equally to me dijloyall, 

PiJ, What fhall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat alreadie ? No, *tis Slander, 
Whofe edge is fharper then the Sword, whofe tongue 
Out-venomes all the Wormes of Nyle, whofe breath 
Rides on the pofting windes,and doth belye 
All corners of the World. Kings, Queenes, and States, 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Graue 
This viperous flander enters. What cheere. Madam ? 

Imo, Falfe to his Bed ? What is it to be h\ic ? 
To lye in watch there, and to thinke on him? 
To weepe *twixt clock and clock? If fleep charge Nature, 
To breake it with a fearfull dreame of him, 
And cry my felfe awake / That's filfe to*s bed ? Is it ? 

Pija, Alas good Lady, 

Imo. I falfe ? Thy Confcience witnefTe iLtchimOy 
Thou didd^ft accufe him of Incontinencie, 
Thou then look*dft like a Villaine : now, me thinkes 
Vil 
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lonrt good enough. Some Jay of Italy 

B mother was her painting) hath betraid him : 

am ftale, a Garment out of £ifliion, 
r I am rrcher then to hang by th'wallea, 
be ript : To peeces with me : Oh ! 
^owes are womens Traitors. All good Teeming 
reoolt(oh Husband) (hall be thought 
for Villainy ; not borne whereat growes, 
rne a Baite for Ladies. 
. Good Madam, heare me. 

True honeft men being heard, like fdfe e^wdtf, 
1 his time thought £il(e : and Synont weeping 
ndall many a holy teare : tooke pitty 
10ft true wretchedneflTe. So thou, Pofibtamu 
J the Leauen on all proper men ; 
, and gallant, ihall be /alfe and periur*d 
by great faile : Come Fellow, be thoo honeft, 
a thy Mailers bidding. When thou feeft him, 
witneife my obedience. Looke 
the Sword my felfe, take it, and hit 
locent Manfion of my Loue ( my Heart : ) 
ot, *tis empty of all things, but Greefe t 
after is not there, who was indeede 
hes of it. Do his bidding, ftrike, 
aayft be valiant in a better caufe } 
w thou feem^ft a Coward. 
Hence vile Inftrument, 
!ialt not damne my hand. 

Why, I muft dye : 
I do not by thy hand, thou art 
aant of thy Mafters. Againft Selfe-flaughter, 
IS a prohibition fo Diuine, 

-auens my weake hand : Come, heere*s my heart « 
ing*s a-foot : Soft,roft, weeM no defence, 
It as the Scabbard. What is heere, 
riptures of the Loyall Leanatui, 
tt*d to Herefie? Away, away 
:ers of my Faith, you /hall no more 
nachers to my heart : thus may poore Fooles 

falfe Teachers : Though thole that are betraid 
e the Treafon iharpely, yet the Traitor 
in worfe cafe of woe. And thou Poflhumm^ 
dd*ft (et vp my difobedience 'gaioft the King 
her, and makes me put into contempt the fuices 
icely Fellowes, flialt heereafter finde 

a^e of common paflage, but 
le of RareneiTe: and I greeue my felfe, 
ike, when thou fhalt be difedg'd by her, 
ow thou tyreft on, how thy memory 
ten be pang*d by me. Prythee difpatch, 
imbe entreats the Butcher. Wher*s thy knife? 
irt too flow to do thy Mailers bidding 
I defire it too. 

Oh gracious Lady : 

receiuM command to do this bufineflfe, 
not flcpt one winke. 
, Doo*t,and to bed then. 

He wake mine eye-balles firft. 

Wherefore then 
vndertake it ? Why haft thou abused 
ly Miles, with a pretence ? This place ? 
l£lion ? and thine owne ? Our Horfes labour ? 
ime inuiting thee? The perturb*d Court 
r being abfent ? whereunto I neuer 
5 returne. Why haft thou gone fo farre 
vn-bent ? when thou haft *une thy ftand. 



ThVleaed Deere before thee ? 

Pif, But to win time 
To loofe fo bad employment, in the which 
I haue confider*d of a courfe: good Ladie 
Heare me with patience. 

Imo, Talke thy tongue weary, fpeake : 
I haue heard 1 am a Strumpet^ and mine eare 
Therein falfe ftrooke, can take no greater wound. 
Nor tent, to bottome that. But fpeake. 

PiJ, Then Madam, 
I thought you would not backe againe. 

Imo, Moft like. 
Bringing me heere to kill me. 

PiJ, Not fo neither : 
But if I were as wife, as honeft, then 
My purpo(c would proue well : it cannot be. 
But that my Mafter is abus*d. Some Viliaine, 
I, and fingular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curfed miurie. 

Imo, Some Roman Curtezan f 

Pifa. No, on my life: 
He glue but notice you are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody figne of it. For *tis commanded 
I fhould do fo : you (hall be mift at Court, 
And that will well confirme it. 

Imo. Why good Fellow, 
What (ball I do the while ? Where bide ? How liue ? 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband ? 

Pif, If you'l backe to*th*Court. 

Imo, No Court, no Father, nor no more adoe 
With that har(h, noble, fimple nothing: 
That Gotten^ whofe Loue-fuite hath bene to me 
As fearefuU as a Siege . 

PlJ, If not at Court, 
Then not in Britainc muft you bide. 

Imo, Where then/' 
Hath Briuine all the Sunne that (hines? Day? Night? 
Are they not but in Britaine? I'thVorlds Volume 
Our Britaine feemes as of it, but not in*t : 
In a great Poole, a Swannes-neft, prythee thinke 
There's liuers out of Britaine, 

Pif, I am moft ghd 
You thinke of other place : Th'AmbafTador, 
Luciiu the Romane comes to Milford-Hauen 
To morrow. Now, if you could weare a minde 
Darke, as your Fortune is, and but difguife 
That which t*appeare it felfe , muft not yet be. 
But by felfe-danger, you (hould tread a courfe 
Pretty,and foil of view: yea, happily, neere 
The rcfidence ofPoftbumud ; fo nie ( at leaft) 
That though his Anions were not vifible, yet 
Report fliould render him hourely to your eare. 
As truely as he mooues. 

Imo, Oh for fuch meanes. 
Though perill to my modeftie, not death on*t 
1 would aduenture. 

Pif. Well then, heere's the point : 
You muft forget to be a Woman : change 
Command, into obedience. Feare,and NiceneiTe 
(The Handmaidcs of all Women, or more truely 
Woman it pretty felfe) into a waggi(h courage. 
Ready in gybes, quicke-anfwer*d, fawcie,and 
As quarrellous as the Weaaell : Nay, you muft 
Forget that rareft Treafure of your Cheeke, 
Expofing it ( but oh the harder heart. 
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Alacke no remedy ) to the greedy toach 
Of common-kiffing Titan: and forget 
Your labourfome and dainty Trimmes, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imot Nay be breefe ? 
I fee into thy end, and am almoft 
A man already. 

Plf, Firfty make your felfe but like one. 
Fore- thinking this. 1 haue already fit 
(*Tu in my Cloake-bagge) Doublet, Hat, Hofe, all 
That anfwer to them : Would you in their feruing, 
( And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of fuch a feafon) *fbre Noble Lucius 
Prefent your felfe, defire hit feruice : tell him 
Wherein you're happy ; which will make him know, 
If that his head haue eare in Mulicke, doubtlefle 
With ioy he will imbrace you : for hee's Honourable, 
And doubling that, moft holy . Your meanes abroad : 
You haue me rich, and I will neuer faile 
Beginning, nor fupplyhient. 

Imo, Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Prythee away, 
There's more to be confider'd : but wee*l euen 
All thet good time will giue vs. This attempt, 
I am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, I prythee. 

PiJ. Well Madam, we muft take a ihort farewell, 
Leaft being mift, I be fufpeded of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris, 
Heere is a boxe, I had it from the Queene, 
What's in't is precious : If you are fickc at Sea, 
Or Stomacke-qualm'd at Land, a Dramme of this 
Will driue away diftemper. To fome ihade. 
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods 
Dired you to the beft. 

Imo* Amen : I thanke thee. Exeunt, 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter Cymheline, Queene, Cloten, Lucim^ 
and Lords, 

Cvm, Thus hrrty and fo farewell. 

Luc, Thankes, Royall Sir : 
My Emperor hath wrote, I mud from hence. 
And am right forry, that I muft report ye 
My Mailers Enemy. 

Cym. OurSubieas(Sir) 
Will not endure his voake ; and for our felfe 
To flicw leflc Soueratgnty then they, muft needs 
Appeare vn^Kinglike. 

Luc. So Sir : I defire of you 
A Condud ouer Land, to'Milford-Hauen. 
Madam, ail ioy befall your Grace,and you* 

Cjm, My Lords, you are appointed for that Office : 
The due of Honor, in no point omit : 
So farewell Noble Lucim, 

Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 

Qot, Receiue it friendly : but from this time forth 
I weare it as your Enemy. 

Luc, Sir, the Euent 
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. 

Cjm. Leaue not the worthy iMciiu, good my Lords 
Till he haue croft the Seuern. Happines. Exit Lucius^ &c 



Qu, He goes hence frowning : but it honours n 
That we haue giuen him caufe. 

C/ot. *Tis all the better. 
Your valiant Britaines haue their wi flies in it. 

Cym, Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor 
How it goes heere. It fits ts therefore ripely 
Our Chariots, and our Horfemen be in readinefle: 
The Powres that he already hath in Gallia 
Will foone be drawne to head, from whence he moues 
His warre for Britaine. 

Sltt, Tis not fleepy bufincffe. 
But muft be lookM too fpeedily,and ftrongly. 

Cym, Our expedation that it would be thus 
Hath made vs forward. But my gentle Queene, 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman, nor to vs hath tendered 
The duty of the day. She looke vs like 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty, 
We haue noted it. Call her before vs, for 
We haue beene too flight in fuflferancc. 

Qu. RoyaJlSir, 
Since the exile of Poftbumus ^moA retyr'd 
Hath her life bin : the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
•Tis time muft do. Befeech your Maiefty, 
Forbeare flurpe fpeeches to her. Shee*s a Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ftroke^ 
And ftrokes death to her* 

Snter a Meffengtr, 

Cym, Where is flie Sir ? How 
Can her contempt be anfwer'd ? 

Mef, Pleafe you Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anfwer 
That will be giuen to'th'lowd of noife, we make. 

Qu. My Lord, when laft I went to vifit her, 
She pray*d me to excufe her keeping dofe. 
Whereto conftrain'd by her infirmitie. 
She fliould that dutie leaue vnpaide to you 
Which dayly flie was bound to proffer : this 
She wifli'd me to make knowne : but our great Court 
Made me too blame in memory. 

Cym, Her doores lock'd ? 
Not feene of late? Grant Heauens, that which I 
Feare , proue falfe. ExU' 

Qu, Sonne,! fay, follow the King. 

Uot. That man of hers, Ti/auioy her old SenunC 
I haue not feene thefe two dayes. £«t. 

^. Go, looke after : 
Pi/anio, thou that ftand'ft fo for foftbumut^ 
He hath a Drugge of mine : I pray, his abfence 
Proceed by fwallowing that. For he beleeues 
It is a thing moft precious. But for her. 
Where is flie gone ? Haply difpaire hath feis'd her : 
Or wingM with fefuour of her loue, flie*s flowne 
To her defir'd Pofibumus : gone flie is. 
To death, or to diflionor, and my end 
Can make good vfe of either. Shee being downe, 
I haue the placing of the Britdfli Crowne. 

Enter Cloteu, 
How now, my Sonne f 

dot, Tis certaine flie is fled : 
Go in and cheere the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

^. All the better : may 
This night fore-ftall him of the comming day. ExitQ^ 

Clo. I loue, and hate her : for flie's Faire and Rojailt 
And that flie hath all courtly parts more exqulfite 
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Ladiet, Woman, from euery one 
! hath, and (he of all compounded 
lem all. I loue her therefore, but 
le, and throwing Fauours on 
fibumuSf flanders Co her iudgement, 

elfe rare, is choakM : and in that point 
ide to hate her, nay indeede, 

g*d vpon Jier. For, when Fooles ihall 

Enter Tifanio. 
e? What, are you packing firrah ? 
r : Ah you precious Pandar, Vlllaine, 
y Lady ? In a word, or elfe 
aightway with the Fiends. 

good my Lord. 

ere is thy Lady ? Or, by Jupiter, 
ke againe. Clofe Villaine, 
I Secret from thy heart, or rip 
> finde it. Is ihe with Poftbumm ? 

fo many waights of bafeneife, cannot 
vorth be drawne. 
s, my Lord, 

; be with him / When was fhe mifs*d ? 
me. 

iiere is fhe Sir ? Come neerer : 
kalting : fatisfie me home, 
ome of her ? 
^ my all-worthy Lord, 
-worthy Villaine, 
ere thy Miftris is, at once, 
word : no more of worthy Lord : 
hy nience on the inftant, is 
ination, and thy death, 
n Sir : 

s the hlftorie of my knowledge 
sr flight. 

s fee^t : I will purfue her 
niftm Throne, 
his, or perifh. 

nough, and what he leames by this, 
lis traaell, not her danger, 
ah. 

rrite to my Lord ihe's dead : Oh Imogen^ 
bou wander, fafe returne agen. 
'a, is this Letter true ? 
s I thinke* 
I Poftbumui hand, I know*t. Sirrah, if thou 

be a Villain, but do me true feruice: vnder- 
ployments wherin I ihould haue caufe to vfe 

ferious induftry, that is, what yillainy foere I 

to performe it, diredly and truely, I vrould 

an honeft man : thou ihould*ft neither want 
for thy releefe, nor my voyce for thy prefer- 

, my good Lord. 

t thou ferue mee ? For fince patiently and 
lou haft ftucke to the bare Fortune of that 
^umudy thou canft not in the courfe of grari- 
a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou ferue 

I will. 

; mee thy hand, heere*s my purfe. Haft any 
iafters Garments in thy polTeflion ? 
haue (my Lord) at my Lodging, the fame 
re, when he tooke leaue of my Ladie 8c Mi- 

firft feruice thou doft mee, fetch that Suite 



hither, let it be thy firft feruice, go. 

Pif* I (hall my Lord. Exit. 

do. Meet thee at Milford-Hauen : ( I forgot to aske 
him one thing. He remember*t anon: ) euen there, thou 
villaine Pofibumtu will I kill thee. I would thefe Gar- 
ments were come. She faide vpon a time ( the bitternefTe 
of it, I now belch from my heart) that ihee held the very 
Garment of Pofibumtu, in more refped, then my Noble 
4nd naturall perfbn ; together with the adornement of 
my Qualities. With that Suite vpon my backe wil I ra- 
uifh her t firft kill him, and in her eyes; there ihall ihe fee 
my valour, which wil then be a torment to hir contempt. 
He on the ground, my fpeech of infulment ended on his 
dead bodie, and when myLuft hath dined (which, as I 
(ay, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathes that (he (b 
prais*d : ) to the Court He knock her backe, foot her home 
againe. She hath defpis'd mee reioycingly, and He bee 
merry in my Renenge. 

Eater Pifanio, 
Be thofe the Garments ? 



Pif, I, my Noble Lord. 



Qio. How long is't (ince (he went to Milford-Hauen ? 

Pif. She can fcarie be there yet. 

Qo, Bring this Apparrell to my Chamber, that is 
the fecond thing that I haue commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt be a voluntarie Mute to my defigne. Be 
but dtitious, and true preferment (hall tender it felfe to 
thee. My Reuenge is now at Milfbrd, would I had wings 
to follow it. Come, and be true. 6xit 

Pif. Thou bid*ft me to my loife : for true to thee, 
Were to proue &l(e, which I will neuer bee 
To him that is moft true. To Milfbrd go. 
And finde not her, whom thou purfueft. Flow, flow 
You Heauenly bleffings on her : This Fooles fpeede 
Be croft with (lownefle ; Labour be his meede. Exit 



Scena Sexta. 



Enter Imogen alone, 
Jmo. I fee a mans life is a tedious one, 
I haue tyr*d my felfe : and for two nights together 
Haue made the ground my bed. I (hould be ficke, 
But that my refolution helpes me : Milfbrd, 
When from the Mountaine top, Pifanio (hew*d thee. 
Thou was*t within a kenne. Oh loue, I thinke 
Foundations flye the wretched : fuch I meane. 
Where they fliould be releeu*d. Two Beggers told me, 
I could not miffe my way. Will poore Folkes lye 
That haue Afflidions on them, knowing *tis 
A punifhment, or Triall / Yes; no wonder. 
When Rich-ones fcarfe tell true. To lapfe in Fulne(re 
Is forer, then to lye for Neede : and Falfhood 
Is worfe in Kings, then Beggers. My deere Lord, 
Thou art one o'th*^lfe Ones : Now I thinke on thee. 
My hunger's gone ; but euen before, I was 
At point to (inke, for Food. But what is this? 
Heere is a path too*t : *tis fome (auage hold : 
I were beft not call ; I dare not call : yet Famine 
Ere deane it o*re- throw Nature, makes it valiant. 
Plentie, and Peace breeds Cowards : HardnefTe euer 
Of HardinefTe is Mother. Hoa? who*s heere ? 
If any^ thing that's duill, fpeake t if fauage. 

Take, 
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Take, or lend. Hoa ? No anfwerf Then He enter. 
Bed draw my Sword ; and if mine Enemy 
But feare the Sword like me, heel fcarfely looke on*t 
Such a Foe, good Heauens. Exit, 



Scena Septima. 



Eater 'BeUrka, GmderhUy and Andragiu, 

'BeL You Volidore haue prouM beft Woodman, auid 
Art Mafter of the Feaft : Cadwall, and I 
Will play the Cooke, and Seruanc, *tis our match : 
The fweat of induftry would dry, and dye 
But for the end it workes too. Come, our ftomackes 
Will make what's homely, fauoury : Wearinefle 
Can fnore vpon the Flint, when reftie Sloth 
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace, be heere, 
Poore houfe, that keep*ft thy felfe. 

Gut. I am throughly weary. 

jirm, I am weake with toyle, yet ftrong in appetite. 

Gul, There is cold meat i*th*Caue, we*l brouz on that 
Whirft what we haue killM, be CookM. 

Bel. Stay, come not in : 
But that it eates our vi^ualles, I (hould thinke 
Heere were a Faiery. 

Gut. What^t the matter. Sir ? 

^/. By Jupiter an Angell : or if not 
An earthly Paragon. Behold Diuinenefle 
No elder then a Boy. 

Enter Iwugen. 

Imo, Good mafters harme me not : 
Before I entered heere, I call*d, and thought 
To haue begg*d, or bought, what I haue took: good troth 
I haue ftolne nought, nor would not, though I had found 
Cold ftrew*d i*th'Floore, Hecre*8 money for my Meate, 
I would haue left it on the Boord, fo foone 
As I had made my Meale ; and parted 
With Pray*rs for the Prouider. 

Gut. Money? Youth. 

•Aru. All Gold and Siluer rather tume to durt, 
As *tis no better reckon*d, but of tboTe 
Who worihip durty Gods. 

Jmo. I (ee you*re angry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ihould 
Haue dyed, had I not made it. 

BeU Whether bound ? 

Imo. To Milford-Hauen. 

^el. What*8 your name ? 

/mo. Fidtle Sir : I haue a Kinfman, who 
Is bound for Italy $ he embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger, 
I am falne in this offence. 

*Br/. Prythec (fiiire youth) 
Thinke vs no Churles : nor meafure our good mindet 
By this rude place we liue in. Well encountered, 
*Tis almoft night, you (hall haue better cheere 
Ere you depart; and thankes to ftay, and eate it x 
Boyes, bid him welcome. 

Gui. Were you a woman, youth, 
I ihould woo hard, but be your Groome in honefty « 
I bid for you, as I do buy. 

Arui, He make*t my Comfort 
He is a man. He loue him as my Brother : 
And fuch a welcome as Fid giue to him 



( After long abfence) fach is yoots. Moft welcome : 
Be fprightly, for you ^1 *mongft Friends. 

Imo. *Mongft Friends f 
If Brothers : would it had bin fo, that they 
Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then had my prise 
Bin leiTe, and fo more equail ballafting 
To thee Foflbumm. 

^l. He wrings at fome diftrefle. 

Gui. Would I could freest. 

And, Or I, what ere it be, 
What pajne it coft, what danger i Gods ! 

^/. Hearke Boyes. 

Imo, Great men 
That had a Court no bigger then this Caue, 
That did attend themfelues, and had the vertoe 
Which their owne Confcience feal'd them : laying by 
That nothing-guift of diftering Multitudes 
Could not out-peere thefe twaine. Pardon me Gods, 
rid change my fexe to be Companion with then. 
Since Leonattu £ilfe. 

^el. It (hall be fo: 
Boyes wce'l go dre(re our Hunt. Faire youth come in ; 
Difcourfe is heauy, (afting : when we haue fupp*d 
WeeM mannerly demand thee of thy Story, 
So farre as thou wilt fpeake it. 

Gui* Pray draw neere. 

Arui. The Night to*th*Owle, 
And Mome to th*Larke leflf welcome. 

Imo, Thankes Sir. 

Arui. I pray draw neere. Extatt, 



Scena OSiaua. 



Enter tvo Roman Senator t^ and Tribunes. 

I. Sen. This is the tenor of the Emperors Writ; 
That fince the common men are now In Adion 
*Gainft the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, 
And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weake to vndertake our Warres againft 
The falne-ofFBritaines, that we do incite 
The Gentry to this bufine(re. He creates 
Lucius Pro-Confull : and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Leuy, he commands 
His abfolute Commiffion. Long liue Cafir. 

Tri, Is Luciui Generall of the Forces ? 

%.Sen. I. 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? 

I .Sen. With thofe Legions 
Which I haue fpoke of, wherennto your leuie 
Muft be fuppliant: the words of your Commiffion 
Will tye you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their difpatch. 

Tri, We will difcharge our duty. Exemt- 



aAStus Quartus. Scena Vrima. 



Enter Gotten alone. 
Clot 1 am neere to*th*place where they ihould meet, 
if Pijanio haue mappM it tniely. How (it his GannenB 
ferue me? Why (hould his Miftris who was made by hiiD 
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The Tragedie of Cymbeline. 



387 



ide the Taylor, not be fit too ^ The rather (fauing 
ce of the Word ) for *tis faide a Womant fitnefTe 
>y fits : therein I muft pla^ the Worlctnan, I dare 
it to my felfe, for it is not Vainglorie for a man, 
Glaffe, to confer m his owne Chamber; I meane, 
les of my body are as well drawne as his ; no lefle 
more ftrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
im in the aduantage of the time, aboae him in 
ilike coAuerfant in generall femicea, and more re- 
ble in fingle oppofitions ; yet this imperfeverant 
loues him in my defptght. Wliat Mortalitie isf 
ntf, thy head (which now is growing vppon thy 
rs) (hall within this houre be ofiT, thy Miftris m* 
thy Garments cut to peeces before thy fiicet and 
done, fpame her home to her Father, who may 
y) be a little angry for my (b rough rfage: but my 
r hauing power of his teftineflc, ihall turne all in- 
commendations. My Horie is tyed vp £ife , out 
and to a fore purpofe : Fortune put them into my 
This is the very defcription of their meeting place 
: Fellow dares not deceiue me. &xU. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Alarms , Gvidtrim , Aruiragmi , and 
Imogen from the Caue, 

You are not well : Remaine heere in the Caue, 
come to you after Hunting. 
/. Brother, ftay heere : 
: not Brothers ? 

So man and man fhould be, 
ly and Clay, idifiers in dignitie, 
duft is both alike. I am very ficke, 

Go you to Hunting, He abide with him. 
. So ficke I am not, yet I am not well : 
t fo Citizen a wanton, as 
ne to dye, ere ficke : So plea(e you, leaue me, 
to your lournall courfe : the breach of CuAome, 
:h of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
: amend me. Society, is no comfort 
not fociable : I am not very ficke, 
can reafon of it : pray you truft me heere, 
none but my Celft^ and let me dye 
g fo poorely. 

. I loue thee : I haue fpoke it, 
luch the quantity, the waigltt as much, 
> loue my Father. 

What? How? how? 
i. If it be finne to fay fo (Sir) I yoake mce 
good Brothers fiiult : I know not why 
hU youth, and I haue heard you fay, 
reafon*s, without reafon. The Beere at doore, 
demand who i$*t flull dye, Tld fay^ 
ther, not this youth. 

Oh noble ftraine \ 
:hinefl^e of Nature, breed of Greatnefife f 
rds hxhtr Cowards ,& Bafe things Syre Bace } 
-e hath Mcale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grace. 
ot their Father, yet who this ihould bee, 
ayrade it felfe, lou'd befi>re mee. 
e ninth houre o'th'Morne. 
/'. Brother, farewell. 



Into. I wiih ye fport. 
•Ami. You health. - 



-So plcafe you Sir. 



Imo. Thefo are kinde Creatures. 
Gods, what lyes I haue heard : 
Our Courtiers fay, all's fauage, but at Court ; 
Experience, oh thou difproouHl Report. 
Th'emperious Seas breeds Monfters ; for the Difli, 
Poore Tributary Riuers, as fweet Fi& : 
I am ficke ftill, heart-ficke; Pifanio^ 
He now tafte of thy Drugge. 

Gut, I could not ftirre him : 
He faid he was gentle, but Tnfortunate \ 
Diflioneftly affli^ed, but yet honcft. 

And. Thus did he aulwer me ; yet faid heereafter, 
I might know more. 

Btl, To*th*rieId, tothTield t 
Wee*l leaue you for thit time, go in, and reft« 

AruK Wee*l not be long away. 

Bel. Pray be not' ficke. 
For you muft be our Hufwife. 

Imo. Well, or ill, 
I am bound to jrou. Exit, 

'Bel. And (hal*t be euer. 
This youth, how ere diftreft,appeares he hath had 
Good Anceftors. 

Arui, How Angell-like he fingt ? 

Gtd, But his neate Cookerie ? 

Arui. He cut our Rootcs in Charrafiers, 
And fawc*ft our Brothes, as luno had bin ficke, 
And he her Dieter. 

Arm, Nobly he yoakes 
A fmiling, with a figh ; as if the fighe 
Was that it was, for not being fuch a Smile t 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would flye 
From fo diuine a Temple, to commix 
With windea, that Saylors raile at. 

Gut. I do note. 
That greefe and patience rooted in tbem both. 
Mingle their fpurres together. 

Arui. Grow patient. 
And let the ftinking-Elder (Greefo) Tntwine 
His perifliing roote, with the encreafing Vine. 

Bel. It is great morning. Come away : Who*s there? 
Enter Cleten. 

Clo, I cannot finde thofe Runnagatet, that Villaine 
Hath mock*d me. I am faint. 

Bel. Thofe Runnagates ? 
Meanes he not ys ? I partly know him, ^tis' 
C/otea, the Sonne o*th*Queene. I foare fome Ambuih : 
I faw him not thefe many yeares, and yet 
I know 'tis he : We are held as Out-Lawes : Hence. 

Gui. He is but one ! you, and my Brother fearch 
What Companies are neere : pray you away. 
Let me alone with him. 

Cloe, Soft, what are you 
That flye me thus? Some villaine-Mountainen? 
I haue heard of fuch. What Slaue art thou^ 

Gui. A tiling! 
More (lauiih did I ne*re, then anfwering 
A Slaue without a knocke. 

Qot, Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yeeld thee Theefe. 

Gui. To who? to thee ? What art thou ? Haue not I 
An arme as bigge as thine ? A heart, as bigge 1 
Thy vrords I grant are bigger : for I weare not 
My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art : 

Why 
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Why I fliould yeeld to thee? 

Qot, Thou Villaine bafe, 
Know*ft me not by my Cloathes? 

Gui. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcall : 
Who is thy Grand6ither ? He made thofe cloathes, 
Which (as it feemes) make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious Varlet, 
My Taylor made them not 

Guu Hence then, and thanke 
The man that gaue them thee. Thou art fome Foole, 
I am loath to beate thee. 

Clot. Thou iniurious Theefe, 
Heare but my name, and tremble. 

Gm, What's thy name i 

Clo. Cioteti, thou Villaine. 

ffuL C^oten, thou double Villaine be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it, w«re it Toad^or Adder, Spider, 
^would moue me fooner . 

Clot. To thy further fcare. 
Nay, to thy mecre Confufion, thou fhalt know 
I am Sonne to*th*Qucene. 

Gui. I am forry for't : not Teeming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 

Ciot. Art not afeard ? 

gui. Thofe that I reuerence, thofe I feare : the Wife: 
At Fooles I laugh : not feare them. 

Clot. Dye the death ; 
When I haue flaine thee with my proper hand, 
lie follow thofe that euen now fled hence : 
And on the Gates of LuJs''Tovfte fet your heads: 
Yeeld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exeunt. 

Enter Belarim and Aruiragm. 

Bel. No Companie's abroad } 

Arui. None in the world x you did miftake him fure. 

Bel. I cannot tell : Long is it iince I faw him, 
But Time hath nothing -blurrM thofe lines of Fauour 
Which then he wore : the fnatches in his voice. 
And burft of fpeaking were as his : I am abfolute 
•Twas very Cloten. 

Arui. In this place we left them ; 
I wifh my Brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is fo fell. 

Bel. Being fcarfe made vp, 
I meane to man ; he had not apprehenfion 
Of roaring terrors : For defied of iudgement 
Is oft the caufe of Feare. 

Enter Guideritu, 
But fee thy Brother. 

Gm, This Cloten was a Foole, an empty purfe. 
There was no money in't : Not Hercules 
Could haue knocked out his Braines, for he had none : 
Yet I not doing this, the Foole had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

^/. What haft thou done ? 

Gui. I am perfe£^ what : cut off one Clotens head, 
Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report) 
Who caird me Traitor, Mountaineer, and fwore 
With his owne (ingle hand heeFd take vs in, 
Difplace our heads, where (thanks the Gods) they grow 
And fet them on Luds-Tovfae. 

^l. We arc all vndone. 

Gui. Why, worthy Father, what haue we to loofe, 
But that he fwore to take, our Liues ? the Law 
Proteds not vs, then why fliould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant peece of flefh threat vsf 
Play ludge, and Executioner, all himfelfe ? 



For we do feare the Law. What company 
Difcouer you abroad ? 

^/. No fingle foule 
Can we fet eye on : but in all fafe reafon 
He muft haue fome Attendants. Though his Honor 
Was nothing but mutation, I, and that 
From one bad thing to worfc i Not Frenaie, 
Not abfolute madneflfe could fo farre haue rau*d 
To bring him heere alone : although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that fuch as wee 
Caue heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawet, and in time 
May make fome ftronger head, the which be hearing, 
(As it is like him) might breake out, and fweare 
Heel'd fetch vs in, yet is't not probable 
To come alone, either he fo vndertaking. 
Or they fo fuffering : then on good ground we feare, 
If we do feare this Body hath a taile 
More perillous then the head. 

Arui, Let Ordinance 
Come as the Gods fore-fay it : howfbere, 
My Brother hath done well. 

^/. I had no minde 
To hunt this day : The Boy Fideles fickenelTe 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gui. With hu owne Sword, 
Which he did waue againft my throat, I haue tine 
His head from him : lie throw*t into the Creeke 
Behinde our Rocke, and let it to the Sea, 
And tell the Fiihes, hee's the Queenes Sonne, Cloten^ 
Thafs all I reake. Sxit. 

^el. I feare *twill be reueng'd : 
Would (Poltdore) thou had*ft not done*t : though valoar 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arui. Would I had done*t : 
So the Reuenge alone purfu*de me : Polidore 
1 loue thee brotherly, but enuy much 
Thou haft robbM me of thu deed : I would Reuenges 
That poflible ftrength might meet, wold feek vs through 
And put vs to our anfwer. 

Bel. Well, 'tis done ; 
Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor (eeke for danger | 
Where there's no profit. I prythee to our Rocke, 
You and Fidek play the Cookes : He iby 
Till hafty Polidore returne, and bring him 
To dinner prefently. 

Arui. Poore ficke Fidele, 
He willingly to him, to gaine his colour, 
H'd let a pariih of fuch Cloteus blood, 
And praife mv felfe for charity. Exit, 

Bel. Oh thou Goddeffe, 
Thou diuine Nature ; thou thy felie thou blaxon'ft 
In thefe two Princely Boyes : they are as gentle 
As Zephires blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his fweet head ; and yet, as rough 
(Their Royall blood enchafd) as the rud'ft winde, 
That by the top doth take the Moontaine Pine, 
And make him ftoope to th'Vale. *Ti8 wonder 
That an inuifible inftindl ftiould firame them 
To Royalty vnlearn'd, Honor vntaught, 
Ciuility not feene from other : valoar 
That wdldely growes in them, but ycelds a crop 
As if it had beene fow'd : yet ftill it's fbange 
What Clotens being heere to vs portends, 
Or what his death will bring vs. 
Enter Gmderem. 

Gui, Where'* my Brother } 
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'oteni Clot-pole downe the ftreame, 


Gut, By good Suripbile, our Mother. 


> his Motherj his Bodic's hoftagc 


jirtu. Bcc'tfo: 


e. Solemn Mufic1{. 


And let vs ( PoliJere) though now our voyces 


ingenuous Inftrument, 


Haue got the mannifli cracke, fing him to*th'gr<wind 


iore)il founds :but what occafion 


As once to our Mother : vfe like note, and words. 


now to giue it motion ? Hearke. 


Saue that Euripbile, muft be Fidele. 


: at home ? 


Qui, Cad»aIIf 


rent hence euen now. 


I cannot fing : He weepe, and word it with thee ; 


t does he meane ? 


For Notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfe 


f my dccr'ft Mother 


Then Priefts, and Phanes that lye. 


ike before. All folemne things 


^rui, WceM fpeake it then. 


r folemne Accidents. The matter ? 


Bel, Great greefcs I fee medicine the leflc : For Ooten 


r nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 


Is quire forgot. He was a Queenes Sonne, Boyes, 


ipes, and greefe for Boyes. 


And though he came our Enemy, remember 


idP 


He was paid for that: though meane, and mighty rotting 


Aruiragm^ vitb Imogen dcad^ hearing 


Together haue one duft, yet Reoerence 




(That Angell of the world) doth make diftindlion 


:cy heere he comes, 


Of place *tweene high, and low. Our Foe was Princely, 


le dire occafion in his Annes, 


And though you tooke his life, as being our Foe, 


•lame him for. 


Yet bury him, as a Prince. 


: Bird is dead 


Gui, Pray you fetch him hither. 


r made fo much on. I had rather 


Tberfites body is as good as Aiax^ 


am fixtcene yeares of Ag*, to fixty : 


When neyther are aliue. 


'd my leaping time into a Crutch, 


Arui, If you*l go fetch him. 


ene this. 


Wee*l fay our Song the whirft : Brother begin. 


weeteft, feyreft Lilly : 


Gut. Nay Cedwall^ we muft lay his head to th*Eaft, 


ireares thee not the one halfe fo well, 


My Father hath a reafon for't. 


1 grew'ft thy fclfc. 


Arui, *Tis true. 


ilelanc holly, 


Gui. Come on then, and remoue him. 


: could found thy bottome ? Finde 


Arui, So, begin. 


fliew what Coaft thy iluggifli care 


SONG. 


:ft harbour in. Thou blcfled thing. 


Guid. Feare no more the beate o'tb^Sun, 


what man thou might'ft haue made : but I, 


Nor tbe furious fVtnters ragex^ 


a moft rare Boy, of Mclancholly. 


Tbou tby vrorldly tasl(baft don. 


3U him f 


Home art gon ,and tone tby vages. 


rke, as you fee : 


Golden Lads, and Girlcs all muft. 


t as fome Fly had tickled flumber. 


As Cbimney- Sleepers come to duft. 


1 dart being laugh*d at : his right Cheeke 


Ami . Feare no more tbe/rowne 9*tb^ Great, 


B Cufliion. 


Tbou art faft tbe Tirants flroai^e. 


re? 


Care no more to cloatb and eate. 


h*floore : 


To tbee tbe Reede u as tbe Oai^e : 


IS leagued, I thought he flept, and put 


Tbe Scepter, Learning, Pbyjic^e muft, 


brogues from off my fectc, whofe rodeneffe 


Allfoll&w tbuand come to duft. 


fteps too lowd. 


Guid. Feare no more tbe Ligbtning ftaftb. 


r, he but fleepes : 


Arui. Nor tb" all-dreaded Tbunderftone. 


, hee*l make his Graue, a Bed : 


Gui. Feare not Slander, Cenjure rafts. 


Fayries will his Tom be be haunted. 


Arui. Tbou baftfint/h'd loy and mone. 


1 will not come to thee. 


Both* nAll Louer s young , all Louers muft , 


th fayreft Flowers 


Qonfigne to tbee and come to duft* 


ner lafts, and I liue heere, FiJelef 


Guid. No Exorcifor barme tbee, 


ly fad graue : thou (halt not lacke 


Arui. Nor no vitcb-craft cbarme tbee, 
Guid. gboft vnlaid forbeare tbee. 


hafs like thy face. Pale-Primrofe, nor 


are-bell, like thy Veines : no, nor 


Arui. Nothing til come neere tbee. 


Eglantine, whom not to flander. 


Both. Sluiet confumation baue. 


not thy breath : the Raddocke would 


And renowned be tby graue. 


ble bill (Oh bill fore ihaming 


Enter Belarim witb tbe body ofCloten, 


ft-heyres, that let their Fathen lye 


Gui, Wt haue done our obfequies : 


onument) bring thee all this. 


Come lay him downe. 


*d Moffe befides. When Flowres are none 


^/. Heere*s a few Flowres, but *bout midnight more : 




The hearbes that haue on them cold dew o'th'night 
Are ftrewings fit*ft for Graues : vpon their Faces. 


lee haue done. 


lay in Wench-like words with that 


You were as Flowres, now withered : euen fo 


«rious. Let vs bury him, 


Thefe Hcrbelets fhall, which we vpon you ftrew. 


TZ&. with admiration, what 


Come on, away, apart vpon our knees : 


rbt. To*th*graue. 


The ground that gaue them firft, ha*s them againe : 


, where ihairs lay him ? 


Their pleafures here are paft,fo are their paine. Exeunt, 




b b b Imogen 
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Imogen avails. 
Yes Sir, to Milford-Hauen, which is the way ? 
I thanke you : by yond buflk? pray how farre thether f 
*Ods pittikins : can it be fixe mile yet ? 
I haue gone all night : Taich, lie lye downe, and Heepe. 
But foft ; no Bedfellow f Oh Gods^ and GoddeHes / 
Thefe Flowres are like the pleafurcs of the World ; 
This bloody man the care on't. I hope I dreame : 
For fo I thought I was a Caue-keeper, 
And Cooke to honeft Creatures. But *tis not fo: 
*Twas but a bolt of nothing, /hot at nothing, 
Which the Braine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes, 
Are fometimes like our Judgements, blinde. Good faith 
I tremble ftill with feare : but if there be 
Yet left in Heauen, as fmall a drop of pittie 
As a Wrens eye ; fear*d Gods, a part of it. 
The Dreame's hcere ftlU : euen when 1 wake it is 
Without me, as within me : not imagined, felt. 
A headlefle man ? The Garments of PoSbumtu ? 
I know the (hape oPs Legge : this is his Hand i 
His Foote Mercuriall : his martiall Thigh 
The brawnes of Hercules : but his louiall face ■ 
Murther in heauen / How ? *tis gone. Pifanb, 
All Curfes madded Hecuba gaue the Greekes, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee : thou 
Confpir*d with that Irregulous diuell Ooten^ 
Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treachesous. DamnM Tifanio, 
Hath with his forged Letters (damnM Pifanio) 
From this moft braueft veflell of the world 
Strooke the maine top ! Oh Pojibumtu, alas. 
Where is thy head? where's that? Aye me ! where's that ? 
Pifanio might haue kill'd thee at the heart, 
And left this head on. How (hould this be, Pifanio} 
*Tis he, and Cloten : Malice, and Lucre in them 
Haue laid this Woe heere. Oh *tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Drugge he gaue me, which hee faid was precious 
And Cordiall to me, haue I not found it 
Murd*rou8 to*th*Sen(es i That confirmes it home : 
This is Pifanio* s deede, and Cloten : Oh ! 
Giue colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood. 
That we the horrider may feeme to thofe 
Which chance to finde vs. Oh, my Lord ! my Lord ! 
Enter Luciuif Captaines ,and a Soothfayer, 

Cap. To them, the Legions garrifon^d in Gallia 
After your will, haue croft the Sea, attending 
You heere at Milford-Hauen, with your Shippes : 
They are heere in readineife. 

Iau, But what ft-om Rome ? 

Cap^ The Senate hath ftirr*d vp the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of Italy, moft willing Spirits, 
That promife Noble Seruice : and they come 
Vnder the Condudl of bold lacbimo^ 
Syenna*% Brother. 

Luc, When exped you them ? 

Cap. With the next benefit o*th*winde. 

Luc. This forwardnefife 
Makes our hopes faire. Command our present numbers 
Be mufter*d : bid the Captaines looke too*t. Now Sir, 
What haue you dream*d of late of this warres purpofe. 

Sootb. Laft night, the very Gods fiiewM me a vifion 
(I faft,and pray'd for their Intelligence) thus: 
I faw loues Bird, the Roman Eagle wingM 
From the fpungy South, to this part of the Weft, 
There vanifiiM in the Sun-beames, which portends 
( Vnlefle my finnes abufe my Diuination) 



Succeife to th*Roman hoaft. 

Luc. Dreame often fo. 
And neuer falfe. Soft hoa, what truncke is heere? 
Without his top ? The ruine fpeakes, that fometime 
It was a worthy building. How? a Page ? 
Or dead, or fieeping on him ? But dead rather ; 
For Nature doth abhorre to make his bed 
With the deftind,or(leepe vpon the dead. 
Let*s fee the Boyes face. 

Cap. Hee^s aliue my Lord. 

Luc. Hee'l then inftruft vs of this body : Young odc, 
Inform e ts of thy Fortunes, for it fecmes 
They craue to be demanded : who is this 
Thou mak*ft thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
That (otherwife then noble Nature did ) 
Hath altered that good Pidure? What's thy intereft 
In this fad wracke? How came*t ? Who is*t ? 
What art thouf 

Imo, I am nothing ; or if not. 
Nothing to be were better : This was my Mafter, 
A very valiant Britaine, and a good. 
That heere by Mountaineers lyes flaine : Alas, 
There is no more fuch Mafters : I may wander 
From £aft to Occident, cry out for Seruice, 
Try many, all good : feme truly : neuer 
Fmde fuch another Mafter. 

Luc. *Lacke, good youth: 
Thou mou*ft no lefle with thy complaining, then 
Thy Maifter in bleeding : fay his name,good Friend. 

Imo. Richard du Champ : If I do lye, and do 
No harme by it, though the Gods heare, I hope 
They*l pardon it. Say you Sir f 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Imo. Ftdele Sir. 

Luc. Thou doo*ft approue thy felfe the very fame : 
Thy Name well fits thy Faith; thy Faith, thy Name: 
Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not fay 
Thou ihalt be fo well mafter*d, but be fure 
No lefTe belou'd. The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Confull to me, ihould not fooner 
Then thine owne worth preferre thee *. Go with me. 

Imo. He follow Sir. But firft,and*t pleafe the Gods, 
He hide my Mafter from the Flies,asdeepe 
As thefe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when 
With wild wood-leaues & weeds^I ha* ftrew'd his ffi» 
And on it faid a Century of prayers 
(Such as I can) twice o*re. He weepe,and fighe, 
And leauing fo his feruice, follow you. 
So pleafe you entertaine mce. 

Luc. I good youth. 
And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee : My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught vs manly duties : Let vs 
Finde out the prettieft Dazied-Plot we can, 
And make him with our Pikes and Partizans 
A Graue : Come, Arme him : Boy hee*s preferred 
By thee, to vs, and he (hall be interrM 
As Souldiers can. Be cheerefull ; wipe thine eyes, 
Some Falles are meanes the happier to arife. EJtvat 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Cymbeline,Lords,and Pifanio. 
Cym. Againe : and hring me word how *tis with her, 
A Feauour with the abfence of her Sonne) 
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Inefle, of which her life's in danger t Heauens, 
leeply you at once do touch me. Imogen^ 
reat part of my comfort, gone t My Queeoe 
a defperate bed, and in a time 
fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone, 
ilfuU for this prefent ? It fh-ikes me,paft 
ope of comfort. But for thee. Fellow, 
leeds muft know of her departure, and 
seme fo ignorant, wee'l enforce it from thee 
^rpc Torture. 

Sir, my life it yours, 
bly fct it at your will : But for my Miftris, 
ling know where ihe remaines : why gone, 
'hen ihe purpofes returne. Befeech your Highoes, 
ne your loyall Seruant. 
'd. Good my Liege, 
ay that die was miffing, he was heere ; 
be bound hee*s true, and ihall performe 
rts of his fubiedion loyally. For Ctoten, 
wants no diligence in feeking him, 
nil no doubt be found. 
I. The time is troublefome : 
flip you for a feafon, but our iealooHe 
et depend. 

'd. So pleafe your Maiefty, 
l.omaine Legions,aIl from Gallia drawne, 
nded on your Coaft, with a fupply 
maine Gentlemen, by the Senate fent. 
I. Now for the Counfaile of my Son and Queen, 
imaz^d with matter. 
d. Good my Liege, 

preparation can aflfront no lefTe ( ready : 

what you heare of. Come more, for more you're 
ran^is, but to put thofe Powres in motion, 
long to moue. 

I. 1 thanke you : let's withdraw 
oecte the Time, as it feekes vs. We feare not 
can from Italy annoy vs, but • 

eeue at chances heere. Away. Exeunt 

a. 1 heard no Letter from my Mafter,fince 
e him Imogen was flaine. *Tis ftrange : 
eare I from my Miftris, who did promife 
Eld me ofbn ^dings. Neither know I 
is betide to Cleten^ but remaine 
xt in all. The Heauens ftill muft worke : 
nn I am falfe, I am honeft : not true, to be true, 
prefent warres fhall finde I loue my Country, 
[o the note o*th'King, or He fall in them x 
her doubts, by time Jet them be cleer*d, 
le brings in fome Boats, that are not fteerM. Exit, 



Scena Qjiarta. 



Enter ^elarimyGuiderm^& Artdragm. 
r. The noyfe is round about vs. 
U Let vs from it. 

ui. What pleafure Sir, we finde in life, to locke it 
A^on, and Aduenture. 
I. Nay, what hope 

we in hiding vs? This way the Romaines 
or for Britaines flay vs or receiue vs 
irbarous and vnnaturall Reuolts 
I their vfe,and flay vs after. 



^el, Sonnes, 
Wec*l higher to the Mountaines, there fecure v.. 
To the Kings party there's no going : newnefle 
Of Clotens death (we being not knowne, not roufter'd 
Among the Bands) may driue vs to a render 
Where we haue liuM; and fo extort from*s that 
Which we haue done, whofe anfwer would be death 
Drawne on with Torture. 

GuL This is (Sir)a doubt 
In fuch a time, nothing becomming you. 
Nor fatis^ing vs. 

Arui. It is not likely, 
That when they heare their Roman horfes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd Fires \ haue both their eyes 
Aud earcs fo cloyd importantly as now, 
That they will wafte their time vpon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 

'Bel. Oh, I am knowne 
Of many in the Army : Many yeeres 
(Though Qoten then but young) you fee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And befides, the King 
Hath not deferu*d my Senitce, nor your Loues, 
Who finde in my Exile, the want of Breeding ; 
The certainty of this heard life, aye hopeleflfe 
To haue the courtefie your Cradle promis'd, 
But to be ftill hot Summers Tanlings,and 
The fhrinking Slaues of Winter. 

GuL Then be {o^ 
Better to ceafc to be. Pray Sir, to*th'Army : 
I, and my Brother are not knowne ; your Iclfe 
So out of thought, and thereto fo ore-growne, 
Cannot be queftion'd. 

Arui. By this Sunne that fhines 
He thither : What thing is'c, that I neuer 
Did fee man dye, fcarfe euer lookM on blood. 
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Venifon ? 
Neuer beftrid a Horfe faue one, that had 
A Rider like my felfe, who ne're wore Rowell, 
Nor Iron on his heele? I am afham'd 
To looke vpon the holy Sunne, to haue 
The benefit of his bleft Beames , remaining 
So long a poore vnknowne. 

Gut. By heauens He go. 
If you will blefTe me Sir, and giue me leaue. 
He take the better care : but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romaines. 

Arui. So fay 1, Amen. 

9c/. No reafon I ( fince of your liues you fet] 
So flight a valewation ) ihould referue 
My crack'd one to more care. Haue with you Boyes: 
If in your Country warres you chance to dye, 
That is my Bed too (Lads )and there He Ive. 
Lead.lead) the time feems long, their blood thinks fcorn 
Till It flye out, and ihew them Princes borne. Sxeunt. 



Actus Quintus. Scena ^rima. 



Enter Pojibumm alone, 
Poft. Yea bloody cloth, He keep thee : for I am wifht 
Thou fliould'ft be coloured thus. You married ones. 
If each of you fliould Uke this courfc, how many 
Muft murther Wiucs much better then themfclues 

b b b 2 For 

___ 
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For wrying but a little ? Oh Pifamo^ 

Euery good Seraant do^s not all Commands: 

No Bond, but to do iuft onet. Gods, if you 

Should haue *tane vengeance on my faults, I neuer 

Had liuM to put on this : To had you faued 

The noble Imogen, to repent, and ftrooke 

Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alacke, 

You fnatch fome hence for little faults ; that's loue 

To haue them fall no more : you fome permit 

To fecond illes with illes, each elder worfe. 

And make them dread it, to the dooers thrift. 

But Imogen is your owne, do your befl willes. 

And msuce me bleft to obey. I am brought hither 

Among thltalian Gentry, and to fight 

Againft my Ladies Kingdome : 'Tis enough 

That (Britaine) I haue kilPd thy Miftris : Peace, 

He glue no wound to thee : therefore good Heauens, 

Heare patiently my purpofe. He difrobe me 

Of thefe Italian weedes, and fuite my felfe 

As do*s a Britaine Pezant : fo He fight 

Againft the part I come with : To He dye 

For thee (O Imogen ) euen for whom my life 

Is euery breath, a death : and thus, vnknowne, 

Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill • 

My felfe He dedicate. Let me make men know 

More valour in me, then my habits fhow. 

Gods, put the flrength o'th^Leonati in me : 

To ihame the guize o'th* world, I will begin. 

The fafhion lefle without, and more within. Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Luctuiy lacbimo^and the Romane Army at one door ex 
and the 'Britaine Army at another : Leonattu Poftbumm 
following lii^e a poore Souldier. Tbey march over , and goe 
out. Then enter againe in Skirmijb lachimo and Polihu- 
mui : he 'vanquijbetb and difarmeth lachimo, aud then 
leaues him. 

lac. The heauinefTe and guilt within my bofome. 
Takes off my manhood : I haue belyed a Lady, 
The Princeffe of this Country ; and the ayre on't 
Reuengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Natures, haue fubdu'de me 
In my profe^onf Knighthoods, and Honors borne 
As I weare mine)are titles but of fcorne. 
If that thy Gentry ( Briuine j go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 
I s, that we fcarfe are men, and you are Goddes. Exit. 

The Battaile continues , the Britaines Jly, Cymbeline is 
tal^n : Then enter to his rejcue, Bellartm, GuideriuSy 
arid Auiragm, 

Bel.Stzndf ftand,we haue th*aduantage of the ground, 
The Lane is guarded : Nothing rowts vs, but 
The villany of our feares. 

Gut. Arui, Stand, fbnd,iand fight. 

Enter Pofihumus ,and feconds the Brjtaines. Thty Refcue 
Cymbeline, and Exiunt. 
Then enter Lucius , lachimo, and Imogen. 
Luc. Away boy from the Troopes,and laue thy felfe: 
For friends kll firiends , and the diforder*s fuch 



As warre were hood-wink'd. 

lac. *Tis their frefh fupplies. 

IjUc. It is a day tum*d ftrangely : or betimes 
Let's re-in force, or fly. 



Exent 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Pojihunau, and a Britaine Lord. 

Lor. Cam'ft thou from where they made the ftand ? 

Poft. I did. 
Though you it feemes come from the Fliers ? 

Lo, I did. 

Poji, No blame be to you Sir, for all was loft. 
But that the Heauens fought : the King himfelfe 
Of his wings deftitute, the Army broken, 
And but the backes of Britaines feene ; all flying 
Through a flrait Lane, the Enemy fiill-hearted. 
Lolling the Tongue with fiaughtVing : hauing worke 
More plentiful!, then Tooles to doo*t : ftrooke downe 
Some mortally, fome fiightly touched, fome falling 
Meerely through feare,that the (bait paife was danun'd 
With deadroen,hiirt behinde,and Cowards liuing 
To dye with lengthened fhame. 

Lo. Where was this Lane ? 

Poft.QXok by the battell,ditch'd, & wallM with turpb, 
Which gaue aduantage to an ancient Soldiour 
(An honeftone I warrant) who deferu*d 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two fhiplings(Lads more like to run * 
The Country bafe, then to commit fuch fiaughter, 
With faces fit for Maskes, or rather fayrer 
Then thofe for preferuation cas'd, or fKame ) 
Made good th« paffage, cryed to thofe that fled. 
Our britaines hearts dye flying, not our men, 
To darknefTe fleete foules that flye backwards ; ftand, 
Or we are Romanes, and will giue you that 
Like beafts, which you fhun beaftly, and mayfaue 
But to looke backe in frowne : Stand, ftand. Thefe thrte, 
Three thoufand confident, in a^e as many : 
For three performers are the File, when all 
The reft do nothing. With this word ftand, fbnd. 
Accomodated by the Place ; more Charming 
With their owne NoblenefJTe, which could haue turn'd 
A Diftaffe, to a Lance, guilded pale lookes \ 
Part fhame, part fpirit renewed, that fome tum*d co«»d 
But by example (Oh a finne in Warre, 
DamnM in the firft beginners) gan to looke 
The way that they did, and to grin like Lyons 
Vpon the Pikes o'th*Hunters. Then beganne i 

A ftop i'th'Chafer ; a Retyre : Anon | 

A Rowt, confufion thicke : forthwith they flye 
Chickens, the way which they flopt Eagles : Slaues 
The fh-ides the Viftors made : and now our Coward: 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The life o*th*need : hauing fimnd the backe doore open. 
Of the vnguarded hearts : heauens, how they wound. 
Some (laine before fome dying ; fome their Friends 
Ore-borne i*th 'former waue, ten chacM by one. 
Are now each one the (laughter-man of twenty : 
Thofe that would dye, or ere refift, are growne J 

The mortal 1 bugs o'th'Field. I 
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/. This was ftrange chance : 
ow Lane, an old man, and two Boyes. 
• Nay, do not wonder at it • you are made 
to wonder at the things you heare, 

worke any. Will you Rime vpon't, 
rnt It for a MockVie ? Heere is one : 
^t^tyon Oldman (tvice a B<ty)a Lanty 
'u*d the ^ritainesj was the Romatifs hone, 
i. Nay, be not angry Sir. 

. Lacke,to what end f 

ares not ftand his Foe, He be his Friend : 

iee*l do, as he is made to doo, 

'heeM quickly flye my friendship too. 

ue put me into Rime. 

/. Farewell, you're angry. Exit. 

. Still going ? This is a Lord : Oh Noble mifery 

*thTield,and aske whatnewes of me : 

, how many would haue giuen their Honours 

e rau*d their CarkaiTes? Tooke heele to doo*t, 

t dyed too. I, in mine owne woe charm*d 

lot finde death, where I did heare him groane, 

:le him where he ftrooke. Being an vgly Monfter, 

inge he hides him in frefh Cups,roft Beds, 

vords; or hath moe minifters then we 

-aw his kniues Tth'War. Well I will finde him : 

tig now a Fauourer to the Britaine, 

re a Britaine, I haue refumM againe 

rt I came in. Fight I will no more. 

Id me to the verieft Hinde, that fliall 

mch my fhoulder. Great the ilaughter is 

nade by*th*Romane ; great the Anfwer be 

!S mud take. Forme, my Ranfome's death, 

ier fid.e I come to fpend my breath $ 

neyther heere He keepe, nor beare agen, 

1 it by fome meanes tor Imogen, 

Enter two Captaines^ and Soldiers, 
reat lupiter be praised, Lucius is taken, 
mght the old man, and his Tonnes, were Angels, 
here was a fourth man, in a filly habit, 
me th'Affront with them. « 

> *tis reported : 

le of *em can be found. Stand, who*s there ? 
. A Roman, 

ad not now beene drooping heere, if Seconds 
fwerM him. 

ly hands on him : a Dogge, 
: of Rome (hall not returne to tell 
^rows haue peckt them here : he brags his feruice 
: were of note : bring him to* th* King. 
fmheline, Belarius , Guideriui , Arulragut^ Pijanio ,and 
vane Caftiues, The Captaines prejent Poftbumus to 
ibelineywho deliuers him ouer to a Gaoler » 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Pofthumui^and Gaoler, 
You fhall not now be ftolne, 
ue lockes vpon you : 
s, as you finde Pafhire. 
to. I, or a flomacke. 

Moft welcome bondage ; for thou art a way 
ke) to liberty: yet am I better 
ne that*s ficke o*th*Gowt, fince he had rather 



Groane foin perpetuity, then be cur*d 

By*th*fure Phyfitian, Death ; who is the key 

T'vnbarre thefe Lockes.My Confcience, thou art fettcr*d 

More then my fhanks,& wri(h:you good Gods giue me 

The penitent Inftrument t^picke that Bolt, 

Then free for euer. Is't enough I am forry ? 

So Children temporall Fathers do appeafe ; 

Gods are more fiili of mercy. Muft 1 repent, 

I cannot do it better then in Gyues, 

Defir*d, more then conftrain*d, to fadsfie 

If of my Freedome *tis the maine part, uke 

No firifter render of me, then my All. 

I know you are more clement then vilde men. 

Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 

A fixt, a tenth, letting them thriue againe 

On their abatement \ that*8 not my defire. 

For Imogens deere lifi:, take mine, and though 

*Tis not Co deere, yet *tis a life ; you coyn*d it, 

*Tweene man, and man, they waigh not euery flampe: 

Though light, take Peeces for the figures fake, 

(You rather) mine being yours : and fo great Powres, 

If you will take this Audit, take this life, 

And cancell thefe cold Bonds. Oh Imogen^ 

He fpeake to thee in filence. 

SoUmne MuJUke, Enter {a* in am Apparation^Skillitu LeO' 
natudy Father to Poftbumus, an old man.attyred li\e a war- 
riour, leading in his hand an ancient Matron ( hk wife^ & 
Mother to PoShumus ) with Mufic](e he/ore them. Then, 
after other Muficl^e ^follvwes the two young Leonati {Bro- 
thers to PoBbumus) with wounds as thei died in the warrs. 
They circle Tofthumm round as he lies jteeping, 

Scil. No more thou Thunder-Mafter 
fhew thy fpight,on Mortall Flies ; 
With Mars fiill out with luno chide, that thy Adulteries 

Rates, and Reuenges. 
Hath my poore Boy done ought but well,i 

whofe face I neuer faw : 
I dy'de whirft in the Wombe he ftaide, 

attending Natures Law. 
Whofe Father then (as men report, 

thou Orphanes Father art ) 
Thou fhould*fl haue bin, and fheelded him, 
from this earth-vexing fmart. 
vMoth. Lucina lent not me her ayde, 
but tooke me in my Throwes, 
That from me was Pofthumus ript, 

came crying *mong*fl his Foes. 
A thing of pitty. 

Sicil. Great Nature like his Anceftrie, 
moulded the flufFe fo fiiire : 
That he d feru*d the praife o'th* World, 
as great Sicilius heyre. 
I .Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
in Britaine where was hee 
That could ftand vp his paralell ? 

Or fruitfuU obieA bee ? 

In eye of Imogen^ that beft could deeme 

his dignitie. 

ido. With Marriage wherefore was he mockt 

t9 be exird,and throwne 

From Leonati Seate, and caft from her, 

his deereft one : 
Sweete Imogen ? 

Sic, Why did you fufifer lachimo.dight thing of Italy, 
bbb 3 To 
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To taint his Nobler hart ic brime^with needlefleieloufy, 
And to become the geeke and fcorne o*th*othera vilany? 
2 ^ro. For this, from ftiller Seats we came, 

our Parents, and vs twaine, 
That ftrilcing in our Countrie^caufe, 

fell brauely,and were flaine, 
Our Fealty, & Teuantm right, with Honor to maintaine. 
I Bro. Like hardiment PofibumM hath 

to Cymhtline performed : 
Then Iupiter,y King of Gods, why haft y thus adiourn'd 
The Graces for his Merits due, being all to dolors turn^P 
SciL Thy Chriftall window ope j looke, 

looke out, no longer exerdfe 
Vpon a valiant Race, thy harih,and potent iniuries: 
Moth. Since(Iupiter) our Son is good, 

take off his miferies. 
Sell, Peepe through thy Marble Manfion, helpe, 

or we poore Ghofts will cry 
To'th'ihining Synod of the reft,againft thy Deity. 
brothers. Helpe (lupiter) or we appeale, 

and from thy iuftice flye. 
lupUer dejcends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting vppon an 
Eagle : hie thrones a Thunder-hit, The Ghoftes faJl en 
their l^nees, 
Jupiter. No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
Offend our hearing : hufh. How dare you Ghofles 
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt ( you know ) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coafts. 
Poore fhadowes of Elisium, hence, and reft 
Vpon your neuer-withering bankes of Flowres. 
Be not with mortall accidents oppreft, 
No care of yours it is, you know ^tia ours. 
Whom beft 1 loue, 1 crofTe j to make my guift 
The more delayed, delighted. Be content. 
Your low-laide Sonne, our Godhead will vplif^ t 
His Comforts thriue, his Trials well are fpent t 
Our louiall Starre reign*d at his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he married : Rife, and fade. 
He fhall be Lord of Lady Imogen^ 
And happier much by his Arai^ion made. 
This Tablet lay vpon his Breft, wherein 
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 
And fo away: no farther with your dinne 
ExprefTe Impatience, leaft you ftirre vp mine : 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Chriftalline. Afcends 

Sicil. He came in Thunder, his Celeftiall breath 
Was fulphurous to fmell : the holy Eagle 
Stooped, as to foote vs : his Afcenfion is 
More fweet then our bleft Fields : his Royall Bird 
Prunes the immorull wing, and cloyes his Beake, 
As when his God is pleas'd. 
j41L Thankes lupiter. 

Sic. The Marble Pauement clozes, he is enter*d 
His radiant Roofe : Away, and to be bleft 
Let vs with care perfbrme his great beheft. Vanijb 

Poft. Sleepe, thou haft bin a Grandfire, and begot 
A Father to me : and thou heft created 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh fcorne) 
Gone, they went hence fo foone as they were borne: 
And fo I am awake. Poore Wretches, that depend 
On GreatnefTe, Fauour ; Dreame as I haue done. 
Wake, and finde nothing. But (alas) I fweruei 
Many Dreame not to finde, neither deferue. 
And yet are fteep'd in Fauours ; fo am I 
That haue this Golden chance, and know not why t 
What Fayeries haunt this ground ? A Book?Oh rare one, 



Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment 
Nobler then that it couers. Let thy effe^b 
So follow, to be moft vnlike our Courtiers, 
As good, as promifc. 

Readet, 

WHen oi a lyoni vtbelpe, foall to bimjelfe vn^nown, with- 
out feeding finde , and bee embrac'd hy a peece of tender 
Ay re : And Vfhenfrom a fiately Cedar ft>atl he lept (ramcbot 
vfhich heing dead many yeares^ftMll after remue^ beeioyntedtt 
the old Stocfy , andfrejbly grme^ thenfl»all FofibwmM end hi 
mifiries, Britaine hefortunate^ andfiourijb in Peace and Pltn- 
tie. 

*Tis ftill a Dreame : or'elfe fuch fhiffe as Madmen 
Tongue, and braine not : either both, or nothing, 
Orfenfelefle fpeaking,or a fpeaking fuch 
As fenfe cannot vntye. Be what it is, 
The Adion of my life is like it, which lie keepe 
If but for fimpathy. 

Snter Qaoler, 

Goo, Come Sir, are you ready for death ? 

Pofi. Ouer-roafted rather : ready long ago. 

Gao. Hanging is the word, Sir, if you bee readie ht 
that, you are well Cook'd. 

Pofi. So if I proue a good repaft.to the Spedaton,thc 
difh payes the fhot. 

Gao. A heauy reckoning for you Sir: But the comfort 
is you fhall be called to no more payments, fear no more 
Tauerne Bils, which are often the fadnefie of parting, as 
the procuring of mirth : you come in fiiint for want of 
meate, depart reeling with too much drinke : forrie that 
you haue payed too much, and forry that you are payed 
too much : Purfe and Braine, both empty : the Brain the 
heauier, for being too light ; tiie Purfe too light, beiog 
drawne of heauinefle. Oh,of this contradi^on you (hall 
now be quit t Oh the charity of a penny Cord, it fummea 
vp thoufands in a trice : you haue no true Debitor, and 
Creditor but it : of what's paft, is, and to come, the dif- 
charge : your necke(Sis)is Pen,Booke,and Counters; fo 
the Acquitunce foUowes. 

Pofi. I am merrier to dye, then thou art to liue. 

Gao. Indeed Sir, he that fleepes, feeles not the Tooih- 
Ache : but a man that were to fleepe your fleepc, and a 
Hangman to helpe him to bed, I think he would change 
places with his Officer : for, look you Sir, you know ooc 
which way you (ball go. 

Pofi. Yes indeed do I, fellow. 

Gao. Your death has eyes in*s head then : I haue not 
feene him fo pidur*d : you muft either bee direfied hy 
fome that take vpon them to know, or to take vpon yoer 
felfe that which 1 am fure you do not know c lor lump the 
after-enquiry on 3rour owne perill: and how you (ball 
fpeed in your ioumies end, I thinke you*l neuer letume 
to tell one. 

Pofi. I tell thee. Fellow, there are none want eyes, is 
diredi them the way I am gmng, but fuch as winke, aad 
will not vfe them. 

Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, that a man ihoU 
haue the beft vfe of eyes, to fee the way of bllndneire : I 
am fure hanging^s the way of winking. 

Snter a Mejftnger. • 

MeJ. Knocke off his Manacles, bring your Prifoner eo 
the King. 

Pofi. Thou bring*ft good newes, I am caird to bee 
made ixt^, 

Qao. lie be hang*d then. 

Pofi. Thou fhalt be then fireer then a Gaoler|no bold 

^or 
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e dead. 

0. VnleiTe a man would marry a Gallowef, & be- 
ng Gibbets, I neuer faw one fo prone t yet on my 
ience, there are verier Knaues d^fire to liue, for all 
a Roman ; and there be fome of them too that dye 
\ their willes; fo (hoold I, if I were one. I would 
w all of one minde,and one minde good : O there 
defoladon of Gaolers and Galowfes : I fpeake a- 
my prefent profit, but my wifh hath a preferment 

Exemit, 



Scena Quint a. 



Enter Cymbelitu ^^ellarim ^ Guidernu ^ Anii- 
raguty Pifanioyand Lords » 
. Stand by my fide you, whom the Gods haue biade 
ucrs of my Throne : woe is my heart, 
the poore Souldier Ihat fo richly fisught, 
e ragges, (ham*d gilded Armes, whofe naked breft 
before Targes of proofe, cannot be found t 
all be happy that can finde him, if 
rrace can make him fo. 
/. I neuer faw 

Moble fury in fo poore a Thing ; 
precious deeds, in one that promift nought 
iggery, and poore lookes* 
n. No tydings of him ? 

r. He hath bin fearch*d among the dead, Sc liaing ; 
3 trace of him. 
n. To my greefe, I am 
eyre of his Reward, which I will adde 
II (the Liuer, Heart, and Braine of Britaine) 
lom ( I grant) (he liues. Tis now the time 
ce of whence you are. Report it. 
f. Sir, 

nbria are we borne, and Gentlemen : 
rr to boaft, were neycher true, nor modeft, 
e I adde, we are honeft. 
V. Bow your knees : 
my Knights o*th'BattelI, I create you 
mions to our perfon, and will fit you 
Dignities becomming your eftates. 

Enter Cornelhu and Ladies. 
*s bufinefife in thefe fiices : why fo fadly 
you our Victory ? you looke like Romaines, 
tot o*th*Court of Britaine. 
». Hayle great King, 
nrre your happinefife, I muft report 
^eene is dead. 

9, Who worfe then a Phyfitian 
i this report become ? But I confider, 
sd'cine life may be prolong*d, yet death 
eize the Dodor too. How ended (he ^ 
. With horror, madly dying, like her liie, 
1 (being cruel I to the world ) concluded 
iruell to her felfe. What fhe confcft, 
report, fo pleafe you. Thefe her Women 
ip me, if I erre, who with wet cheek es 
prefent when fiie fini(h*d. 
9. Prythee fay. 

. Firft, fhe confeft ihe neuer Iou*d you : onely 
td Greatnefife got by you t not you t 
ti your Royalty, was wife to your place : 



AbhorrM your perfon. 

Cym. She alone knew this : 
And but (he fpoke it dying, I would not 
Beleeue her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Corn. Your daughter, whom (he bore in hand to loue 
With fuch integrity, (he did confeffe 
Was as a Scorpion to her fight, whofe lifi! 
(But that her flight preuented it) (he had 
Tane oflf" by poyfon. 

Q^. O moft delicate Fiend ! 
Who is*t can reade a Woman ? Is there more ? 

Com, More Sir, and worfe. She did Qoahfft (be had 
For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke. 
Should by the minute (eede on life, and ling*ring, 
By inches wafte you. In which time, (he purpos'd 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kifluig,to 
Orecome you with her (hew; and in time 
( When (he had fitted you with her craft, to worke 
he. Sonne into th*adoption of the Crowne : 
But fayling of her end by his ftrange abfence. 
Grew (hamelelfe defperate, opened (in defpight 
Of Heauen ,and Men) her purpofes : repented 
The euils (he hatchM, were not tffc€ted i fo 
Difpayring, dyed. 

Cym, Heard you all this, her Women ? 

La, We did, fo pleafe your HighnefTe. 

Cym. Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for (he was beautifiill : 
Mine eares that heare her flattery, nor my heart, 
That thought hes like her feeming. It had beene vicious 
To haue mi(lru(kd her : yet ( Oh my Daughter) 
That it was iblly in me, thou mayft fay. 
And proue it in thy feeling. Heauen mend all. 
Enter LucmflachimOfand other Roman prijonersf 
Leonatm beinnd^and Imogen, 
Thou comm*fl not Caiiu now for Tribute, that 
The Britaines haue rac*d out, though with the lo(re 
Of many a bold one : whofe Kinfmen haue made fuite 
That their good foules may be appeaa*d, with flaughter 
Of you their Captiues, which our felfe haue granted. 
So thinke of your eftate. 

Luc. Confider Sir, the chance of Warre, the day 
Was yours by accident : had it gone with vs. 
We (hould not when the blood was cool, haue threatend 
Our Prifoners with the Sword. But fince the Gods 
Will haue if thus, that nothing but our liues 
May be caird ranfome, let it come : Sufficeth, 
A Roman, with a Romans heart can fufl%r : 
•Augufiui liues to thinke on*t : and fo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing onely 
I will entreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne) 
Let him be ranfom*d : Neuer Mafter had 
A Page fo kinde, fo duteous, diligent. 
So tender ouer his occafions, true. 
So feate, fo Nurfe-like : let his vertue ioyne 
With my requeft, which Il# make bold , your HighnefTe 
Cannot deny : he hath done no Britaine harme. 
Though he haue feru'd a Roman. Sauc him (Sir) 
And fpare no blood befide* 

Cym, I haue furely (eene him : 
His fauour is fiimiliar to me : Boy, 
Thou hafl look*d thy felfe into my grace. 
And art mine owne. I know not why, wherefi>re. 
To fay, line boy : ne*re thanke thy Mafler, Hue ; 
And aske of Cymbeline what Boone thou wilt. 
Fitting my bounty, and thy flate. He giue it : 

Ye., 
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y<a, though thou do demand a Prifoncr 
The Nobleft tane. 

Into. I humbly thanke your HighneiTe.i 

hue, I do not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, 
And yet I know thou wilt. 

Imo, No,no,alacke, 
There's other worke in hand : I fee a thing 
Bitter to me, as death : your life, good Mafter, 
Muft ihuffle for it felfe. 

Luc, The Boy difdaines me. 
He leaues meyfcornes me : briefely dye their ioyes, 
That place them on the truth of Gyrles,and Boyes.j . 
Why (lands he fo perplext ? 

Cym, What would'ft thou Boy ? 
I loue thee more,and more : thinke more and more 
What's bcft to aske. Know'ft him thou look'ft on?fpeak 
Wilt haue him liue? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend ? 

Imo, He is a Romane, no more kin to me, 
Then I to your HighnefTe, who being bom your vaiTaile 
Am fomething neerer. 

Cym. Wherefore ey'ft him fo ? 

Imo, lie tell you (Sir)in priuate,if you pleafe 
To giue me hearing. 

Cym, I, with all my heart. 
And lend my beft attention. What's thy name ? 

Imo. FideU Sir. 

Cym. Thou'rt my good youth : my Page 
He be thy Mafter •. walke with me : fpeake freely. 

Bel. It not this Boy reuiu'd from death ? 

AruL One Sand another 
Not more refembles that fweet Rofie Lad : 
Who dyed, and was Fidele : what thinke you ? 

Gui, The fame dead thing aliue. 

^f/. Peace, peace, fee further : he eyes vs not, forbeare 
Creatures may be alike : were't he, I am fure 
He would haue fpoke to vs. 

Gui. But we fee him dead. 

'Bel. Be filent : let's fee further. 

Pija. It is my Miftris : 
Since (he is lining, let the time run on, 
To good) or bad. 

Cym. Come, ftand thou by our fide. 
Make thy demand alowd. Sir, flep you forth, 
Giue anfwer to this Boy, and do it freely. 
Or by our Greatnefle, and the grace of it 
(Which is our Honor) bitter torture fliall 
Winnow the truth from falHiood. One fpeake to him. 

lmo» My boone is, that this Gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this Ring. 

Poft. What's that to him ? 

Cym, That Diamond vpon your Finger, fay 
How came it yours / 

lacb. Thoa'lt torture me to leaue vnfpoken, that 
Which to be fpoke, wou'd torture thee. 

Cym. How? roc ? 

hub* I am glad to be coi>ftrain'd to vtter that 
Which torments me to conceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring : 'twas Leonatm Jewell, 
Whom thou did'ft banifli : and which more may greeue 
As it doth me : a Nobler Sir, ne're liu'd ( thee, 

'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou heare more my Lord ? 

Cym, All that belongs to this. 

lacb. That Paragon, thy daughter. 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirits 
Quaile to remember. Giue me leaue, I 5iint. 

Cym. My Daughter? what of hir?Renew thy ftrength 



I had rather thou (hould'ft liue, while Nature will, 
Then dye ere I heare more : ftriue man, and fpeake. 

lacb. Vpon a time, vnhappy was the clocke 
That ftrooke the houre : it was in Rome, accurft 
The Manfion where : 'twas at a Feaft, oh would 
Our Viands had bin poyfon'd(or at leaft 
Thofe which I heau'd to head:) the good PoftbamtUy 
(What ihould I fay? he was too good to be 
Where ill men were, and was the beft of all 
Among'ft the rar'ft of good ones) fitting fadly, 
Hearing ts praife our Loues of Italy 
For Beauty, that made barren the fwell'd boaft 
Of him that beft could fpeake : for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Venm^ or ftraight-pight Minerua^ 
Poftures, beyond breefe Nature. For Condition, 
A ihop of all the qualities, that man 
Loues woman for, befides that hooke of Wiuing, 
Fairenefle, which ftrikes the eye. 

Cym, I ftand on fire. Come to the matter. 

lacb. All too foone I {hall, 
Vnleife thou would'ft greeue quickly. This Po/Ummm^ 
Moft like a Noble Lord, in loue, and one 
That had a Royall Louer, tooke his hint. 
And (not difpraifing whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calme as vercue ) he began 
His Miftris pi^re, which, by his tongue, being made, 
And then a minde put in't, either our bragges 
Were crak'd of Kitchen-Trulles,or his defcripdon 
Prou'd vs vnfpeaking fottes. 

Cfm, Nay,nay,to'th'purpofe. 

hub. Your daughters Chaftity, (there it beginnes) 
He fpake of her, as *Dian had hot dreames. 
And fhe alone, were cold : Whereat, I wretch 
Made fcruple of his praife, and wager'd with him 
Peeces of Gold, 'gainft this, which then he wore 
Vpon his honour'd finger) to attaine 
In fuice the place ofs bed, and winne this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultery : he (true Knight) 
No lefTer of her Honour confident 
Then I did truly finde her, ftakes this Ring, 
And would fo, had it beene a Carbuncle 
Of Phoebus Wheele ; and might fo (afely, had it 
Bin all the worth oPs Carre. Away to Britaine 
Pofte I in thu defigne : Well may you (Sir) 
Remember me at Court, where I was taught 
Of your chafte Daughter, the wide difference 
*Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus qucnch'd 
Of hope, not longing; mine Italian braine, 
Gan in your duller Britaine operare 
Moft vildely : for my vantage excellent. 
And to be breefe, my pradlife fo preuayl'd 
That I retum'd with fimular proofe enough. 
To make the Noble Leonatm mad. 
By wounding his beleefe in her Renowne, 
With Tokens thus, and thus : auerring notes 
Of Chamber-hanging, Pidhires, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how 1 got) nay fome markes 
Of fecret on her perfon^that he could not 
But thinke her bond of Chaftity quite crack'd, 
I hauing 'tane the fbrfeyt. Whereupon, 
Me thinkes I fee him now. 

Poft, I fo thou do'ft, 
Italian Fiend. Aye me, moft credulous Foole, 
Egregious murtherer, Theefe,any thing 
That's due to all the Villaines paft,in being 
To come. Oh giue me Cord, or knife, or poyibn. 

Some 



The Tragedie of Cymbeline. 



397 



^mc ▼pright lufticer. Thou King, fend out 
For Torturers ingenious : it is I 
That all th^abhorred things o*th*earth amend 
By being worfe then they. I am Poflbumut^ 
That kiird thy Daughter : Villain-like, I lye, 
That caus'd a leiTer villaine then my felfe, 
A facrilegiotu Theefe to doo't. The Temple 
Of Yertue was ihe ; yea, and ibe her felfe. 
Spit, and throw ftones, caft myre vpon me, fet 
The dogges o*th*ftreet to bay me : euery villaine 
Be caird PoftbumM Leonatm^ and 
Be villany lefle then *twas. Oh Imogen I 
My Queene, my life, my wife : oh Imogen^ 
Imogen^ Imogin^ 

Imo. Peace my Lord,heare,heare. 

Pofi, Shairs haue a play of this? 

Thou fcomfuU Page, there lye thy part. 

Pif, Oh Gentlemen, helpe. 
Mine and your Miftris : Oh my Lord Pofibumutf 
You neVe kilFd Imogen till now : helpe, belpe^ 
Mine honour'd Lady. 

Cym. Does the world go round ? 
fo/ib. How comes thefe ftaggers on mee ? 
Pija. Wake my Miftris. 

Cym, If this be fo, the Gods do meane to firike me 
To death, with mortall ioy. 
Pi/a. How £ires my Miftris ? 
Imo, Oh get thee from my fight. 
Thou gau*ft me poyfon : dangerous Fellow hence. 
Breath not where Princes are. 
• Cym. The tune of Imogen. 

P(/>.Lady,the Gods throw ftones of fulpher on me, if 
That box I gaue you, was not thought by mee 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. 
Cym. New matter ftilL 
Imo. It poyfon*d me. 
arm. Oh Gods! 
I left out one thing which the Queene confeft. 
Which muft approue thee honeft. If Pajanio 
Haue ( (aid fhe ) giuen his Miftris that ConfedUon 
Which I gaue him for Cordiall, (he is feru*d. 
As I would feme a Rat. 

Cym. What*8 this, Corneiim ? 
Corn. The Queene (Sir)very oft importuned me 
To temper poyfons for her,itill pretending 
The fatis^i^ion of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creatures vilde,asCats and Dogges 
Of no efteeme. I dreading, that her purpofe 
Was of more danger, did compound fur her 
A certaine ftufFe, which being tane, would ceafe 
The prefent powre of life, but in fhort time, 
All Offices of Nature, fhould againe 
Do their due Fun^ions. Haue you tane of it? 
Imo. Moft like I did, for I was dead. 
^/. My Boyes, there was our error. 
GuL Thb is fure Ftdele. 

/jifo.Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you? 
Thinke that yoii are vpon a Rocke, and now 
Throw me againe. 

Poft. Hang there like fhiite, my foule. 
Till the Tree dye. 

Cym. How now, my Flefh? my Childe ? 
What, mak'ft thou me a dulhird in this A^? 
Wilt thou not fpeake to me ? 
Imo. Your blcffing, Sir. 
^/. Though you did loue this youth, I blame ye not. 



You had a motiue fbr*t. 

Cym. My teares that fall 
Proue holy* water on thee ) Imogen, 
Thy Mothers dead. 

Imo. I am forry fbret,my Lord. 

Qym. Oh, fhe was naught ; and long of her it was 
That we meet heere fo ftrangely : but her Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pi/a. My Lord, 
Now feare is fi^m me, He fpeake troth. Lord Cioten 
Vpon my Ladies mifting, came to me 
With his Sword drawne, foam*d at the mouth, and fwore 
If I difcouer'd not which way fhe was gone. 
It was my inftant death. By accident, 
I had a feigned Letter of my Mafters 
Then in my pocket, which dire^ed him 
To feeke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford, 
Where in a frenzie, in my Mafters Garments 
( Which he infbrc*d from me ) away he poftes 
With vnchafte purpofe, and wich oath to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 
I ^rther know not. 

Gut. Let me end the Story : I flew him there. 

Cym, Marry, the Gods forefend. 
I would not thy good deeds, fliould from my lips 
Plucke a hard fentence : Prythee valiant youth 
Deny*t againe. 

Gut. I haue fpoke it,and I did it. 

Cym. He was a Prince. 

Gut. A moft inciuill one. The wrongs he did mee 
Were nothing Prince-like y for he did prouoke me 
With Language that would make me fpurne the Sea, 
If it could fo roare to me. I cut ofTs head. 
And am right glad he is not (buiding heere 
To tell this ule of mine. 

Cym, 1 afh forrow for thee : 
By thine owne tongue thou art condemned, and muft 
Endure our Law : ThouVt dead. 

Imo, That headleffe man 1 thought had bin my Lord 

Cym. Binde the Offender, 
And take him from our prefence. 

^ei. Stay, Sir King. 
This man is better then the man he flew. 
As well defcended as thy felfe, and hath 
More of thee merited, then a Band of CJotens 
Had euer fcarre for. Let his Armes alone. 
They were not borne for bondage. 

Cym. Why old Soldier : 
Wilt thou vndoo the worth thou art vnpayd for 
By tafting of our wrath ? How of defcent 
As good as we ? 

j4rui. In that he fpake too fiure. 

Cym. And thou flialt dye for^t. 

^/. We will dye all three. 
But I will proue that two one's are as good 
As I haue giuen out him. MySonnes, I muft 
For mine owne part, vnfold a dangerous fpeech. 
Though haply well for you. 

j4rui. Your danger's ours. 

Guid. And our good his. 

Bei. Haue at it then, bv leaue 
Thou hadd'ft (great King;a Sublet, who 
Was caird Belar'm. 

Cym. What of him? He is a banifliM Traitor. 

^/. He it is, that hath 
AflTum'd this age : indeed a banifli'd man, 

I 
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I know not how, a Traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence, 
The whole world ihall not faue him. 

BeL Not too hot j 
Firft pay me for the Nurfing of thy Sonnes^ 
And let it be confifcate all, fo foone 
As I haue receyu*d it. 

Cym, Nurfing oi my Sonnes } 

Bel, I am too blunt,and fawcy : heere*8 my knee: 
Ere I arife, I will preferre my Sonnes, 
Then fpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
Thefe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
And thinke they are my Sonnes, are none of mine, 
They are the yffue of your Loynes, my Liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How? my Iflue. 

^/. So fure as you, your Fathers : I (old Morgan) 
Am that 'BeUr'nUj whom you fometime banifh'd : 
Your pleafure was my necre offence, my punishment 
It felfc, and all my Treafon that I fuffcr*d. 
Was all the harmc I did. Thefe gentle Princes 
(For ruch,and fo they are) thefe twenty yeares 
Haue I trained vp j thofe Arts they haue, as I 
Could put into them. My breeding was (Sir) 
As your HighneiTe knowes : Their Nurfe Eurifbi/e 
(Whom for the Theft I wedded) ftole thefe Children 
Vpon my Banifhment : I moou'd her too*t, 
Hauing receyu'd the puni/hment before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyaltie, 
Excited me to Treafon. Their decre loflTe, 
The more of you *twas felt, the more it ihap'd 
Vnto my end of dealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe, and I mud loofe 
Two of the fweet'ft Companions in the World. 
The benedidion of thefe couering Heauens 
Fall on their heads liks dew, for they are worthie 
To in-lay Heauen with Starres. 

Cym, Thou weep*ft,and fpeak*ft ! 
The Seruice that you three haue done,ii more 
Vnlike, then this thou teirft. I loft my Children, 
If thefe be they, I know not how to wiih 
A payre of worthier Sonnes. 

Bei. Be pleas*d awhile ; 
Thu Gentleman, whom I call Polldare^ 
Moft worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guiderim i 
This Gentleman, my Cad»aIIy Aruiragm. 
Your yonger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 
In a moft curious Mantle, wrought by th*hand 
Of his Queene Mother, which for more probation 
I can with eafe produce. 

Cym. Guiderim had 
Vpon his necke a Mole, a (anguine Starre, 
It was a marke of wonder. 

'Bel, This is he, 
Who hath vpon him ftill that natunll ftampe : 
It was wife Natures end, in the donation 
To be his euidence now. 

Cym. Oh, what am I 
A Mother to the byrth of three ? Nerc Mother 
ReioycM dqliuerance more : Bleft,pray you be. 
That after this ftrange ftarting from your Orbes, 
You may reigne in them now : Oh Imogen^ 
Thou haft loft by this a Kingdome. 

Imo. No, my Lord : 
I haue got two Worlds by*t. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Haue we thus met? Oh neuer fay heereafter 



But I am trueft fpeaker. You call'd me Brother 
When I was but your Sifter ; 1 you Brothers, 
When we were fo indeed. 

Cym, Did you ere meete ? 

Arui, I my good Lord. 

Gia, And at firft meeting lou*d, 
Continew*d fo, vntill we thought he dyed. 

Corn. By the Queenes Dramme fhe fwallow^d. 

Cym. O rare inftmd ! 
When ihall I heare all through? This fierce abridgmcDt, 
Hath to it Circumftantiall branches, which 
Diftin^on fhould be rich in. Where? how ]iu*d you ? 
And when came you to ferue our Romane Capoue ? 
How parted with your Brother ? How firft met them ? 
Why fled you from the Court? And whether thefe?, 
And your three motiues to the Battaile ? with 
I know not how much more ihould be demanded. 
And all the other by-dependances 
From chance to chance ? But nor the Time, nor Place 
Will ferue our long Interrogatories. See, 
Poftbumus Anchors vpon Imogen ; 
And flie (like harmleife Lightning) throwes her eye 
On him : her Brothers, Me : her Mafter hitting 
Each obiedl with a loy : the Counter-change 
Is feuerally in all* Let*s quit this ground, 
And fmoake the Temple with our Sacrifices. 
Thou art my Brother, fo wee'l hold thee euer. 

Imo, You are my Father too, and did releeue me : 
To fee this gracious feafon.. 

Cym. All ore-ioy*d 
Saue thefe in bonds, let them be ioyfuU too, • 

For they ihall tafte 'our Comfort. 

Imo, My good Mafter, I will yet do you ferulce. 

Luc, Happy be you. 

Cym, The forlorne Souldier,that no Nobly fought 
He would haue well becom'd this pltce, and grac'd 
The thankings of a King. 

Poft. I am Sir 
The Souldier that did company thefe three 
In poore befeeming : *twas a fitment for 
The purpofe I then follow'd. That I was he, 
Speake lachimoy I had you downe , and might 
Haue made you finifh. 

lacb, I am downe againe : 
But now my heauie Confcience finkes my kneei 
As then your force did. Take that life, befeecb yon 
Which I fo often owe : but your Ring firft. 
And heere the Bracelet of the trueft Princcfife 
That euer fwore her Faith. 

Poft. Kneele not to me : 
The powre that 1 haue on you, is to fpare you : 
The malice towards you, to forgiue you. Liue 
And deale with others better. 

Cym, Nobly doom*d : 
Wce*l leame our FreeneftV of a Sonne-in-Law : 
Pardon*s the word to all. 

And, You holpe vs Sir, 
As you did meane indeed to be oar Brother, 
loy'd are w^,that you are. 

Poft, Your Seruant Princes.Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-faycr : As 1 flcpt, me thought 
Great lupiter vpon his Eagle backM 
Appeared to me, with other fprightly ihewei 
Of mine owne Kindred. When 1 wak*d, I foond 
This Labell on my bofome ; whofe containing 
Is fo from fenfe in hardneiTe, that I can 

Make 
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Colledion of it. Let him fliew 
in the conftrudlion. 
^bilarmomm, 

Heere,iny good Lord, 
lead, and declare the meaning. 

n as a Lyons Vfbelpejball to bimftift vnl^errn^vith- 
J^kjngjinde^ and btt embrac*dbj a ptea of tinder 
id »ben/rom a fiately Cedar Jball be loft branches^ 
g dead many yearety (ball after reuiue^ bee ioynfed to 
c](ey andjrefi/y grvw, tben jball Poftbumm end bis 
Witalne be fortunate^ and Jlourijb in Peace and Plen- 

natut art the Lyons Whelpe, ^ 

id apt Conftru^ion of thy name 
natuiy doth import fo much: 
5 of tender Ayre,thy vertuous Daughter, 
e call Mollu Aer^ and ^Mollis Aer 
: it Mutter \ which Atui'ur I diuine 
)ft conftant Wife, who euen now 
g the Letter of the Oracle, 
le to you vnfought, were dipt about 
\ moft tender Aire. 
This hath fome Teeming. 
The lofty Cedar, Royall Cymbeline 
I thee : And thy lopt Branches, point 
Sonnes forth : who by ^elarim flolne 
yeares thought dead, are nowreuiu*d 
aiefticke Cedar ioyn*d^ whofe IfTue 



Promifes Briuine, Peace and Plenty. 

Cym, WeU, 
My Peace we will begin : And Calui Lueitts^ 
Although the Vidor,we fubmit to C^Jar^ 
And to the Romane Empire ; promifing 
To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were difTwaded by our wicked Queene, 
Whom heauens in luftice both on her, and hers, 
Haue laid moft heauy hand. 

Sootb, The fingers of the Powres aboue, do tune 
The harmony of this Peace : the Vifion 
Which I made knowne to Lttcius ere the ftroke 
Of yet thisfcarfe-cold-Battaile, at this infbnt 
Is full accomplifh'd. For the Romaine Eagle 
From South to Weft, on wing foaring aloft 
Lcffen*d her felfe, and in tne Beames o*th*Sun 
So vanifh'd ; which fore-fhew'd our Princely Eagle 
Th*Imperiall Qefar^ fhould againe vnite 
His Fauour, with the Radiant Cymbeline^ 
Which (bines heere in the Weft. 

Cym, Laud we the Gods, 
And let our crooked Smoakes dim be to their Noftrils 
From our bleft Altars. Publifh we this Peace 
To all our Subie^. Set we forward : Let 
A Roman, and a Brittifh Eniigne waue 
Fiiendly together : fo through Luds-Tofwne march. 
And in the Temple of great lupiter 
Our Peace wce*l ratifie : Scale it with Feafts. 
Set on there : Neuer was a Warre did ceafe 
(Ere bloodle hands were wafh*d)^with fuch a Peace. 

Exeunt, 
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